>it 
: rie 

Pea oe a ei 

a ga haan netg eS eth 


pices lat lh Dis ates. 5 c 7 epee era 
a ; Shae Fprekern asters 


Taian 


ee ere 


Teens erat 
Aaa oa Tol 


ea 

proeeeereer 

reer eres 
Penn eeiecereres 


ae 
peter 


l 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2023 with funding from 
Kahle/Austin Foundation 


https://archive.org/details/wingedhorseantho0000jose 


THE WINGED HORSE ANTHOLOGY 


BOOKS BY 
JOSEPH AUSLANDER 


AND 


FRANK ERNEST HILL 


THE WINGED HORSE 


THE WINGED HORSE ANTHOLOGY 


THE 
WINGED HORSE 
ANTHOLOGY 


By JOSEPH AUSLANDER aad 
FRANK ERNEST HILL 


With decorations by 
PAUL HONORE 


DOUBLEDAY & COMPANY, INC. 
GARDEN CITY NEW YORK 
1954 


COPYRIGHT, 1929 
BY DOUBLEDAY & COMPANY, INC. 
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


PRINTED IN THE UNITED STATES 
AT THE COUNTRY LIFE PRESS, GARDEN CITY, N.Y. 


SP OW 


ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


D. APPLETON & Co. 
For “Pity,” from Honey Out of the Rock, by Babette Deutsch. 
Copyright by D. Appleton & Co., 1925. 


ErNEstT Benn, Ltp. 
For “‘Love’s Mortality,” from Poems and Songs, First Series, by 
Richard Middleton; the selections from Songs from an Italian 
Garden, and from Songs, Ballads, and a Garden Play, by A. Mary F. 
Robinson. 


BRENTANO’S 
For “A Twilight in Middle March,” from The Complete Poems of 
Francis Ledwidge. Copyright by Brentano’s, 1919. 
For “‘Requiescat,” and the selection from “The Ballad of Reading 
Gaol,” from Poems, by Oscar Wilde. Copyright by Brentano’s, 
1906. 


Covici Friepe, Inc. 
For ‘After Two Years,” from War and Love, by Richard Alding~ 
ton. Copyright by Covici Friede, Inc., 1919 


Dopp, MeEap & Co. 
For the selections from The Poems of Ernest Dowson. Copyright 
by Dodd, Mead & Co., 1905. 
For the selections from 4 Shropshire Lad, by A. E. Housman. 
For “Lepanto,” from Poems by Gilbert Keith Chesterton. Copy- 
right by Dodd, Mead & Co., 1915. 
For “The Ballad of Hell,” from Ballads and Songs, by John David- 
son. 
For “‘The Soldier,” from Poems, by Rupert Brooke. Copyright 
by Dodd, Mead & Co., 1915. 
All used by courtesy of Dodd, Mead & Company, Inc. 


DousLepay, Doran & Company, INc. 
For the selections from Leaves of Grass, by Walt Whitman. Copy- 
right by Doubleday, Page & Company, 1926. 


v 


vi ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


For the selection from John Brown’s Body, by Stephen Vincent 
Benét. Copyright by Stephen Vincent Benét, 1928. 


E. P. Dutton & Co. 
For “Romance,” taken by permission from W. J. Turner’s Orpheus, 
or The Picture of Music (Today and Tomorrow Series), published 
and copyrighted by E. P. Dutton & Co., Inc., New York, 1926. 


Tue Four Seas Co. 
For “ Portrait of One Dead,” from The House of Dust, by Conrad 
Aiken. Copyright by The Four Seas Co., 1921. 
For “This Is the Shape of the Leaf,” from The House of Dust, by 
Conrad Aiken. Copyright by The Four Seas Co., 1921. 


Harcourt, Brace & Company, INc. 
For the selections from Selected Poems, by William H. Davies. 
Copyright by Harcourt, Brace & Company, Inc., 1925. 
For ‘Accomplished Facts,” from Smoke and Steel, by Carl Sand- 
burg. Copyright by Harcourt, Brace & Company, Inc., 1920. 
For “The Dark Chamber,” from Burning Bush, by Louis Unter- 
meyer. Copyright by Harcourt, Brace & Company, Inc., 1928, 


HARPER & BROTHERS. 
For selections from The Poems of Algernon C. Swinburne. 
For “Not with Libations,” from Second April, by Edna St. Vin- 
cent Millay, published by Harper & Brothers. Copyright by 
Edna St. Vincent Millay, 1921. 
For ‘‘Feast,” and ‘‘Euclid,” from The Harp Weaver and Other 
Poems, published by Harper & Brothers. Copyright by Edna 
St. Vincent Millay, 1920, 1921, 1922, 1923. 


Henry Hoit & Company. 
For the selections from Cornhuskers, by Carl Sandburg. Copy- 
right by Henry Holt & Company, 1918. 
For “Lost,” from Chicago Poems, by Carl Sandburg. Copyright 
by Henry Holt & Company, 1916. 
The selections from The Listeners and Other Poems, by Walter de 
la Mare. Copyright by Henry Holt & Company, 1916. 
For selections from New Hampshire, by Robert Frost. Copyright 
by Henry Holt & Company, 1923. 


ACKNOWLEDGMENTS vii 


For “Mending Wall,” from North of Boston, by Robert Frost, 
Copyright by Henry Holt & Company, 1915. 


HoucuTon Mirriin Company. 
For “Night Clouds,” from What’s O’Clock, by Amy Lowell. Copy- 
right by Houghton Mifflin Company, 1925. 
For “Birthright,” from Poems, by John Drinkwater. Copyright 
by Houghton Mifflin Company, 1919. 
For ‘Gloucester Moors,” from Gloucester Moors, and Other Poems, 
by William Vaughn Moody. Copyright by Houghton Mifflin 
Company, IgIo. 
These poems are all used by permission of, and arrangement with, 
Houghton Miffin Company. 


ALFRED A. Kwnopr, Inc. 
For “The Eagle and the Mole,” and “Velvet Shoes,” reprinted 
from Nets to Catch the Wind, by Elinor Wylie, by and with permis- 
sion of and special arrangement with Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., au- 
thorized publishers. Copyright by Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., 1921. 
For “Galatea Again,” from Words for the Chisel, by Genevieve 
Taggard, reprinted by and with permission of and special arrange- 
ment with Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., authorized publishers. Copy- 
right by Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., 1926. 
For the selections from Collected Poems. Copyright by Alfred A. 
Knopf, Inc., 1921. 


LitrLe, Brown & ComPANY. 
For ‘‘I Held a Jewel in My Fingers,” “Not with a Club the Heart 
Is Broken,” “I’m Nobody,” ‘My Life Closed Twice,” ‘The Soul 
Selects Her Own Society,” “I Died for Beauty,” all from Complete 
Poems, by Emily Dickinson. Copyright by Little, Brown & 
Company, 1924. 


Horace Livericut, Inc. 
For the selections from Collected Poems, by H. D. (Hilda Doolittle), 
published by Boni and Liveright. Copyright by Boni & Live- 
right, 1925. 
For “Night,” from The Roan Stallion, Tamar, and Other Poems, 
by Robinson Jeffers, published by Boni and Liveright. Copyright 
by Boni & Liveright, 1925. 


Vili ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


Lonomans, GREEN & Co., LTD. 
For “The Odyssey,” from Poetical Works, by Andrew Lang. 
For the selections from The Defence of Guenevere, by William Morris. 
Through the courtesy of the Trustees of William Morris. 


Rosert M. McBripe & Company. 
For ‘A Gull Goes Up,” from Those Not Elect, by Léonie Adams. 
Copyright by Robert M. McBride & Company, 1925. 
For “Women,” from The Body of This Death, by Louise Bogan. 
Copyright by Robert M. McBride & Company, 1923. 


Tue MacmiLttan Company 
For ‘ The Old Woman of the Roads,” from Wild Earth and Other 
Poems, by Padraic Colum. Copyright, 1916, by The Macmillan 
Company, New York. 
For ‘Waiting Both,” ‘“‘The Man He Killed,” and “Weathers,” 
from Collected Poems, by Thomas Hardy. Copyright, 1926, by 
The Macmillan Company, New York. 
For “The But,” from Poems, by Ralph Hodgson. Copyright, 
1917, by The Macmillan Company, New York. 
For “On the Building of Springfield,” “‘The Eagle That Is For- 
gotten,” and part of ‘“The Congo,” from Collected Poems, by Vachel 
Lindsay. Copyright, 1923, by The Macmillan Company, New 
York. 
For “A Consecration,” “On Growing Old,” and “Sea Fever,” 
from Collected Poems, by John Masefield. Copyright, 1925, by 
The Macmillan Company, New York. 
For “The Dark Hills,” from Collected Poems, by Edwin Arlington 
Robinson. Copyright, 1921, by The Macmillan Company, New 
York. 
For “The Sheaves,” from Dionysus in Doubt, by Edwin Arlington 
Robinson. Copyright, 1925, by The Macmillan Company, New 
York. 
For “The Great Breath,” from Collected Poems, by “‘ AQ” (George 
Russell). Copyright, 1913, by The Macmillan Company, New York. 
For “The Goat Paths,” from Collected Poems, by James Stephens. 
Copyright, 1926, by The Macmillan Company, New York. 
For “The Flight,” from Rivers of the Sea, by Sara Teasdale. Copy- 
right, 1915, by The Macmillan Company, New York. 


ACKNOWLEDGMENTS. ix 


— 


For “The Solitary,” from Dark of the Moon, by Sara Teasdale. 
Copyright, 1926, by The Macmillan Company, New York. 

For “The Son,” from Hesperides, by Ridgely Torrence. Copy- 
right, 1925, by The Macmillan Company, New York. 

For “The Lake Isle of Innisfree,” from Early Poems, by Wm. 
Butler Yeats. Copyright, 1925, by The Macmillan Company, 
New York. 

For ‘‘The Wild Swans at Coole,” from Later Poems, by Wm. Butler 
Yeats. Copyright, 1924, by The Macmillan Company, New York. 
For “The Dark Angel,” from The Religious Poems of Lionel John- 
son, by Lionel Johnson. Copyright, 1917, by The Macmillan 
Company, New York. 


Tuomas B. MosHer 
For “Tears,” from The Wayside Lute, by Lizette W. Reese. Copy- 
right, 1909, by Thomas Bird Mosher. 
For ‘‘Sometimes When I Sit Brooding All Alone,” ‘‘Ah Me, Do 
You Remember Still,” “Etruscan Tombs,” and “‘Let Us Forget,” 
from Songs from an Italian Garden, by A. Mary F. Robinson. 
Published, 1897, by Thomas Bird Mosher. 


A. M. RoBERTSON 
For ‘‘The Night of Gods,” from 4 Wine of Wizardry, by George 
Sterling. Copyright, 1907, by A. M. Robertson. 


CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS 
For ‘‘After Long Vigil,” from Sonnets: First Series, by George 
Santayana. Copyright by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 
For ‘‘ Daisy,” “Grace of the Way,” and ‘The Hound of Heaven,” 
from Poems, by Francis Thompson. 
For “Love in the Valley,” part of ‘Modern Love,” and “Dirge 
in Woods,” from Poetical Works, by George Meredith. Copy- 
right, 1912, by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 
For “Evening Song,” “The Ballad of Trees and the Master,” and 
“The Marshes of Glynn” (80lines) from Poems of Sidney Lanier, 
by Sidney Lanier. Copyright, 1916, by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 
For ‘‘Space and Dread and the Dark,” ‘‘Margaritz Sorori,” and 
“Invictus,” from Poems by William Ernest Henley. Copyright, 
1919, by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 
For “Requiem,” from Complete Poems, by Robert Louis Stevenson 
Copyright, 1923, by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 


x ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


eer 


For “This Quiet Dust,” from Dust and Light, by John Hall Wheel- 
ock. Copyright, 1919, by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 

For ‘‘Miniver Cheevy,” and “For a Dead Lady,” from The Town 
Down the River, by Edwin Arlington Robinson. Copyright, 1910, 
by Charles Scribner’s Sons. 

For ‘The House on the Hill,” from Children of the Night, by Edwin 


Arlington Robinson. Copyright, 1896, 1897, by Edwin Arlington 
Robinson. 


Martin SEcKER, LTD. 
For ‘‘War Song,”’ and “Old Ships,” from The Collected Poems of 
James Elroy Flecker. Copyright, by Martin Secker, Ltd. 


SIMON AND SCHUSTER 
For selection from “‘ Judith of Minnewaulken,” from You Who Have 


Dreams, by Maxwell Anderson. Copyright, 1925, by Simon and 
Schuster. 


Tue Vixinc Press, Inc., New York 
For “Is Love Then so Simple,” from Songs to Save a Soul, by Irene 
Rutherford McLeod, New York. The Viking Press, Inc. Copy- 
right 1919, B. W. Huebsch, Inc. 
For “Anthem for Doomed Youth,” from Poems, by Wildred Owen, 


New York. The Viking Press. Inc., B. W. Huebsch, Inc., Publisher. 
Copyright, 1921. 

A. P. Watt & Son. 
For “Boots,” from The Five Nations, by Rudyard Kipling, pub- 
lished by Doubleday, Page & Company. Copyright, 1903, by 
Rudyard Kipling. 
For “The Explorer,” from The Five Nations, by Rudyard Kipling, 
published by Doubleday, Page & Company. Copyright, 1903, 
by Rudyard Kipling. 
For “Recessional,” from The Five Nations, by Rudyard Kipling, 
published by Doubleday, Page & Company. Noncopyright. 


The editors regret that on account of the refusal of Mr. Edgar 
Lee Masters to permit his poems to appear in the anthology they 
are unable to include selections from him as originally planned. 


The modernizations of Chaucer’s poems—‘‘May Morning,” from 
The Book of the Duchess, ““The Pardoner’s Tale,’ and “The Com- 
plaint of Chaucer to His Empty Purse,” are by Frank Ernest Hill. 


FOREWORD 


WHILE we were writing The Winged Horse we realized that 
The Winged Horse Anthology was inevitable. In the former book 
we could give only suggestive shadows of the great poetry which 
it celebrated. We felt the need of the poetry itself—collected into a 
companion volume which could parallel closely the story of the 
poets as we had told it. 

But when we came to the building of such a book, we found more 
than this to do. We had previously discovered that there was no 
simple comprehensive story of poetry for those who wished to know 
about it. Now we perceived that there was no full harvest of the 
best poetry of the language in a useable form. Inspired husbandmen 
like Palgrave had gleaned admirably within self-imposed limits. Others, 
it seemed to us, had zealously reaped the whole field, but had brought 
in chaff and rubble, and not all the grain. We had on the one hand 
anthologies of lyric verse only, of English or American verse only, of 
Twentieth Century verse only, or of poetry down to the middle 1800's; 
and, on the other, collections that admitted dull or bad verse if it 
might be supposed to amuse, cure a cold, illustrate the personal life 
of a poet, show the historical development of poetry, or to possess 
the peculiar rarity of having been scavenged from a museum or a 
great man’s waste-paper basket. Many of these anthologies justified 
the purposes of their editors. Nevertheless, there was not among them 
a single volume seeking to encompass the best verse done in English, 
in whatever form—and only the best. 

Such a book seemed richly worth attempting for its own sake as 
well as for its special value as a complement to The Winged Horse. 
There seemed also to be opportunity, in its making, for a re-appraisal 
of honored mediocrities like the most of Spenser’s sonnets, Dryden’s 
descriptive lyrics, Thomson’s and Young’s verse orations, and Brown- 
ing’s inarticulate Epilogue to Asolando, that have been almost 
every anthologist’s inherited sin; and unknown or neglected poems 
like the lyrical passages of Marlowe’s Hero, and his plays, the great 
descriptions and episodes of Paradise Lost, the best spiritual verse 
of the Seventeenth Century and the finer prophecies and czchestra- 
tions of Whitman. 


xii FOREWORD 


The results of this enterprise have been exciting to us, and we 
hope will give some excitement to others—both those who know 
poetry little and those who know it well. In the first place, probably 
a third of the book we have made will be found in no other single 
anthology, yet the whole will be recognized, we think, as great poetry. 
Chiefly this is because the task attempted here has never been at- 
tempted before. Yet we trust that the anthology also differs from 
most others because we have sought more consciously and uncompro- 
misingly for major poetic utterance. We have not hesitated to choose 
obscure poems or to invade narrative and drama (an old but recently 
too much neglected practice) to get poetry which many readers would 
not otherwise find; our only regret here is that on account of the length 
of many great narrative poems, our selection in this field is less 
comprehensive than we would like it to be. We have also sought for 
the meaning and music which seem to us to be peculiarly authentic to- 
day. With this in mind we have been particularly interested in a new 
selection of poetry written from 1850 to 1915. There has recently 
been a definite change in social and literary attitude, based on chang- 
ing conditions of life. We have borne this in mind in making our 
choice from the poems of such writers as Tennyson, Browning, Morris, 
Rossetti, Whitman, Emily Dickinson, Robinson, Masefield, Housman, 
and Millay. 

The picking of poems by living authors is certainly a difficult and 
thankless task, perhaps an impossible one. Many readers of this book 
will find loved poems missing. They will be likely to forget the range of 
the volume and the severity of its standard—to forget that such a 
book must be an exclusive and not an inclusive anthology. At the same 
time, they may be right and we wrong. We can say no more than that 
we have hunted for the eternal quality in poetry, and that it is hard to 
test eternity. 

Still, an honest hunt for it will throw many a pleasing poem out 
of a collection like this. Merely to read a modern song with one of 
Sidney’s best, or Jonson’s, to put a sonnet beside the carved beauty 
of Wordsworth or Keats, is often sufficient to get a definite answer. 
It is not always negative; Miss Millay’s ‘‘Euclid”’ can go unabashed 
from a comparison with Milton’s sonnet on his blindness, and Hous- 
man, Frost, and Davies need not be ill at ease with Fletcher or Herrick. 
Yet the “mortality” of the moderns in such contests is high, and it 
accounts for many omissions here from Lowell and Holmes down 
through Mr. Noyes, and for a ghostly representation from many who 
are included. 


FOREWORD xiii 


To readers genuinely craving the best poetry and only that, we 
offer this book with the belief that they will like it. If our purpose be 
granted good, we think that lovers of poetry will find that omissions 
and additions which at first seem startling are in the main welcome. 
After all, many pleasant poems are not great ones, and many poems 
strong in sentimental and personal association are poor in real art and 
feeling. They have a place in the world of books, but it is not among 
the supreme poetic utterances of the language. To readers who want 
their poetry selected on some other basis than quality, we recommend 
other anthologies. This one will not please them. 

At the same time, we think it is the best kind of anthology for 
all people, and especially for those who are beginning to read poetry. 
Some may say that the best poetry is hard diet, fit only for the athlete 
among readers. This is perhaps the fraction of a truth, though often 
_ the best verse is easy reading. But easy or hard, a supremely good 
poem commands respect and stirs the imagination. The reader who 
tastes first of such fare is likely to know and scorn the second and third 
best when he meets it. Ungracious is the anthologist who feeds him 
on mediocrity and sentimentality, thinking that such will prepare him 
for sublimity! 

A final word may be said with regard to the poetry before Chaucer. 
The Winged Horse devotes a number of chapters to the background 
of our English verse—Greek, Roman, and medieval poetry. We in- 
tended at first to make a selection from these literatures, but finally 
decided not to. In our first book a description of such poetry was neces- 
sary, but we were concerned chiefly with the poetry written in our own 
language. We came to feel that this alone should be represented in 
The Winged Horse Anthology, partly because classical and medie- 
val verse is of secondary interest in English literature, partly because a 
single volume could not well contain both the English and the non- 
English selections, and partly because we felt ourselves unqualified 
to make a just selection. Consequently the anthology presents the 
poetry of the English language only. 

The Winged Horse Anthology completes the work we attempted 
of bringing poetry closer to modern readers, young and old. We 
hope that more work will be done, but by the readers themselves. 
We wish them well in the delight and difficulty of making great poetry 
their own. 

JosepH AUSLANDER. 
Frank Ernest HILt. 
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PART ONE 
CHIVALR YAN DIBALLADRY 


GEOFFREY CHAUCER 


1340?-1400 


May Morning 


FROM “THE BOOK OF THE DUCHESS.” MODERNIZED FROM THE 
ORIGINAL MIDDLE ENGLISH 


... My thought was thus—that it was May 
And in the dawning there I lay 

(This was my dream) in my bed all naked— 
And I looked about, for I was wakéd 

By little birds, a goodly number, 

That had shaken me from out my slumber 
With noise and sweetness of their song. 
And, so I dreamed, they sat along 

My chamber roof outside the whiles, 

And sang there, sitting on the tiles, 
Warbling each one in his own way, 

The sweetest concert, the most gay 

That ever men could hear, I trow. 

For some sang high and some sang low 
Yet all their song made one accord. 

To say it shortly, in a word, 

Never was there heard so sweet a song 
Save one that did to heaven belong, 

So merry the sound, so fair the tunés, 

I would not for the town of T nis 

But I had heard them as they sang, 

For sweetly all my chamber rang 

With the singing of their harmony. 

No instrument nor melody 

Was ever heard by half so sweet 

Nor in its blending half so meet, 

For never a bird raised up his voice 

In song, but shrewdly made he choice 
Finding him strong and merry notes 

To sing—they did not spare their throats. 
And, truth to say, my chamber was 
Made fair with paintings, and with glass 
Its windows well were glazed and clear, 
And never a hole or crack was there, 
That to behold it was great joy. 
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And wholly there the tale of Troy 

Was in the glazing fashioned thus; 

Of Hector and King Priamus, 

Of Achilles and of Lamedon; 

Of Queen Medea and Jason, 

Paris and Helen and Lavyne. 

And all the walls with colors fine 

Were painted, showing, text and gloze, 
All of ‘The Romance of the Rose.” 
Closed were ray windows every one, 
And through the bright glass shone the sun 
And scattered on my bed his beams 
That fell in glad and gilded steams; 
And the sky too was very fair; 

Blue, bright and clear was all the air— 
Tempered, in truth, all mild and sweet; 
For neither cold there was nor heat, 
Nor in the broad sky any cloud. 


And as I lay thus, wondrous loud 

Meseemed I heard a hunter blow 
His horn, as trying it out to know 
If it were clear or hoarse of sound. 
And trampling heard I, all around, 
Of hounds and horses and of men; 
And much talk was of hunting then: 
How they had gone to slay the hart, 
How he had won at length apart 
To covert, and I know not what. 
But all at once, on hearing that— 
How they would hunt, right glad was J, 
And I was up; full speedily 
Left I the chamber and took my horse; 
So forth, and never stayed my course 
Until I reached the field without. 
There overtook I a great rout— 
Huntsmen, and many foresters 
With hounds in relay, and lymeres;? 
These to the forest hied them fast, 
And I along, and so at last 

Dogs held in leash. 


GEOFFREY CHAUCER 


I asked one leading a lymere: 

“Say, fellow, who goes hunting here?” 
Quoth I; the forester said thus: 

“Sir, tis th’? emperor Octavius, 

“He hunts; and rideth here near by.” 
““By God’s grace, in good time,” said I, 
“Faster!” and so began to ride. 

And when we reached the forest-side 
Each one, according to his wont, 
Forthwith prepared himself to hunt. 
The Master of the Hunt blew three 
Notes on a great horn lustily 

At the uncoupling of the hounds, 

And soon they stir the hart, that bounds 
Away, hallooed and followed fast 

For a long time; but then at last 

This hart by ruse hath stolen away 
From all the hounds a secret way. 
The hounds all ran beyond his trail 
And nosed about to no avail 

Until the huntsman blew a blast 

That called them back to him at last. 


Now I was walking from my tree, 
And as I went, there came to me 
A whelp, that fawned me as I stood,— 
It had followed, but could do no good. 
It came toward me just as though 
It knew me—crept along so low, 
Held down its head and joined its ears 
And laid back smoothly all its hairs. 
I would have caught it, but anon 
It fled, and from my hand was gone, 
And I went after it, and so 
Down a green flowery way did go 
Full thick with grass, full soft and sweet, 
Sown all with flowers fair under feet, 
And little used: or it seemed thus; 
For Flora both and Zephyrus, 
Those two that make the flowers to grow, 
Had set their dwelling there, I trow. 
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Yea, one to look thereon had thought 
That here the earth, with envy wrought, 
Made strife to be more gay than heaven— 
More flowers to have, all like the seven 
Stars that in the welkin be. 

It had forgotten the poverty 

That winter with his frosty morrows 
Had made it suffer, and all its sorrows— 
All was forgotten—’twas plain to see, 
For green grew every woodland tree— 
Sweetness of dew had made them grow. 


Nor is it need ye ask to know 
If here were green groves, or if these 
Were thick with trunks of full-leafed trees; 
And every tree stood by himself, 
Well ten feet from the next, or twelve. 
Such mighty trees, of such great strength, 
Of forty or fifty fathoms’ length 
Clean up without a bough or stick, 
With tops so broad of spread, so thick, 
(Never an inch were they asunder) 
That it was always shadow under 
Their roof. And many a hart and hind 
Was both before me and behind; 
Of fawns and sorrels, bucks and does, 
Was the wood full, and many roes; 
And many squirrels too, that sate 
Full high upon the trees, and ate, 
And in their fashion made their feasts. 
In short, it was so full of beasts 
That even if Argus the noble counter 
Should set to reckon upon his counter 
Reckoning with his figures ten 
For by those figures all may ken— 
If they be wise, and reckon and number 
And tell of everything the number— 
Still should he fail to count aright 
The wonders that I dreamed that night. 
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The Pardoner’s Tale 


FROM “THE CANTERBURY TALES.” MODERNIZED FROM THE ORIGINAL 
MIDDLE ENGLISH 


. . -These rioters, of whom I make my rime, 
Long ere a single bell had rung for prime,! 
Had sat them in a tavern for to drink; 

And as they sat, they heard a hand-bell clink 
Before a body going to its grave. 

Then called the one of them unto his knave— 
“Be off!” he cried, “‘and question speedily 
Whose body this may be that passeth by, 
Get his name rightly and report it well.” 
“Sir,” said this boy, “‘It needeth neveradel.® 
For I was told two hours before ye came; 

He was a fellow of yours, by God’s own name! 
By night he died, and in a sudden way, 

As flat upon his bench, all drunk, he lay. 
There came a stealthy thief—men call him Death— 
That in this country all the people slay’th, 
And smote his heart asunder with his spear, 
And all in silence went his way from here. 

He hath slain a thousand in this pestilence, 
And master, ere ye come in his presence, 
Methinketh it were very necessary 

To be prepared for such an adversary— 

Be ready for to meet him evermore; 

My mother taught me so; I say no more.” 
**Now by St. Mary,” cried the taverner, 
“The child speaks true; this year, I will aver, 
Woman and child and man in yonder town, 
And page and villain‘ he hath smitten down. 
I trow his habitation must be there. 

And, sir, it were a wisdom to beware 

Lest that a man great injury incur.” 

“Yea, by God’s arms,” replied this rioter, 
‘‘Is he so perilous a knave to meet? 


1The first period of the church day— A. M. 2Boy, servant. 
3There is no need for it: “it needs not a bit.” 4A low-born person. 
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I swear to seek him out by way and street; 
Upon the bones of God I make a vow. 
Comrades, we three are one—then hearken now! 
Let each of us hold up his hand to th’ other, 
And each of us become the other’s brother; 

And we will slay this faithless traitor Death— 
He shall be slain, he that so many slay’th, 

By God’s own dignity, ere it be night!” 
Together then these three their troth did plight, 
To live and die each of them for the other, 

As though each one were born the other’s brother. 
And in this drunken passion forth they started, 
And toward that very village they departed 

Of which the tavern-keeper spoke before. 

And then full many a grisly oath they swore, 
And rent the Saviour’s body, limb for limb,— 
Death should be dead, if they discovered him! 
When they had traveled hardly half a mile, 
Just as they would have crossed a certain stile, 
They chanced to meet a poor and aged man. 
This old man meekly spake, and thus began 

To greet them: “‘ Lordlings, God keep you in sight!” 
Then of these rascals three the proudest wight 
Answered: “Now curse thee, churl! What, where apace? 
Why all wrapped up and hidden save thy face? 
How darest thou live so long in Death’s defy?” 
This old man sought his face with searching eye, 
And answered thus: “‘Because I cannot find 

A man, though that I walkéd unto Ind, 

Neither in town nor village, it is truth, 

To take my age from me, and give his youth! 
So must [ have my age in keeping still, 

As long a time as it shall be God’s will. 

Nor Death, alas! he will not have my life; 

And thus I walk, my restless heart at strife, 
And on the ground, which is my mother’s gate, 

I knock with anxious staff, both early and late, 
And say, ‘Beloved mother, let me in! 

Lo, how I wither, flesh and blood and skin; 
Alas! when shall my bones be laid to rest? 

To be with you I would exchange my chest 


GEOFFREY CHAUCER 


That in my chamber a weary time hath been, 
Yea, for a hair-cloth! I could wrap me in!’ 

And yet she will not do me this poor grace; 
Wherefore full pale and withered is my face. 
But, sirs, ye lack in common courtesy 

That to an aged man speak villainy 

When he hath neither sinned in word nor deed. 
For well in holy writing may ye read, 

“Before an aged man, whose hair is gray, 

Ye should arise;’ and therefore do I say, 

To no old man do ye an injury, 

As ye yourselves would look for clemency 

In your old age, if so ye should abide. 

And God be with you, where ye walk or ride;— 
I must be gone where I have need to go.” 
“Nay now, old churl! By God, thou shalt not so!” 
Answered another rioter anon; 

“Thou shalt not part so lightly, by St. John! 
Thou spake right now of that same traitor Death 
That in this country all our comrades slay’th 
Have here my word: thou art a spy of his; 
Then take the worst, or tell us where he is, 

By God and by the Holy Sacrament! 

For truly, thou art one of his assent,? 

To slay young folk like us, thou faithless thief!” 
‘Nay, sirs,” said he, “‘if ye can get relief 

Only by finding Death, turn down that way; 
For in yon grove I left him, sooth to say, 
Under a tree, and there he will abide; 

Not for your empty boasting will he hide. 

See ye that oak tree? Ye shall find him there. 
God, that redeemed mankind, your spirits spare, 
And better you!”’ Thus ended this old man; 
And toward the tree these drunken rascals ran 
All three, and there, about its roots, they found 
Of golden florins, fine and coinéd round, 

Almost a full eight bushels, as they thought. 
No longer then the traitor Death they sought, 
But each was made so happy by the sight 


1As a shroud, or winding sheet. 2Conspiracy. 
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Of all those florins shining fair and bright 

That down they sat beside the precious horde. 
The worst of them was first to speak his word. 
“Brothers,” he said, “‘take heed of what I say; 
My wit is great, although I jest and play! 
Fortune hath found it fit to give this treasure 
That we may live our lives in lust and pleasure; 
Lightly it comes—so shall it melt away! 

God’s dignity! who would have dreamed to-day 
That we should have so good a share of grace? 
But could the gold be carried from this place 
Home to my house, or else to one of yours,— 
For well we know that all this gold is ours— 
Then were we in a high felicity! 

But such a thing by day might never be; 

Men would proclaim us thieves, and do us wrong,— 
Perchance for our own treasure have us hung! 
This gold must then be carried hence by night, 
With secrecy and cautious oversight. 
Wherefore I say, let lot among us all 

Be drawn, and we will see where it shall fall; 
And he that draws the lot, with willing heart 
And nimble pace shall to the town depart, 

And slyly bring us bread and wine, and we 
That still remain shall guard full carefully 

This gold; and if our comrade does not tarry, 
When it is night we will this treasure carry 
Wherever, by agreement, we may list.” 

Then one held out the lot within his fist, 

And bade them draw, and look where it would fall; 
And it fell on the youngest of them all, 

And toward the town he journeyed forth anon. 
And at the very moment he was gone 

The one of them thus spoke unto the other: 
“Thou knowest well thou art my pledgéd brother; 
Thy profit will I tell to thee anon. 

Now our companion, as thou know’st, is gone; 
And here is gold, and that great quantity, 
That shall be portioned out between us three. 
Nevertheless, if I could shape it so 

That it should be divided ’twixt us two, 
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Had I not done a comrade’s turn by thee?” 

The other answered him, ‘‘ How may that be? 

He knows the two of us do guard the gold; 

What shall we do? what wouldst thou have him told?” 
“Shall it be secret?” shrewdly asked the first; 
“Then shortly shall the method be rehearsed 
Whereby I think to bring it well about.” 
“‘Agreed,” replied the other; ‘‘out of doubt 

I will betray thee not, as God is true.” 

“Now,” said the first, ‘‘thou know’st that we are two, 
And two of us are mightier than one. 

Watch when he sits, then straightway rise and run 
As though to play with him, and I’ll devise 

To slit him with my dagger as he lies 

In struggle with thee, thinking it is game; 

And see that with thy knife thou do the same; 
And then shall all this gold divided be 

*Twixt thee, my comrade most beloved, and me. 
Then may we sate our joys, and never tire, 

And play at dice whenever we desire!” 

And thus these rascals two devised a way 

To slay the third, as ye have heard me say. 

This youngest, he that journeyed to the town, 
Within his heart rolled often up and down 

The beauty of these florins new and bright. 

*O Lord!”’ quoth he, “‘if it were so I might 

Have all this treasure to myself alone, 

There liveth not any man beneath the throne 

Of God, that might exist more merrily 

Than I!” And so the fiend, our enemy, 

Put in his head that he should poison buy 
Wherewith to make his two companions die; 
Because the fiend found him in such a state 

That he had leave his fall to consummate, 

For it was out of doubt his full intent 

To slay them both, and never to repent. 

So forth he goes—no longer will he tarry— 

Unto a town, to an apothecary, 

And prayed for poison to exterminate 

Some rats, and pole-cats that had robbed of late 
His roosts—and he would ’venge him, if he might, 
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On vermin that devouréd him by night. 

Then this apothecary, answering: 

“God save my soul, but thou shalt have a thing 
That, let a living creature drink or eat 

A part no bigger than a grain of wheat, 

And he shall die, and that in shorter while 
Than thou would’st take in walking of a mile; 
Such is the force this poison can command.” 
This curséd man receiveth in his hand 

The poison in a box, and then he ran 

Into a street near by, unto a man, 

And from him did he borrow bottles three, 
And in the two his poison pouréd he, 

But left the third unpoisoned, for his drink; 
For he must work all night—so did he think— 
Bearing the treasure off with lusty limb. 

And when this rioter—bad luck to him!— 

Had filled with liquor all his bottles three, 
Back to his fellows then repaireth he. 

What need is there to-sermon on it more? 

For just as they had planned his death before, 
So did they slay him now, and that anon. 

And when that it was done, thus spake the one: 
““Now let us eat and drink and make us merry, 
And afterwards we will his body bury.” 

And with that word he took, it came to pass, 
One of the bottles where the poison was, 

And drank, and gave his comrade drink also, 
From which in little time they died, the two. 
And Avicenna, truly I suppose, 

In book nor chapter never did disclose 

More signs of poisoning to take one’s breath 
Than these two wretches had before their death. 
Thus to their end these homicides did go, 

And the deceitful poisoner also. 


The Complaint of Chaucer to His Empty Purse 


To you, my purse, and to no other wight, 
Complain I—for you are my lady dear; 
I am so sorry now that you are light,— 
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For truly, unless you make me heavy cheer 
I had as lief be laid upon my bier; 
Wherefore unto your mercy thus I cry: 

Be heavy for me again or else I die! 


Vouchsafe me, purse, this day—ere it be night— 
That I from you the blissful sound may hear— 
Or see your colour like the sun’s own light, 

That of yellowness has never had a peer! 

You are my life, the star by which I steer, 

The queen of comfort and good company: 

Be heavy for me again or else I die! 


Now purse, my worldly saviour, my life’s light, 
If you’ll not be my banker, as I fear, 

At least deliver me by your sovereign mig’\t 
Out of this town, for I am shaved as near 

As any friar; and yet, since you are here, 

Once more I pray unto your courtesy: 

Be heavy for me again or else I die! 


ENVOY (TO KING HENRY IV) 


O conqueror of Brutus’ Albion! 

Whom now free vote and royal blood have won 
_ True kingship: unto you this song I send; 

And you, that all misfortune can amend, 

Give mind to what I pray, and have it done! 


THLE BALLADS 


Binnorie 


SOMETIMES CALLED “THE TWA SISTERS” 


There were twa sisters sat in a bour; 
Binnorte, O Binnorte! 

There cam a knight to be their wooer, 
By the bonnie milldams o’ Binnorte. 
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He courted the eldest with glove and ring, 
But he lo’ed the youngest abune! a’ thing. 


The eldest she was vexéd sair, 
And sair envied her sister fair. 


Upon a morning fair and clear, 
She cried upon her sister dear: 


“O sister, sister, tak my hand, 
And we'll see our father’s ships to land.” 


She’s ta’en her by the lily hand, 
And led her down to the river-strand. 


The youngest stood upon a stane, 
The eldest cam and push’d her in. 


“*O sister, sister, reach your hand! 
And ye sall be heir o’ half my land: 


“O sister, reach me but your glove! 
And sweet William sall be your love.”— 


‘Foul fa’ the hand that I should take; 


It twin’d? me o’ my warldis make.? 


“Your cherry cheeks and your yellow hait 
Gar’d me gang maiden evermair.” 


Sometimes she sank, sometimes she swam. 
Until she cam to the miller’s dam. 


Out then cam the miller’s son, 
And saw the fair maid soummin’é in. 


“O father, father, draw your dam! 
There’s either a mermaid or a milk-white swan.” 


The miller hasted and drew his dam, 
And there he found a drown’d woman. 


1Above. 2Robbed. 3My one mate in the world. 4Swimming. 


1By itself. 
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You couldna see her middle sma’, 
Her gowden girdle was sae braw. 


You couldna see her lily feet, 
Her gowden fringes were sae deep. 


You couldna see her yellow hair 
For the strings o’ pearls was twisted there. 


You couldna see her fingers sma’, 
Wi? diamond rings they were cover’d a’. 


And by there cam a harper fine, 
That harpit to the king at dine. 


And when he look’d that lady on, 
He sigh’d and made a heavy moan. 


He’s made a harp of her breast-bane, 
Whose sound wad melt a heart of stane. 


He’s ta’en three locks o’ her yellow hair, 
y 
And wi’ them strung his harp sae rare. 


He went into her father’s hall, 
And there was the court assembled all. 


He laid his harp upon a stane, 
And straight it began to play by lane.! 


*‘O yonder sits my father, the King, 
And yonder sits my mother, the Queen; 


“And yonder stands my brother Hugh, 
And by him my William, sweet and true.” 


But the last tune that the harp play’d then— 
Binnorie, O Binnorte! 

Was, “Woe to my sister, false Helén!” 
By the bonnie milldams o’ Binnorie. 
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Edward, Edward 


‘Why does your brand sae drop wi’ blude, 
Edward, Edward? 
Why does your brand sae drop wi’ blude, 
And why sae sad gang ye, O?”— 
*O I hae kill’d my hawk sae gude, 
Mither, mither; 
O I hae kill’d my hawk sae gude, 
And I had nae mair but he, O.” 


“Your hawk’s blude was never sae red, 
Edward, Edward; 
Your hawk’s blude was never sae red, 
My dear son, I tell thee, O.”— 
*O I hae kill’d my red-roan steed, 
Mither, mither; 
O I hae kill’d my red-roan steed 
That erst was sae fair and free, O.” 


“Your steed was auld, and ye hae got mair, 
Edward, Edward; 
Your steed was auld, and ye hae got mair; 
Some other dule! ye dree,? O.” 
*O T hae kill’d my father dear, 
Mither, mither; 
O T hae kill’d my father dear, 


Alas, and wae is me, O!”’ 


“And whatten penance will ye dree for that, 
Edward, Edward? 
Whatten penance will ye dree for that? 
My dear son, now tell me, O.”— 
“Tl set my feet in yonder boat, 
Mither, mither; 
Ill set my feet in yonder boat, 
And I’ll fare over the sea, O.” 


1Dole, woe. Suffer. 
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**And what will ye do wi’ your tow’rs and your ha’, 
Edward, Edward? 
And what will ye do wi’ your tow’rs and your ha’, 
That were sae fair to see, O?”— 
“Tl let them stand till they doun fa’, 
Mither, mither; 
I'll let them stand till they doun fa’, 
For here never mair maun I be, O.” 


**And what will ye leave to your bairns and your wife, 
Edward, Edward? 
And what will ye leave to your bairns and your wife, 
When ye gang owre the sea, O?”— 
“The warld’s room: let them beg through life, 
Mither, mither; 
The warld’s room: let them beg through life; 
For them never mair will I see, O.” 


‘And what will ye leave to your ain mither dear, 
Edward, Edward? 
And what will ye leave to your ain mither dear, 
My dear son, now tell me, O?” — 
“The curse of hell frae me sall ye bear, 
Mither, mither; 
The curse of hell frae me sall ye bear: 
Sic counsels ye gave to me, O!”’ 


Jamie Douglas 


I was a lady of high renown 
As ever lived in the north countrie; 
I was a lady of high renown 


When the Earl Douglas luvéd me. 


And when we came through Glasgow toun, 
We were a comely sight to see; 

My gude lord in the black velvet, 
And I mysel’ in cramasie.! 


1Crimson. 


iFidest. 
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But when we came to Douglas toun, 
We were a fine sight to behold: 
My gude lord in the cramasie 
And I mysel’ in the shining gold. 


And when that my auld! son was born 
And set upon his nurse’s knee, 

I was happy a woman as e’er was born, 
And my gude lord he luvéd me. 


But O an my young son was born 
And set upon his nurse’s knee, 
And I mysel’ were dead and gane, 
For a maid again I'll never be! 


There cam’ a man into this house, 
And Jamie Lockhart was his name, 

And it was told to my gude lord 
That I was owre in love wi’ him. 


O wae be unto thee, Blackwood, 
And ae an ill death may ye dee! 
For ye was the first and foremost man 
That parted my gude lord and me. 


I sent a word to my gude lord, 

““Come down, and sit, and dine wi’ me, 
And I'll set thee on a chair of gowd, 

And a siller towel on thy knee.” — 


‘“When cockle-shells turn silver bells, 
And mussell grow on every tree, 

When frost and snow turns fire to burn, 
Then I’ll sit down and dine wi’ thee.” 


When that my father he had word 

That my gude lord had forsaken me, 
He sent a fifty brisk dragoons 

To fetch me home to my ain countrie. 


———— 


i BAILA D'S 


“Fare thee well, my Jamie Douglas! 
Fare thee well, ever dear to me! 
But O, an my young babe were born 

And set upon some nourice’ knee! 


“And fare thee well, my pretty palace! 
And fare ye well, my children three! 

God grant your father grace to be kind, 
More kind to you than he was to me!” 


Then slowly, slowly rase I up, 
But quickly, quickly he cam’ doun, 
And when he saw me sit in my coach, 
He made his drums and trumpets sound. 


When we cam’ in by Edinbro’ town, 
My father and mother they met me 

Wi’ trumpets soundin’ on every side; 
But it was nae music at a’ to me. 


“Now hau’d your comfort my father dear, 
And mother your weeping let abee! 

Ill never lye in another man’s arm 
Since my dear lord has forsaken me.” 


It’s very true, and it’s aft-times said, 
The hawk will flie far far frae her nest: 
And a’ the warld may plainly see 
They are far frae me that I luve best. 


LAMENT OF BARBARA, MARCHIONESS OF DOUGLAS 


O waly, waly, up the bank, 
And waly, waly, doun the brae, 
And waly, waly, yon burn-side, 
Where I and my Love wont to gae! 


I lean’d my back unto an aik, 
I thocht it was a trustie tree; 

But first it bow’d and syne? it brak— 
Sae my true love did lichtlie? me. 


1Afterwards. Slight, treat with disrespect._ 
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O waly, waly, gin love be bonie 
A little time while it is new! 

But when ’tis auld it waxeth cauld, 
And fades awa’ like morning dew. 


O wherefore should I busk! my heid, 
Or wherefore should I kame my hair? 
For my true Love has me forsook, 
And says he’ll never lo’e me mair. 


Now Arthur’s Seat sall be my bed, 
The sheets sall ne’er be ’filed by me; 

Saint Anton’s well sall be my drink; 
Since my true Love has forsaken me. 


Marti’mas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 
And shake the green leaves aff the tree? 

O gentle Death, when wilt thou come? 
For of my life I am wearie. 


*Tis not the frost, that freezes fell, 
Nor blawing snaw’s inclemencie, 
*Tis not sic cauld that makes me cry; 
But my Love’s heart grown cauld to me. 


When we cam’ in by Glasgow toun, 
We were a comely sicht to see; 

My Love was clad in the black velvét, 
And I mysel’ in cramasie. 


But had I wist, before I kist, 
That love had been sae ill to win, 

I had lock’d my heart in a case 0’ gowd, 
And pinn’d it wi’ a siller pin. 


And O! if my young babe were born, 
And set upon the nurse’s knee; 

And I mysel’ were dead and gane, 
And the green grass growing over me! 


THE BALLADS 


Sir Patrick Spens 


The king sits at Dumferling toun 
Drinking the blood-red wine; 

*O where will I get guid sailor, 
To sail this ship of mine?” 


Up and spake an eldern knight, 
Sat at the king’s right knee; 

‘Sir Patrick Spens is the best sailor 
That sails upon the sea.” 


The king has written a braid letter, 
And signed it wi’ his hand, 

And sent it to Sir Patrick Spens, 
Was walking on the sand. 


The first line that Sir Patrick read, 
A loud laugh laughed he; 

The next line that Sir Patrick read, 
A tear blinded his e’e. 


*O wha is this has done this deed, 
This ill deed done to me, 

To send me out this time o’ the year, 
To sail upon the sea! 


**Make haste, make haste, my merry men all, 
Our guid ship sails the morn.” 

**O say not so, my master dear, 
For I fear a deadly storm.” 


O our Scots nobles were richt laith 
To wet their cork-heel’d shoon; 

But lang e’er a’ the play were played, 
Their hats they swam aboon. 


O lang, lang may their ladies sit 
Wi’ their fans into their hand, 
Or e’er they see Sir Patrick Spens 

Come sailing to the land. 
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ee eee 
O lang, lang may the ladies stand, 
Wi’ their gold kems! in their hair, 
Waiting for their ain dear lords, 
For they’ll see them na’ mair. 


Half o’er, half o’er to Aberdour, 
It’s fifty fathom deep, 

And there lies guid Sir Patrick Spens, 
Wi’ the Scots lords at his feet. 


Chevy Chase 


FYTTE I 


The Percy out of Northumberland, 
An avow to God made he 

That he would hunt in the mountains 
Of Cheviot within days three, 

In the maugre of? doughty Douglas, 
And all that e’er with him be. 


The fattest harts in all Cheviot 
He would kill and carry away.— 

“By my faith,” said the doughty Douglas again, 
“T will let? that hunting if I may!” 


Then the Percy out of Banborowe came, 
With him a mighty meinye,4 
With fifteen hundred archers bold 


Chosen out of shirés three. 


This began on a Monday at morn, 
In Cheviot the hills so hye; 

The child may rue that is unborn, 
It was the more pitye. 


The drivers through the woodés went 
[All] for to raise the deer, 

Bowmen bicker’d® upon the bent® 
With their broad arrows clear. 


1Combs. 2Tn spite of. 3Hinder. 4Company. 5Skirmished. 
6Open ground. 
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Then the wild! thoro’ the woodés went 
On every sidé shear;? 

Grayhounds thoro’ the grevés? glent# 
For to kill their deer. 


This began on Cheviot the hills abune 
Early on a Monenday; 

By that it drew to the hour of noon 
A hundred fat harts dead there lay. 


They blew a mort® upon the bent, 
They ’sembled on sidés shear; 
To the quarry then the Percy went 

To the brittling® of the deer. 


He said, “It was the Douglas’ promise 
This day to meet me here; 

But I wist he would fail, verament!’”” 
—A great oath the Percy sware. 


At the last a squire of Northumberland 
Lookéd at his hand full nigh; 

He was ware o’ the doughty Douglas coming, 
With him a great meinye. 


Both with spear, bill and brand,— 
*Twas a mighty sight to see; 

Hardier men both of heart nor hand 
Were not in Christianteé. 


They were twenty hundred spearmen good, 
Withouten any fail: 

They were born along by the water o’ Tweed 
I’ the boun’s® o’ Teviotdale. 


“Leave off the brittling of deer,” he said; 

“To your bows look ye take good heed, 
For sith ye were on your mothers born 

Had ye never so mickle need.” 

1Game. Several. 3Groves. ‘Darted 
5A blast of the horn blown when the deer is killed. ‘Cutting up. ‘Verily, truly. 
8Bounds. 
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FO a ne eee 
The doughty Douglas on a steed 
Rode all his men beforn; 
His armour glitter’d as did a gleed,! 
Bolder bairn was never born. 


“Tell me whose men ye are,” he says, 
“Or whose men that ye be; 

Who gave you leave in this Cheviot chase 
In the spite of mine and of me?” 


The first man that him answer made 
It was the good Lord Percye: 

**We will not tell thee whose men we are, 
Nor whose men that we be; 

But we will hunt here in this chase 
In the spite of thine and of thee. 


“The fattest harts in all Cheviot 
We have kill’d, to carry away.”— 

“By my troth,” said the doughty Douglas again, 
“The one of us dies this day. 


“TYet] to kill allé these guiltless men 
Alas, it were great pitye! 

But, Percy, thou art a lord of land, 
I am earl in my countrye— 

Let all our men on a party? stand, 


And do battle of thee and me!” 


“Christ’s curse on his crown,” said the lord Percye, 
“Whosoever thereto says nay! 

By my troth, thou doughty Douglas,” he says, 
“Thou shalt never see that day— 


“Neither in England, Scotland nor France, 
Nor for no man of woman born, 

But, that (and fortune be my chance) 
I dare meet him, one man for one.” 


iLive coal. 2Apart. 
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Then bespake a squire of Northumberland, 
Richard Witherington was his name; 

“It shall never be told in South England 
To King Harry the Fourth for shame. 


“T wot you bin great lordés two 
I am a poor squire of land; 

[Yet] I'll ne’er see my captain fight on a field 
And stand myself and look on. 

But while that I may my weapon wield 
Vl not fail, both heart and hand.” 


That day, that day, that dreadful day!— 
The first fytte here I find: 

An you'll hear any more o’ the hunting of Cheviot, 
Yet there is more behind. 


YELE It 


The Englishmen had their bows y-bent, 
Their hearts were good enow; 

The first of arrows that they shot off 
Seven score spearmen they slew. 


Yet bides the Earl Douglas upon the bent, 
A captain good enoghe; 
And that was seené verament, 
For he wrought them both woe and wouche.! 


The Douglas parted his host in three, 
Like a chief chieftain of pride; 

With suré spears of mighty tree? 
They came in on every side; 


—Throughé our English archery 
Gave many a woond full wide; 
Many a doughty they gar’d to dye, 

Which gainéd them no pride. 


2Wood, timber. 


Wteel caps. 
Struck, traded blows. 6Sweated. 7Promise. 8Multitude. 
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The Englishmen let their bowés be, 

And pull’d out brands that were bright; 
It was a heavy sight to see 

Bright swords on basnets! light. 


Thoro’ rich mail and manoplie? 

Many stern? they struck down straight; 
Many a freyke! that was full free 

There under foot did light. 


At last the Douglas and the Percy met, 
Like to captains of might and of main; 

They swapt® together till they both swat® 
With swordés of fine Milan. 


These worthy freykés for to fight 
Thereto they were full fain, 

Till the blood out of their basnets sprent 
As ever did hail or rain. 


“Yield thee, Percy,” said the Douglas, 
“And ? faith I shall thee bring 

Where thou shalt have an Earl’s wages 
Of Jamie our Scottish king. 


“Thou shalté have thy ransom free, 
—I hight’ thee here this thing; 

For the manfullest man thou art that e’er 
I conquer’d in field fighting.” 


But “Nay,” then said the lord Percye, 
**T told it thee beforn 

That I would never yielded be 
To man of a woman born.” 


With that an arrow came hastily 
Forth of a mighty wane;8 

And it hath stricken the Earl Douglas 
In at the breasté-bane. 


2Long gauntlet. 3Stern men, warriors. 


4Bold one, 


1Done. 


THE BALLADS 27 


Thoro’ liver and lungés both 
The sharp arrow is gone, 

That never after in his life-days 
He spake mo words but one: 

*Twas, ‘“‘Fight ye, my merry men, whiles ye may, 
For my life-days bin gone!” 


The Percy leanéd on his brand 
And saw the Douglas dee; 

He took the dead man by the hand, 
And said, ‘‘ Woe is me for thee! 


“To have sav’d thy life I’d have parted with 
My lands for yearés three, 

For a better man of heart nor of hand 
Was not in the north countrye.” 


[All this there saw] a Scottish knight, 
Sir Hugh the Montgomerye: 

When he saw Douglas to the death was dight,! 
Through a hundred archerye 

He never stint nor he never blint? 
Till he came to the lord Percye. 


He set upon the lord Percy 
A dint that was full sore; 

With a suré spear of a mighty tree 
Thro’ the body him he bore, 

O’ the t’other side that a man might see 
A large cloth-yard and more. 


An archer of Northumberland 
Saw slain was the lord Percye: 

He bare a bent bow in his hand, 
Was made of a trusty tree. 


An arrow that was a cloth-yard long 
To the hard steel haléd? he, 

A dint that was both sad and sair 
He set on Montgomerye. 


2Stopped. 3Pulled. 
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The dint it was both sad and sair 
That he on Montgomerye set; 

The swan-feathers that his arrow bare 
With his heart-blood they were wet. 


There was never a freyké one foot would flee, 
But still in stoure! did stand; 

Hewing on each other, while they might dree,? 
With many a baleful brand. 


This battle began in Cheviot 
An hour before the noon, 

And when the even-song bell was rung 
The battle was not half done. 


They took [their stand] on either hand 
By the [lee}* light of the moon; 
Many had no strength for to stand 
In Cheviot the hills abune. 


Of fifteen hundred archers of England 
Went away but seventy-and-three; 

Of twenty hundred spearmen of Scotland 
But even five-and-ffty. 


There was slain with the bold Percye 
Sir John of Agerstoune, 

Sir Roger, the hendeé* Hartley, 
Sir William, the bold Herone. 


Sir George, the worthy Loumlye, 
A knight of great renown, 
Sir Ralph, the riché Rabye, 


With dints were beaten down. 


For Witherington my heart was woe 
That ever he slain should be: 

For when both his legs were hewn in two 
Yet he kneel’d and fought on his knee. 


“Press of battle. 2Endure. 3Fair, bright. ‘Courteous, gentle. 


1Mates. 
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There was slayn with the doughty Douglas 
Sir Hugh the Montgomerye, 

Sir Davy Lambwell, that worthy was, 
His sister’s son was he. 


Sir Charles a Murray in that place, 
That never a foot would flee: 
Sir Hew Maxwell, a lord he was, 


With the Douglas did he dee. 


So on the morrow they made them biers 
Of birch and hazel so gray; 

Many widows with weeping tears 
Came to fetch their makes! away. 


Teviotdale may carp? of care, 
Northumberland may make moan, 

For two such captains as slain were there 
On the March-parts shall never be none. 


Word is come to Edinboro’, 
To Jamie the Scottish King, 

Earl Douglas, lieutenant of the Marches, 
Lay slain Cheviot within. 


His hands the King did weal’ and wring, 
Said, “Alas! and woe is me! 

Such another captain Scotland within 
T? faith shall never be!” 


Word is come to lovely London 
To the fourth Harry, our King, 
Lord Percy, lieutenant of the Marches, 
Lay slain Cheviot within. 


“God have mercy on his soul,”’ said King Harry, 
“Good Lord, if thy will it be! 

I’ve a hundred captains in England,” he said, 
‘“As good as ever was he: 

But Percy, an I brook my life, 
Thy death well quit shall be.” 


Talk. 3Clench. 4Retain. 
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And as our King made his avow 
Like a noble prince of renown, 

For Percy he did it well perform 
After, on Homble-down; 


Where six-and-thirty Scottish knights 
On a day were beaten down; 

Glendale glitter’d on their armour bright 
Over castle, tower and town. 


This was the Hunting of the Cheviot; 
That e’er began this spurn!! 

Old men, that knowen the ground well, 
Call it of Otterburn. 


There was never a time on the Marche-partés 
Since the Douglas and Percy met, 

But ’tis marvel an the red blood run not 
As the reane? does in the street. 


Jesu Christ! our balés bete,? 
And to the bliss us bring! 

This was the Hunting of the Cheviot: 
God send us all good ending! 


2Rain. 3Redeem us from doom, 
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1503-1542 


The Lover, Having Dreamed of Enjoying His Love, 
Complaineth That the Dream Is Not Either Longer or Truer 


Unstable dream, according to the place, 
Be steadfast once, or else at least be true: 
By tasted sweetness make me not to rue 
The sudden loss of thy false feigned grace. 
By good respect, in such a dangerous case, 
Thou broughtest not her into these tossing seas; 
But madest my sprite to live, my care to encrease, 
My body in tempest her delight to embrace. 
The body dead, the spirit had his desire; 
Painless was the one, the other in delight. 
Why then, alas, did it not keep it right, 
Bat thus return to leap into the fire; 
And when it was at wish, could not remain? 
Such mocks of dreams do turn to deadly pain. 


With Serving Still 


With serving still 
This have I won: 

For my goodwill 
To be undone. 


And for redress 
Of all my pain, 
Disdainfulness 
I have again. 


And for reward 
Of all my smart, 

Lo, thus unheard 
I must depart! 


Wherefore all ye 
That after shall 
By fortune be 
As I am, thrall, 
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Example take 
What I have won: 
Thus for her sake 
To be undone! 


HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY 
1517!-1547 


A Praise of His Love, Wherein He Reproveth 
Them That Compare Their Ladies with Hts 


Give place, ye lovers, here before 
That spent your boasts and brags in vain; 
My lady’s beauty passeth more 
The best of yours, I dare well sayen, 
Than doth the sun the candle-light, 
Or brightest day the darkest night. 


And thereto hath a troth as just 
As had Penelope the fair; 
For what she saith, ye may it trust, 
As it by writing sealéd were: 
And virtues hath she many moe 
Than I with pen have skill to show. 


I could rehearse, if that I would, 
The whole effect of Nature’s plaint, 
When she had lost the perfect mould, 
The like to whom she could not paint: 
With wringing hands, how she did cry, 
And what she said, I know it, I. 


I know she swore with raging mind, 
Her kingdom only set apart, 
There was no loss by law of kind 
That could have gone so near her heart; 
And this was chiefly all her pain— 
She could not make the like again. 
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Sith Nature thus gave her the praise, 
To be the chiefest work she wrought; 

In faith, methink, some better ways 
On your behalf might well be sought, 

Than to compare, as ye have done, 

To match the candle with the sun. 


THOMAS SACKVILLE 
1536-1608 


Sleep 


FROM “THE INDUCTION” 


By him lay heavy Sleep, the cousin of Death, 
Flat on the ground, and still as any stone, 

A very corpse, save yielding forth a breath: 
Small keep took he, whom Fortune frowned on, 
Or whom she lifted up into the throne 

Of high renown: but as a living death, 

So, dead alive, of life he drew the breath. 


The body’s rest, the quiet of the heart, 

The travail’s ease, the still night’s fear was he, 
And of our life on earth the better part: 
Reaver of sight, and yet in whom we see 
Things oft that tide, and oft that never be: 
‘Without respect, esteeming equally 

King Croesus’ pomp, and Irus’ poverty. 


EDMUND SPENSER 
1552?-1599 
From “ Epithalamion” 


. . . Hark how the minstrels gin to shrill aloud 
Their merry music that resounds from far, 

The pipe, the tabor, and the trembling crowd, 
That well agree withouten breach or jar! 
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But, most of all, the damsels do delight 

When they their timbrels smite, 

And thereunto do dance and carol sweet, 

That all the senses they do ravish quite; 

The whiles the boys run up and down the street 
Crying aloud with strong confuséd noyce, 

As if it were one voice, 

“Hymen, io Hymen, Hymen!’’ they do shout; 
That even to the heavens their shouting shrill 
Doth reach, and all the firmament doth fill; 

To which the people standing all about, 

As in approvance do thereto applaud, 

And loud advance her laud; 

And evermore they “Hymen, Hymen!” sing, 
That all the woods them answer, and their echo ring. 


ike 


Lo! where she comes along with portly pace, 

Like Phoebe from her chamber of the east 

Arising forth to run her mighty race, 

Clad all in white, that seems a virgin best. 

So well it her beseems, that ye would ween 

Some angel she had been. 

Her long loose yellow locks like golden wire, 
Sprinkled with pearl, and pearling flowers atween, 
Do like a golden mantle her attire: 

And, being crownéd with a garland green, 

Seem like some maiden queen. 

Her modest eyes, abashéd to behold 

So many gazers as on her do stare, 

Upon the lowly ground affixed are; 

Ne dare lift up her countenance too bold, 

But blush to hear her praises sung so loud, 

So far from being proud. 

Nathless do ye still loud her praises sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo ring. 


Tell me, ye merchants’ daughters, did ye see 

So fair a creature in your town before; 

So sweet, so lovely, and so mild as she, 
Adorned with beauty’s grace and virtue’s store? 


EDMUND SPENSER 
Her goodly eyes like sapphires shining bright, 
Her forehead ivory white, 
Her cheeks like apples which the sun hath rudded, 
Her lips like cherries charming men to bite, 
Her breast like to a bowl of cream uncrudded,... 
Her snowy neck like to a marble tower; 
And all her body like a palace fair, 
Ascending up, with many a stately stair, 
To honour’s seat and chastity’s sweet bower. 
Why stand ye still, ye virgins, in amaze 
Upon her so to gaze, 
Whiles ye forget your former lay to sing, 
To which the woods did answer, and your echo ring? 


But if you saw that which no eyes can see, 
The inward beauty of her lively sprite, 
Garnished with heavenly gifts of high degree, 
Much more then would ye wonder at that sight, 
And stand astonished like to those which read 
Medusa’s mazeful head. 

There dwells sweet love and constant chastity, 
Unspotted faith and comely womanhood, 
Regard of honour and mild modesty; 

There virtue reigns as queen in royal throne, 
And giveth laws alone, 

The which the base affections do obey, 

And yield their services unto her will; 

No thought of thing uncomely ever may 
Thereto approach to tempt her mind to Ill. 
Had ye once seen these her celestial treasures, 
And unrevealéd pleasures, 

Then would ye wonder, and her praises sing, 


That all the woods should answer, and your echo ring. 


Open the temple gates unto my Love, 
Open them wide that she may enter in, 
And all the posts adorn as doth behove, 
And all the pillars deck with garlands trim, 
For to receive this saint with honour due, 
That cometh in to you: 
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With trembling steps, and humble reverence 
She cometh in, before the Almighty’s view. 
Of her ye virgins learn obedience, 

When so ye come into those holy places 

To humble your proud faces. 

Bring her up to th’ high altar, that she may 
The sacred ceremonies there partake, 

The which do endless matrimony make; 
And let the roaring organs loudly play 

The praises of the Lord in lively notes; 

The whiles, with hollow throats, 

The choristers the joyous anthem sing, 
That all the woods may answer, and their echo ring. 


Behold, whiles she before the altar stands, 
Hearing the holy priest that to her speaks 
And blesseth her with his two happy hands, 
How the red roses flush up in her cheeks, 

And the pure snow with goodly vermill stain, 
Like crimson dyed in grain; 

That even the angels, which continually 
About the sacred altar do remain, 

Forget their service and about her fly, 

Oft peeping in her face, that seems more fair 
The more they on it stare. 

But her sad eyes, still fastened on the ground, 
Are governéd with goodly modesty, 

That suffers not one look to glance awry, 
Which may let in a little thought unsound. 
Why blush ye, Love, to give to me your hand, 
The pledge of all our band? 

Sing, ye sweet angels, Alleluia sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo ring. 


Now all is done: bring home the bride again, 
Bring home the triumph of our victory; 
Bring home with you the glory of her gain, 
With joyance bring her and with jollity. 
Never had man more joyful day than this, 
Whom heaven would heap with bliss. 
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Make feast therefore now all this live-long day; 
This day for ever to me holy is. 

Pour out the wine without restraint or stay, 
Pour not by cups, but by the bellyful, 

Pour out to all that wull; 

And sprinkle all the posts and walls with wine, 
That they may sweat, and drunken be withal. 
Crown ye god Bacchus with a coronal, 

And Hymen also crown with wreaths of vine; 
And let the Graces dance unto the rest, 

For they can do it best: 

The whiles the maidens do their carol sing, 

To which the woods shall answer, and their echo ring. 


,.. Ah! when will this long weary day have end, 
And lend me leave to come unto my Love? 

How slowly do the hours their numbers spend! 
How slowly does sad Time his feathers move! 
Haste thee, O fairest planet, to thy home 

Within the western foam: 

Thy tired steeds long since have need of rest. 
Long though it be, at last I see it gloom, 

And the bright evening star with golden crest 
Appear out of the east. 

Fair child of beauty! glorious lamp of love! 

That all the host of heaven in ranks dost lead, 
And guidest lovers through the night’s sad dread, 
How cheerfully thou lookest from above, 

And seem’st to laugh atween thy twinkling light, 
As joying in the sight 

Of these glad many, which for joy do sing, 

That all the woods them answer, and their echo ring! 


Now cease, ye damsels, your delights forepast; 
Enough it is that all the day was yours: 

Now day is done, and night is nighing fast, 
Now bring the bride into the bridal bowers. 
The night is come, now soon her disarray, 
And in her bed her lay; 

Lay her in lilies and in violets, 

And silken curtains over her display, 
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And odoured sheets, and Arras coverlets. 
Behold how goodly my fair Love does lie 
In proud humility! 

Like unto Maia, whenas Jove her took 

In Tempe, lying on the flowery grass 
Twixt sleep and wake, after she weary was 
With bathing in the Acidalian brook. 

Now it is night, ye damsels may be gone, 
And leave my Love alone, 

And leave likewise your former lay to sing: 
The woods no more shall answer, nor your echo ring. 


Now welcome, night! thou night so long expected, 
That long day’s labour dost at last defray, 

And all my cares, which cruel love collected, 

Hast summed in one, and cancelléd for aye: 
Spread thy broad wing over my Love and me, 
That no man may us see; 

And in thy sable mantle us enwrap, 

From fear of peril and foul horror free. 

Let no false treason seek us to entrap, 

Nor any dread disquiet once annoy 

The safety of our joy; 

But let the night be calm and quietsome, 
Without tempestuous storms or sad affray: 

Like as when Jove with fair Alcmena lay, 

When he begot the great Tirynthian groom: 

Or like as when he with thyself did lie 

And begot Majesty. 

And let the maids and young men cease to sing; 
Ne let the woods them answer, nor their echo ring. 


And ye high heavens, the temple of the gods, 
In which a thousand torches flaming bright 
Do burn, that to us wretched earthly clods 
In dreadful darkness lend desiréd light; 

And all ye powers which in the same remain, 
More than we men can feign, 

Pour out your blessing on us plenteously, 
And happy influence upon us rain, 

That we may raise a large posterity, 
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Which from the earth, which they may long possess 
With lasting happiness, 

Up to your haughty palaces may mount; 

And, for the guerdon of their glorious merit, 

May heavenly tabernacles there inherit, 

Of blessed saints for to increase the count. 

So let us rest, sweet Love, in hope of this, 

And cease till then our timely joys to sing: 

The woods no more us answer, nor our echo ring! 


Song made in lieu of many ornaments, 

With which my Love should duly have been decked, 
Which cutting off through hasty accidents, 

Ye would not stay your due time to expect, 

But promised both to recompense; 

Be unto her a goodly ornament, 

And for short time an endless monument. 


Prothalamion 


Calm was the day, and through the trembling air ) 
Sweet-breathing Zephyrus did softly play 
A gentle spirit, that lightly did delay 
Hot Titan’s beams, which then did glister fair; 
When I, (whom sullen care, 

' Through discontent of my long fruitless stay 
In princes’ court, and expectation vain 
Of idle hopes, which still do fly away 
Like empty shadows, did afflict my brain,) 
Walked forth to ease my pain 
Along the shore of silver-streaming Thames; 
Whose rutty bank, the which his river hems, 
Was painted all with variable flowers, 
And all the meads adorned with dainty gems 
Fit to deck maidens’ bowers, 
And crown their paramours 
Against the bridal day, which is not long: 

Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song. 
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There in a meadow by the river’s side 

A flock of nymphs I chancéd to espy, 

All lovely daughters of the flood thereby, 

With goodly greenish locks all loose untied 

As each had been a bride; 

And each one had a little wicker basket 

Made of fine twigs entrailéd curiously, 

In which they gathered flowers to fill their flasket, 

And with fine fingers cropped full feateously 

The tender stalks on high. 

Of every sort which in that meadow grew 

They gathered some; the violet, pallid blue, 

The little daisy that at evening closes, 

The virgin lily and the primrose true, 

With store of vermeil roses, 

To deck their bridegrooms’ posies 

Against the bridal day, which was not long: 
Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song. 


With that I saw two swans of goodly hue 

Come softly swimming down along the Lee; 

Two fairer birds I yet did never see; 

The snow which doth the top of Pindus strew 

Did never whiter shew, 

Nor Jove himself, when he a swan would be 

For love of Leda, whiter did appear; 

Yet Leda was, they say, as white as he, 

Yet not so white as these, nor nothing near; 

So purely white they were 

That even the gentle stream, the which them bare, 

Seemed foul to them, and bade his billows spare 

To wet their silken feathers, lest they might 

Soil their fair plumes with water not so fair, 

And mar their beauties bright 

That shone as Heaven’s light 

Against their bridal day, which was not long; 
Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song. 


Eftsoons the nymphs, which now had flowers their fill, 
Ran all in haste to see that silver brood 
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As they came floating on the crystal flood; 

Whom when they saw, they stood amazed still 

Their wondering eyes to fill; 

Them seem’d they never saw a sight so fair 

Of fowls, so lovely, that they sure did deem 

Them heavenly born, or to be that same pair 

Which through the sky draw Venus’ silver team; 

For sure they did not seem 

To be begot of any earthly seed, 

But rather angels, or of angels’ breed; 

Yet were they bred of summer’s heat, they say, 

In sweetest season, when each flower and weed 

The earth did fresh array; 

So fresh they seem’d as day. 

Even as their bridal day, which was not long: 
Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song. 


Then forth they all out of their baskets drew 
Great store of flowers, the honour of the field, 
That to the sense did fragrant odours yield, 
All which upon those goodly birds they threw 
And all the waves did strew, 
That like old Peneus’ waters they did seem 
When down along by pleasant Tempe’s shore 
Scatter’d with flowers, through Thessaly they stream, 
That they appear, through lilies’ plenteous store, 
Like a bride’s chamber-floor. 
Two of those nymphs meanwhile two garlands bound 
Of freshest flowers which in that mead they found, 
The which presenting all in trim array, 
Their snowy foreheads therewithal they crowned, 
Whilst one did sing this lay 
Prepared against that day, 
Against their bridal day, which was not long: 

Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song. 


“Ye gentle birds! the world’s fair ornament, 
And heaven’s glory, whom this happy hour 
Doth lead unto your lovers’ blissful bower, 
Joy may you have, and gentle heart’s content 
Of your love’s complement; 
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And let fair Venus, that is queen of love, 
With her heart-quelling son upon you smile, 
Whose smile, they say, hath virtue to remove 
All love’s dislike, and friendship’s faulty guile 
For ever to assoil. 
Let endless peace your steadfast hearts accord, 
And blesséd plenty wait upon your board; 
And let your bed with pleasures chaste abound, 
That fruitful issue may to you afford, 
Which may your foes confound, 
And make your joys redound 
Upon your bridal day, which is not long: 

Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song.” 


So ended she; and all the rest around 

To her redoubled that her undersong, 

Which said their bridal day should not be long: 

And gentle Echo from the neighbour ground 

Their accents did resound. 

So forth those joyous birds did pass along, 

Adown the Lee that to them murmured low, 

As he would speak but that he lacked a tongue, 

Yet did by signs his glad affection show, 

Making his stream run slow. 

And all the fowl which in his flood did dwell 

’Gan flock about these twain, that did excel 

The rest, so far as Cynthia doth shend 

The lesser stars. So they, enrangéd well, 

Did on those two attend, 

And their best service lend 

Against their wedding day, which was not long: 
Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song. 


At length they all to merry London came, 

To merry London, my most kindly nurse, 

That to me gave this life’s first native source, 
Though from another place I take my name, 

An house of ancient fame: 

There when they came whereas those bricky towers 
The which on Thames’ broad aged back do ride, 
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Where now the studious lawyers have their bowers, 
There whilome wont the Templar-Knights to bide, 
Till they decay’d through pride; 
Next whereunto there stands a stately place, 
Where oft I gainéd gifts and goodly grace 
Of that great lord, which therein wont to dwell, 
Whose want too well now feels my friendless case; 
But ah! here fits not well 
Old woes, but joys to tell 
Against the bridal day, which is not long: 

Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song. 


Yet therein now doth lodge a noble peer, 
Great England’s glory and the world’s wide wonder, 
Whose dreadful name late thro’ all Spain did thunder 
And Hercules’ two pillars standing near 
Did make to quake and fear: 
Fair branch of honour, flower of chivalry! 
That fillest England with thy triumphs’ fame, 
Joy have thou of thy noble victory, 
And endless happiness of thine own name 
That promiseth the same; 
That through thy prowess and victorious arms 
Thy country may be freed from foreign harms, 
And great Eliza’s glorious name may ring 
Through all the world, filled with thy wide alarms, 
Which some brave Muse may sing 
To ages following, 
Upon the bridal day, which is not long: 
Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song. 


From those high towers this noble lord issuing, 
Like radiant Hesper when his golden hair 

In the ocean billows he hath bathéd fair, 
Descended to the river’s open viewing, 

With a great train ensuing. 

Above the rest were goodly to be seen 

Two gentle knights of lovely face and feature, 
Beseeming well the bower of any queen, 

With gifts of wit and ornaments of nature 

Fit for so goodly stature, 
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That like the twins of Jove they seemed in sight 
Which deck the baldric of the heavens bright; 
They two, forth pacing to the river’s side, 
Received those two fair brides, their love’s delight; 
Which, at the appointed tide, 
Each one did make his bride 
Against their bridal day, which is not long: 

Sweet Thames! run softly, till I end my song. 


The House of Pride 


FROM “THE FAERIE QUEENE” BOOK I, CANTO IV 


High above all a cloth of state was spred, 
And a rich throne, as bright as sunny day, 
On which there sate, most brave embellished 
With royall robes and gorgeous array, 

A mayden queene, that shone as Titan’s ray, 
In glistring gold and peerelesse pretious stone; 
Yet her bright blazing beautie did assay 

To dim the brightnesse of her glorious throne, 
As envying her selfe, that too exceeding shone: 


Exceeding shone, like Phoebus’ fayrest childe, 

That did presume his father’s fyrie wayne, 

And flaming mouthes of steedes unwonted wilde, 
Through highest heaven with weaker hand to rayne: 
Proud of such glory and advancement vayne, 

While flashing beames do daze his feeble eyen, 

He leaves the welkin way most beaten playne, 

And, rapt with whirling wheeles, inflames the skyen 
With fire not made to burne, but fayrely for to shyne. 


So proud she shyned in her princely state 
Looking to heaven, for earth she did disdayne, 
And sitting high, for lowly she did hate: 

Lo! underneath her scornefull feete, was layne 
A dreadful dragon with an hideous train; 

And in her hand she held a mirror bright, 
Wherein her face she often viewéd fain 
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And in her self-loved semblance took delight; 
For she was wondrous fair as any living wight. 


Suddein upriseth from her stately place 

The royall dame, and for her coach doth call: 

All hurtlen forth; and she, with princely pace, 

As faire Aurora, in her purple pall 

Out of the east the dawning day doth call, 

So forth she comes; her brightnesse broad doth blaze. 
The heapes of people, thronging in the hall 

Do ride each other, upon her to gaze: 

Her glorious glitter and light doth all men’s eyes amaze. 


So forth she comes, and to her coach does climb, 
Adornéd all with gold and garlands gay 

That seemd as fresh as Flora in her prime; 

And strove to match, in royall rich array 

Great Juno’s golden chaire; the which they say, 

The gods stand gazing on, when she does ride 

To Jove’s high house through heaven’s bras-paved way, 
Drawn of fair peacocks, that excel in pride, 

And full of Argus eyes their tayles dispredden wide. 


The Death of the Dragon 


FROM “THE FAERIE QUEENE’ BOOK I, CANTO XI 


By this, the dreadfull beast drew nigh to hand 

Halfe flying and halfe footing in his hast, 

That with his largenesse measured much land, 

And made wide shadow under his huge wast; 

As mountaine doth the valley overcast. 

Approaching nigh, he reared high afore 

His body monstrous, horrible, and vast; 

Which to increase his wondrous greatness more, 

Was swolne with wrath and poyson, and with bloudy gore; 


And over, all with brasen scales was arm’d, 

Like plated coate of steele, so couched neare, 

That nought mote perce; ne might his corse be harmd 
With dint of sword, nor push of pointed speare: 
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Which, as an eagle, seeing pray appeare, 

His aery plumes doth rouze full rudely dight; 

So shaked he, that horrour was to heare: 

For as the clashing of an armour bright, 

Such noyse his rouzed scales did send unto the knight. 


His flaggy wings when forth he did display, 

Were like two sayles, in which the hollow wynd 

Is gathered full, and worketh speedy way: 

And eke the pennes, that did his pineons bynd, 

Were like mayne-yards, with flying canvas lynd; 

With which whenas him lift the ayre to beat, 

And there by force unwonted passage find, 

The cloudes before him fled for terror great 

And all the heavens stood still amazed with his threat. 


His huge long tayle, wound up in hundred foldes, 

Does overspred his long bras-scaly backe, 

Whose wreathéd boughts whenever he unfoldes, 

And thick-entangled knots adown does slacke, 
Bespotted as with shields of red and blacke, 

It sweepeth all the land behind him farre, 

And of three furlongs does but little lacke; 

And at the point two stings in-fixed arre 

Both deadly sharpe, that sharpest steele exceeden farre. 


But stings and sharpest steele did far exceed 
The sharpnesse of his cruell rending clawes: 
Dead was it sure, as sure as death in deed, 
Whatever thing does touch his ravenous pawes, 
Or what within his reach he ever drawes. 

But his most hideous head my tongue to tell 
Does tremble; for his deepe devouring jawes 
Wyde gaped, like the griesly mouth of hell, 
Through which into his darke abysse all ravin fell. 


And, that more wondrous was, in either jaw 
Three ranckes of yron teeth enraunged were, 
In which yett trickling blood and gobbets raw 
Of late devoured bodies did appeare, 
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That sight thereof bredd cold congealed feare: 

Which to increase, and all atonce to kill, 

A cloud of smoothering smoke and sulphure seare 
Out of his stinking gorge forth steemed still, 

That all the ayre about with smoke and stench did fill. 


His blazing eyes, like two bright shining shieldes, 
Did burne with wrath, and sparkled living fyre; 
As two broad beacons, sett in open fieldes, 

Send forth their flames far off to every shyre, 
And warning give, that enemies conspyre 

With fire and sword the region to invade; 

So flam’d his eyne with rage and rancorous yre: 
But far within, as in a hollow glade, 


Those glaring lampes were sett, that made a dreadfull shade. 


So dreadfully he towardes him did pas, 

Forelifting up aloft his speckled brest, 

And often bounding on the brused gras, 

As for great joyaunce of his newcome guest. 

Eftsoones he gan advaunce his haughty crest, 

As chauffed bore his bristles doth upreare, 

And shoke his scales to battaile ready drest, 

That made the Redcrosse Knight nigh quake for feare, 
As bidding bold defyaunce to his foeman neare. 


The knight gan fayrely couch his steady speare, 

And fiersely ran at him with rigorous might: 

The pointed steele, arriving rudely theare, 

His harder hyde would nether perce nor bight, 

But, glauncing by, foorth passed forward right: 

Yet, sore amoved with so puissaunt push, 

The wrathfull beast about him turned light, 

And him so rudely, passing by, did brush 

With his long tayle, that horse and man to ground did rush. 


Both horse and man up lightly rose againe, 
And fresh encounter towardes him addrest: 
But th’ ydle stroke yet backe recoyld in vaine, 
And found no place his deadly point to rest. 


49 


POETS. OF THE NEW BIRTH 


Exceeding rage enflam’d the furious beast, 

To be avenged of so great despight; 

For never felt his imperceable brest 

So wondrous force from hand of living wight; 

Yet had he prov’d the powre of many a puissaunt knight. 


Then, with his waving wings displayed wyde, 

Himselfe up high he lifted from the ground, 

And with strong flight did forcibly divyde 

The yielding ayre, which nigh too feeble found 

Her flitting parts, and element unsound, 

To beare so great a weight: he, cutting way 

With his broad sayles, about him soared round; 

At last, low stouping with unweldy sway, 

Snatcht up both horse and man, to beare them quite away. 


Long he them bore above the subject plaine, 

So far as ewghen bow a shaft may send, 

Till struggling strong did him at last constraine 

To let them downe before his flightes end: 

As hagard hauke, presuming to contend 

With hardy fowle, above his hable might, 

His wearie pounces all in vaine doth spend 

To trusse the pray too heavy for his flight; 

Which, comming down to ground, does free it selfe by fight. 


He so disseized of his gryping grosse, 

The knight his thrillant speare againe assayd 

In his bras-plated body to embosse, 

And three mens strength unto the stroake he layd; 
Wherewith the stiffe beame quaked, as affrayd, 

And glauncing from his scaly necke, did glyde 

Close under his left wing, then broad displayd. 

The percing steele there wrought a wound full wyde, 
That with the uncouth smart the monster lowdly cryde. 


He cryde, as raging seas are wont to rore, 

When wintry storme his wrathful wreck does threat; 
The rolling billowes beat the ragged shore 

As they the earth would shoulder from her seat, 
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And greedy gulfe does gape, as he would eat 

His neighbour element in his revenge: 

Then gin the blustring brethren boldly threat, 

To move the world from off his stedfast henge, 

And boystrous battaile make, each other to avenge. 


The steely head stuck fast still in his flesh, 

Till with his cruell clawes he snatcht the wood, 
And quite a sunder broke. Forth flowed fresh 
A gushing river of blacke gory blood, 

That drowned all the land, whereon he stood: 
The streame thereof would drive a watermill. 
Trebly augmented was his furious mood 
With bitter sence of his deepe rooted ill, 


That flames of fire he threw forth from his large nosethril. 


His hideous tayle then hurled he about, 

And therewith all enwrapt the nimble thyes 

Of his froth-fomy steed, whose courage stout 
Striving to loose the knott, that fast him tyes, 
Himselfe in streighter bandes too rash implyes, 
That to the ground he is perforce constraynd 
To throw his ryder: who can quickly ryse 

From of the earth, with durty blood distaynd, 
For that reprochfull fall right fowly he disdaynd. 


And fercely tooke his trenchand blade in hand, 

With which he stroke so furious and so fell, 

That nothing seemd the puissaunce could withstand: 
Upon his crest the hardned yron fell; 

But his more hardned crest was armd so well, 

That deeper dint therein it would not make; 

Yet so extremely did the buffe him quell, 

That from thenceforth he shund the like to take, 
But, when he saw them come, he did them still forsake. 


The knight was wroth to see his stroke beguyld, 
And smot againe with more outrageous might; 
But backe againe the sparcling steele recoyld, 
And left not any marke where it did light, 
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As if in adamant rocke it had beene pight. 

The beast, impatient of his smarting wound, 

And of so fierce and forcible despight, 

Thought with his winges to stye above the ground; 
But his late wounded wing unserviceable found. 


Then, full of griefe and anguish vehement, 

He loudly brayd, that like was never heard: 

And from his wide devouring oven sent 

A flake of fire, that flashing in his beard, 

Him all amazd, and almost made affeard: 

The scorching flame sore swinged all his face, 

And through his armour all his bodie seard, 

That he could not endure so cruell cace, 

But thought his armes to leave, and helmet to unlace. 


Faint, wearie, sore, emboyled, grieved, brent 

With heat, toyle, wounds, armes smart, and inward fire, 
That never man such mischiefes did torment; 

Death better were, death did he oft desire, 

But death will never come, when needes require. 

Whom so dismayd when that his foe beheld, 

He cast to suffer him no more respire, 

But gan his sturdie sterne about to weld, 

And him so strongly stroke, that to the ground him feld. 


But yet more mindfull of his honour deare, 

Then of the grievous smart, which him did wring, 

From loathed soile he can him lightly reare, 

And strove to loose the far in fixed sting: 

Which when in vaine he tryde with struggeling, 

Inflam’d with wrath, his raging blade he hefte, 

And strooke so strongly, that the knotty string 

Of his huge taile he quite a sonder clefte; 

Five joints thereof he hewd, and but the stump him lefte. 


Hart cannot thinke, what outrage and what cries, 
With fowle enfouldred smoake and flashing fire, 
The hell-bred beast threw forth unto the skies, 
That all was covered with darknesse dire: 
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Then fraught with rancour, and engorged yre, 

He cast at once him to avenge for all, 

And, gathering up himselfe out of the mire 

With his uneven wings did fiercely fall 

Upon his sun-bright shield, and gript it fast withall. 


Much was the man encumbred with his hold, 

In feare to lose his weapon in his paw, 

Ne wist yet, how his talants to unfold; 

Nor harder was from Cerberus’ greedie jaw 

To plucke a bone, than from his cruell claw 

To reave by strength the griped gage away: 

Thrise he assayd it from his foot to draw, 

And thrise in vaine to draw it did assay; 

It booted nought to thinke to rob him of his pray. 


Tho when he saw no power might prevaile, 

His trustie sword he cald to his last aid, 
Wherewith he fiercely did his foe assaile, 

And double blowes about him stoutly laid, 
That glauncing fire out of the yron plaid; 

As sparckles from the andvile used to fly, 

When heavie hammers on the wedge are swaid 
Therewith at last he forced him to unty 

One of his grasping feete, him to defend thereby. 


The other foot, fast fixed on his shield, 

Whenas no strength, nor stroks mote him constraine 
To loose, ne yet the warlike pledge to yield; 

He smot thereat with all his might and maine, 

That nought so wondrous puissaunce might sustaine: 
Upon the joynt the lucky steele did light, 

And made such way, that hewd it quite in twaine; 
The paw yet missed not his minisht might, 

But hung still on the shield, as it at first was pight. 


For grief thereof, and devilish despight, 

From his infernall furnace forth he threw, 

Huge flames, that dimméd all the heavens light, 
Enrold in duskish smoke and brimstone blew 
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As burning Etna, from his boyling stew 

Doth belch out flames, and rockes in pieces broke, 

And ragged ribs of mountaines molten new, 

Enwrapt in coleblacke clouds and filthy smoke, 

That all the land with stench, and heaven with horror choke. 


The heate whereof, and harmfull pestilence, 

So sore him noyd, that forst him to retire 

A little backward for his best defence, 

To save his bodie from the scorching fire, 

Which he from hellish entrailes did expire, 

It chaunct, (Eternall God that chaunce did guide.) 
As he recoyléd backward, in the mire 

His nigh forwearied feeble feet did slide, 

And down he fell, with dread of shame sore terrifide. 


There grew a goodly tree him faire beside, 
Loaden with fruit and apples rosie red, 

As they in pure vermilion had been dide, 
Whereof great virtues over all were red: 

For happie life to all which thereon fed, 

And life eke everlasting did befall: 

Great God it planted in that blessed sted 

With His Almighty hand, and did it call 

The Tree of Life, the crime of our first father’s fall. 


From that first tree forth flowd, as from a well, 

A trickling streame of balme most soveraine 

And dainty deare, which on the ground still fell, 

And overflowed all the fertile plaine, 

As it had deawed bene with timely raine: 

Life and long health that gracious ointment gave, 
And deadly wounds could heale, and reare againe 
The sencelesse corse appointed for the grave 

Into that same he fell: which did from death him save. 


Then freshly up arose the doughty knight, 
All healed of his hurts and woundes wide, 
And did himselfe to battaile ready dight; 
Whose early foe awaiting him beside 
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To have devourd, so soone as day he spyde, 
When now he saw himselfe so freshly reare, 
As if late fight had nought him damnifyde, 
He woxe dismaid, and gan his fate to feare; 
Nathlesse with wonted rage he him advaunced neare. 


And in his first encounter, gaping wyde, 

He thought attonce him to have swallowd quight, 
And rusht upon him with outrageious pryde; 
Who him rencountring fierce, as hauke in flight, 
Perforce rebutted backe. The weapon bright, 
Taking advantage of his open jaw 

Ran through his mouth with so importune might, 
That deepe emperst his darksom hollow maw, 


And, back retyrd, his life blood forth with all did draw. 


So downe he fell, and forth his life did breath, 

That vanisht into smoke and cloudes swift; 

So downe he fell, that th’ earth him underneath 
Did grone, as feeble so great load to lift; 

So downe he fell, as an huge rocky clift, 

Whose false foundacion waves have washt away, 
With dreadfull poyse is from the mayneland rift, 
And, rolling downe, great Neptune doth dismay; 
So downe he fell, and like an heaped mountaine lay. 


Gather the Rose 


FROM “THE FAERIE QUEENE, BOOK II, CANTO XII 


Eftsoones they heard a most melodious sound, 

Of all that mote delight a daintie eare, 

Such as attonce might not on living ground, 

Save in this paradise, be heard elsewhere: 

Right hard it was for wight which did it heare, 

To read what manner musicke that mote bee: 

For all that pleasing is to living eare 

Was there consorted in one harmonee; 

Birdes, voices, instruments, windes, waters, all agree. 
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The joyous birdes, shrouded in chearefull shade, 
Their notes unto the voice attempred sweet: 
Th’ angelicall soft trembling voyces made 

To th’ instruments divine respondence meet: 
The silver sounding instruments did meet 

With the base murmure of the waters fall: 

The waters fall with difference discreet, 

Now soft, now loud, unto the wind did call: 
The gentle warbling wind low answered to all. 


There, whence that musick seemed heard to bee, 
Was the faire witch, her selfe now solacing 

With a new lover, whom, through sorceree 

And witchcraft, she from farre did thether bring: 
There she had him now laid a slombering, 

In secret shade after long wanton joyes: 

Whilst round about them pleasauntly did sing 

Many faire ladies and lascivious boyes, 

That ever mixt their song with light licentious toyes. 


And all that while, right over him she hong, 
With her false eyes fast fixed in his sight, 

As seeking medicine whence she was stong, 

Or greedily depasturing delight: 

And oft inclining downe, with kisses light, 

For feare of waking him, his lips bedewd, 

And through his humid eyes did sucke his spright, 
Quite molten into lust and pleasure lewd; 
Wherewith she sighed soft, as if his case she rewd. 


The whiles some one did chaunt this lovely lay:— 
““Ah! see, who so fayre thing doest faine to see, 
In springing flowre the image of thy day; 

Ah! see the virgin rose, how sweetly shee 

Doth first peepe foorth with bashfull modestee, 
That fairer seemes, the lesse ye see her may; 

Lo! see soone after, how more bold and free 

Her bared bosome she doth broad display; 

Lo! see soone after, how she fades and falls away. 
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“So passeth, in the passing of a day, 

Of mortall life the leafe, the bud, the flowre, 

Ne more doth florish after first decay, 

That earst was sought to deck both bed and bowre 

Of many a lady, and many a paramowre: 

Gather therfore the rose, whilest yet is prime, 

For soone comes age, that will her pride deflowre: 
Gather the rose of love, whilest yet is time, 

Whilest loving thou mayst loved be with equall crime.’ 


He ceast, and then gan all the quire of birdes 
Their diverse notes t’ attune unto his lay, 

As in approvaunce of his pleasing wordes. 

The constant payre heard all that he did say, 

Yet swarvéd not, but kept their forward way, 
Through many covert groves and thickets close, 
In which they creeping did at last display 

That wanton lady, with her lover lose, 

Whose sleepie head she in her lap did soft dispose. 


Upon a bed of roses she was layd, 

As faint through heat, or dight to pleasant sin, 

And was arayd, or rather disarayd, 

All in a vele of silke and silver thin, 

That hid no whit her alabaster skin 

But rather shewd more white, if more might bee: 
More subtile web Arachne cannot spin, 

Nor the fine nets, which oft we woven see 

Of scorched deaw, do not in th’ ayre more lightly flee. 


The Temple of Venus 


FROM “THE FAERIE QUEENE, BOOK IV, CANTO X 


Into the inmost temple thus I came, 

Which fuming all with frankincence I found 
And odours rising from the altars flame. 
Upon an hundred marble pillors round 


> 
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The roofe up high was reared from the ground, 

All deckt with crownes, and chaynes, and girlands gay, 

And thousand pretious gifts worth many a pound, 

The which sad lovers for their vowes did pay; 

And all the ground was strow’d with flowres, as fresh as May. 


An hundred altars round about were set, 

All flaming with their sacrifices fire, 

That with the steme thereof the temple swet, 

Which rould in clouds to heaven did aspire, 

And in them bore true lovers vowes entire: 

And eke an hundred brasen caudrons bright, 

To bath in joy and amorous desire, 

Every of which was to a damzell hight; 

For all the priests were damzels, in soft linnen dight. 


Right in the midst the goddesse selfe did stand 
Upon an altar of some costly masse, 

Whose substance was uneath to understand: 

For neither pretious stone, nor durefull brasse, 

Nor shining gold, nor mouldring clay it was; 

But much more rare and pretious to esteeme, 

Pure in aspect, and like to christall glasse, 

Yet glasse was not, if one did rightly deeme, 

But being faire and brickle, likest glasse did seeme. 


But it in shape and beautie did excell 

All other idoles which the heathen adore, 

Farre passing that which by surpassing skill 

Phidias did make in Paphos isle of yore, 

With which that wretched Greeke, that life forlore, 

Did fall in love: yet this much fairer shined, 

But covered with a slender veile afore; 

And both her feete and legs together twyned ° 

Were with a snake, whose head and tail were fast combyned. 


The cause why she was covered with a vele 

Was hard to know, for that her priests the same 
From peoples knowledge labour’d to concele. 
But sooth it was not sure for womanish shame, 


=  — —— 


SIR WALTER RALEIGH 59 


Nor any blemish, which the worke mote blame; 
But for, they say, she hath both kinds in one, 
Both male and female, both under one name: 
She syre and mother is her selfe alone, 

Begets and eke conceives, ne needeth other none. 


And all about her necke and shoulders flew 

A flocke of litle loves, and sports, and joyes, 
With nimble wings of gold and purple hew, 
Whose shapes seem’d not like to terrestriall boyes, 
But like to angels playing heavenly toyes; 

The whilest their eldest brother was away, 

Cupid, their eldest brother: he enjoyes 

The wide kingdome of Love with lordly sway, 
And to his law compels all creatures to obay. 


StleRe WeAs lel been ReAw er, LG HH 
1552?-1618 


The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd 


If all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every shepherd’s tongue, 
These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 


Time drives the flocks from field to fold, 
When rivers rage and rocks grow cold; 
And Philomel becometh dumb; 


The rest complains of cares to come. 


The flowers do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields: 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall. 


Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of roses, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies 

Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reason rotten. 
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Thy belt of straw and ivy buds, 
Thy coral clasps and amber studs, 
All these in me no means can move 
To come to thee and be thy Love. 


But could youth last, and love still breed, 
Had joys no date, nor age no need, 
Then these delights my mind might move 
To live with thee and be thy Love. 


Even Such Is Time 


Even such is Time, which takes in trust 
Our youth, and joys, and all we have; 
And pays us but with age and dust, 
Which, in the dark and silent grave, 
When we have wandered all our ways, 
Shuts up the story of our days: 
And from which earth, and grave, and dust, 
The Lord shall raise me up, I trust. 


J Qo N AE XOLLY 
1554?-1606 


Cupid and Campaspe 


Cupid and my Campaspe played 
At cards for kisses—Cupid paid: 
He stakes his quiver, bow and arrows, 
His mother’s doves, and team of sparrows; 
Loses them too; then down he throws 
The coral of his lip, the rose 
Growing on’s cheek (but none knows how); 
With these, the crystal of his brow, 
And then the dimple of his chin: 
All these did my Campaspe win. 
At last he set her both his eyes, 
She won, and Cupid blind did rise. 
O Love! has she done this to thee? 
What shall, alas, become of me? 
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Syrinx 


Pan’s Syrinx was a girl indeed, 
Though now she’s turned into a reed; 
From that dear reed Pan’s pipe does come, 
A pipe that strikes Apollo dumb; 
Nor flute, nor lute, nor gittern can . 
So chant it as the pipe of Pan: 
Cross-gartered swains and dairy girls, 
With faces smug and round as pearls, 
When Pan’s shrill pipe begins to play. 
With dancing wear out night and day: 
The bagpipe’s drone his hum lays by 
When Pan sounds up his minstrelsy; 
His minstrelsy! oh, base! this quill— 
Which at my mouth with wind I fill— 
Puts me in mind, though her I miss, 
That still my Syrinx’ lips I kiss. 


See Rage ee ole onl DINE bis Yo 
1554-1586 
The Nightingale 


The nightingale, as soon as April bringeth 
Unto her rested sense a perfect waking, 
While late bare earth, proud of new clothing, springeth, 
Sings out her woes, a thorn her song-book making; 
And, mournfully bewailing, 
Her throat in tunes expresseth 
What grief her breast oppresseth, 
For Tereus’ force on her chaste will prevailing. 
O Philomela fair! oh, take some gladness 
‘That here is guster cause of plaintful sadness: 
Thine earth now springs, mine fadeth; 
Thy thorn without, my thorn my heart invadeth. 


Alas! she hath no other cause of anguish 

But Tereus’ love, on her by strong hand wroken; 
Wherein she suffering, all her spirits languish, 
Full womanlike complains her will was broken. 
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But I, who, daily craving, 

Can not have to content me, 

Have more cause to lament me, 

Since wanting is more woe than too much having 
O Philomela fair! oh, take some gladness 
That here 1s juster cause of plaintful sadness: 
Thine earth now springs, mine fadeth; 
Thy thorn without, my thorn my heart invadeth. 


To Stella 


Doubt you to whom my Muse these notes intendeth, 

Which now my breast, o’ercharged, to music lendeth? 
To you! to you! all song of praise is due: 

Only in you my song begins and endeth. 


Who hath the eyes which marry state with pleasure? 
Who keeps the key of Nature’s chiefest treasure? 

To you! to you! all song of praise is due: 
Only for you the heaven forgat all measure. 


Who hath the lips where wit in fairness reigneth? 

Who womankind at once both decks and staineth? 
To you! to you! all song of praise is due: 

Only by you Cupid his crown maintaineth. 


Who hath the feet, whose step all sweetness planteth? 

Who else, for whom Fame worthy trumpets wanteth? 
To you! to you! all song of praise is due: 

Only to you her sceptre Venus granteth. 


Who hath the breast whose milk doth passions nourish? 

Whose grace is such, that when it chides doth cherish? 
To you! to you! all song of praise is due: 

Only through you the tree of life doth flourish. 


Who hath the hand which without stroke subdueth? 
Who long dead beauty with increase reneweth? 

To you! to you! all song of praise is due: 
Only at you all envy hopeless rueth. 
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Who hath the hair which loosest fastest tieth? 
Who makes a man live then glad when he dieth? 

To you! to you! all song of praise is due: 
Only of you the flatterer never lieth. 


Who hath the voice which soul from senses sunders? 

Whose force but yours the bolts of beauty thunders? 
To you! to you! all song of praise is due: 

Only with you not miracles are wonders. 


Doubt you to whom my Muse these notes intendeth, 

Which now my breast, o’ercharged, to music lendeth? 
To you! to you! all song of praise is due: 

Only in you my song begins and endeth. 


SONNETS 


My True Love Hath My Heart 


My true Love hath my heart, and I have his, 

By just exchange one for the other given: 

I hold his dear, and mine he cannot miss; 

There never was a better bargain driven. 

His heart in me keeps me and him in one, 

My heart in him his thoughts and senses guides; 

He loves my heart, for once it was his own; 

I cherish his because in me it bides. 

His heart his wound receivéd from my sight, 

My heart was wounded with his wounded heart; 

For as from me, on him his hurt did light, 

So still methought in me his hurt did smart. 
Both, equal hurt, in this change sought our bliss: 
My true Love hath my heart, and I have his. 


With How Sad Steps, O Moon 


With how sad steps, O Moon, thou climb’st the skies! 
How silently, and with how wan a face! 

What, may it be that even in heavenly place 

That busy archer his sharp arrows tries? 
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Sure, if that long-with-love-acquainted eyes 

Can judge of love, thou feel’st a lover’s case— 

I read it in thy looks; thy languished grace, 

To me, that feel the like, thy state descries. 

Then, even of fellowship, O Moon, tell me, 

Is constant love deemed there but want of wit? 

Are beauties there as proud as here they be? 

Do they, above, love to be loved, and yet 
Those lovers scorn whom that love doth possess? 
Do they call virtue, there, ungratefulness? 


Come, Sleep! O Sleep 


Come, Sleep! O Sleep, the certain knot of peace, 

The baiting-place of wit, the balm of woe, 

The poor man’s wealth, the prisoner’s release, 

The indifferent judge between the high and low, 

With shield of proof shield me from out the prease 

Of those fierce darts Despair at me doth throw: 

Oh, make in me those civil wars to cease; 

I will good tribute pay, if thou do so. 

Take thou of me smooth pillows, sweetest bed, 

A chamber deaf to noise and blind to light, 

A rosy garland and a weary head: 

And if these things, as being thine in right, 
Move not thy heavy grace, thou shalt in me, 
Livelier than elsewhere, Stella’s image see. 


Leave Me, O Love 


Leave me, O Love, which reachest but to dust, 
And thou, my mind, aspire to higher things; 
Grow rich in that which never taketh rust: 
Whatever fades, but fading pleasure brings. 

Draw in thy beams, and humble all thy might 

To that sweet yoke where lasting freedoms be, 
Which breaks the ciouds and opens forth the light 
That doth both shine and give us sight to see. 


GEORGE PEELE—FRANCIS BACON 65 
Oh, take fast hold! Let that light be thy guide 
In this small course which birth draws out to death, 
And think how evil becometh him to slide 
Who seeketh heaven, and comes of heavenly breath. 
Then, farewell, world! thy uttermost I see. 
Eternal Love, maintain thy life in me! 


GEOR GEUPEE LE 
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His Golden Locks Time Hath to Silver Turned 


His golden locks time hath to silver turned; 
O time too swift, O swiftness never ceasing, 
His youth ’gainst time and age hath ever spurned, 
But spurned in vain; youth waneth by increasing: 
Beauty, strength, youth, are flowers but fading seen; 
Duty, faith, love, are roots, and ever green. 


His helmet now shall make a hive for bees; 
And, lovers’ sonnets turned to holy psalms, 
A man-at-arms must now serve on his knees, 
And feed on prayérs, which are age his alms: 
But though from court to cottage he depart, 
His saint is sure of his unspotted heart. 


And when he saddest sits in homely cell, 

He’ll teach his swains this carol for a song,— 
*Blest be the hearts that wish my sovereign well, 
Curst be the souls that think her any wrong.” 

Goddess, allow this agéd man his right, 
To be your beadsman now that was your knight. 


FeRoAN CESS BeAtG OPN). © Re Deey_E RU LAM 
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The Life of Man 
The world’s a bubble, and the life of man 


Less than a span: 
In his conception wretched, from the womb 
So to the tomb: 
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Curst from his cradle, and brought up to years 
With cares and fears. 

Who then to frail mortality shall trust, 

But limns on water, or but writes in dust. 


Yet whilst with sorrow here we live opprest, 
What life is best? 

Courts are but only superficial schools 
To dandle fools: 

The rural parts are turn’d into a den 
Of savage men: 

And where’s a city from foul vice so free, 

But may be term’d the worst of all the three? 


Domestic cares afflict the husband’s bed, 
Or pains his head: 

Those that live single, take it for a curse, 
Or do things worse: 

Some would have children; those that have them, moan 
Or wish them gone: 

What is it, then, to have, or have no wife, 

But single thraldom, or a double strife? 


Our own affections still at home to please 
Is a disease: 
To cross the seas to any foreign soil 
Peril and toil; 
Wars with their noise affright us; when they cease, 
We’re worse in peace; 
What then remains, but that we still should cry 
Not to be born, or, being born, to die? 


SAMUEL DANIEL 
1562-1619 


Sonnet 


Look, Delia, how we esteem the half-blown rose, 
The image of thy blush and summer’s honour, 
Whilst yet her tender bud doth undisclose 

That full of beauty Time bestows upon her. 
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Fresh shalt thou see in me the wounds thou madest, 

Though spent thy flame, in me the heat remaining: 

I that have loved thee thus before thou fadest, 

My faith shall wax, when thou art in thy waning. 

The world shall find this miracle in me, 

That fire can burn when all the matter’s spent: 

Then what my faith hath been thyself shalt see, 

And that thou wast unkind thou may’st repent. 
Thou may’st repent that thou hast scorned my tears, 
When winter snows upon thy sable hairs. 


MICHAEL DRAYTON 
1563-1631 


Agincourt 


Fair stood the wind for France 

When we our sails advance, 

Nor now to prove our chance 
Longer will tarry; 

But putting to the main, 

At Caux, the mouth of Seine, 

With all his martial train 
Landed King Harry. 


And taking many a fort, 
Furnished in warlike sort, 
Marcheth towards Agincourt 
In happy hour; 
Skirmishing day by day 
With those that stopped his way, 
Where the French general lay 
With all his power; 


Which, in his height of pride, 
King Henry to deride, 
His ransom to provide 
To the king sending; 
Which he neglects the while 
As from a nation vile, 
Yet with an angry smile 
Their fall portending. 
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And turning to his men, 
Quoth our brave Henry then, 
“Though they to one be ten, 
Be not amazed; 
Yet have we well begun, 
Battles so bravely won 
Have ever to the sun 
By fame been raiséd. 


“And for myself,” quoth he, 
“This my full rest shall be: 
England ne’er mourn for me, 
Nor more esteem me; 
Victor I will remain 
Or on this earth lie slain, 
Never shall she sustain 
Loss to redeem me. 


“Poitiers and Cressy tell, 
When most their pride did swell, 
Under our swords they fell; 

No less our skill is 
Than when our grandsire great, 
Claiming the regal seat, 
By many a warlike feat 

Lopped the French lilies.” 


The Duke of York so dread 

The eager vanward led; 

With the main Henry sped, 
Amongst his henchmen. 

Exeter had the rear, 

A braver man not there: 

O Lord, how hot they were 
On the false Frenchman! 


They now to fight are gone, 

Armour on armour shone, 

Drum now to drum did groan, 
To hear was wonder: 
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That with the cries they make 

The very earth did shake; 

Trumpet to trumpet spake, 
Thunder to thunder. 


Well it thine age became, 

O noble Erpingham, 

Which didst the signal aim 
To our hid forces! 

When, from a meadow by, 

Like a storm suddenly 

The English archery 
Struck the French horses: 


With Spanish yew so strong, 
Arrows a cloth-yard long, 
That like to serpents stung, 
Piercing the weather; 
None from his fellow séarts, 
But, playing manly parts, 
And like true English hearts, 
Stuck close together. 


When down their bows they threw, 
And forth their bilbos drew, 
And on the French they flew, 
Not one was tardy; 
Arms were from shoulders sent, 
Scalps to the teeth were rent, 
Down the French peasants went: 
Our men were hardy. 


This while our noble King, 
His broad sword brandishing, 
Down the French host did ding 
As to o’erwhelm it; 
And many a deep wound lent, 
His arms with blood besprent, 
And many a cruel dent 
Bruiséd his helmet. 
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Gloucester, that duke so good, 

Next of the royal blood, 

For famous England stood 
With his brave brother; 

Clarence, in steel so bright, 

Though but a maiden knight, 

Yet in that furious fight 
Scarce such another. 


Warwick in blood did wade, 

Oxford the foe invade, 

And cruel slaughter made 
Still as they ran up; 

Suffolk his axe did ply, 

Beaumont and Willoughby 

Bare them right doughtily, 
Ferrers and Fanhope. 


Upon Saint Crispin’s day 
Fought was this noble fray, 
Which fame did not delay 
To England to carry; 
Oh, when shall English men 
With such acts fill a pen? 
Or England breed again 
Such a King Harry? 


Since There’s No Help 


Since there’s no help, come let us kiss and part— 
Nay, I have done, you get no more of me; 
And I am glad, yea, glad with all my heart, 
That thus so cleanly I myself can free. 

Shake hands for ever, cancel all our vows, 
And when we meet at any time again, 

Be it not seen in either of our brows 

That we one jot of former love retain. 

Now at the last gasp of love’s latest breath, 
When, his pulse failing, passion speechless lies, 
When faith is kneeling by his bed of death, 


And innocence is closing up his eyes,— 
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Now, if thou wouldst, when all have given him over, 
From death to life thou might’st him yet recover! 


Cllrs tT OPH ERM AR LOW-E 
1564-1593 
Tamburlaine to Zenocrate 


‘ROM “‘THE CONQUESTS OF TAMBURLAINE, THE SCYTHIAN SHEPHERD,” 
ACT I, SCENE 2 


Zenocrate, lovelier than the Love of Jove, 
Brighter than is the silver Rhodope, 

Fairer than whitest snow on Scythian hills, 
Thy person is more worth to Tamburlaine, 
Than the possession of the Persian Crown, 
Which gracious stars have promised at my birth. 
A hundred Tartars shall attend on thee, 
Mounted on steeds, swifter than Pegasus. 
Thy garments shall be made of Medean silk, 
Enchased with precious jewels of mine own: 
More rich and valurous than Zenocrate’s. 
With milk-white harts upon an ivory sled, 
Thou shalt be drawn amidst the frozen poles, 
And scale the icy mountains’ lofty tops 
Which with thy beauty will be soon resolved. 
My martial prizes with five hundred men, 
Won on the fifty-headed Volga’s waves, 
Shall all we offer to Zenocrate, 

And then my self to fair Zenocrate. 


And Ride in Triumph through Persepolis 


FROM ‘“‘THE CONQUESTS OF TAMBURLAINE, THE SCYTHIAN SHEPHERD,’ 
ACT 2, SCENE 5 


d 


Tam. And ride in triumph through Persepolis? 
Is it not brave to be a King, Techelles? 
Usumcasane and Theridamas, 

Is it not passing brave to be a King, 

And ride in triumph through Persepolis? 


72 


POETS-OF THE NEW BIRTH 


Tech. O my Lord, ’tis sweet and full of pomp. 
Usum. To be a King, is half to be a God. 

Ther. A God is not as glorious as a King: 

I think the pleasure they enjoy in heaven 

Can not compare with kingly joys in earth. 

To wear a crown enchased with pearl and gold, 
Whose virtues carry with it life and death, 

To ask, and have: command, and be obeyed: 

When looks breed love, with looks to gain the prize: 
Such power attractive shines in princes’ eyes. 

Tam. Why say, Theridamas, wilt thou be a king? 
Ther. Nay, though I praise it, I can live without it. 
Tam. What says my other friends, will you be kings? 
Tech. Aye, if I could, with all my heart, my Lord. 
Tam. Why, that’s well said, Techelles, so would I, 
And so would you, my masters, would you not? 
Usum. What then, my Lord? 

Tam. Why then, Casane, shall we wish for aught 
The world affords in greatest novelty, 

And rest attemptless, faint and destitute? 
Methinks we should not. I am strongly moved, 
That if I should desire the Persian crown, 

I could attain it with a wondrous ease. 


Divine Zenocrate 


FROM “THE BLOODY CONQUESTS OF MIGHTY TAMBURLAINE,’ 
ACT 2, SCENE 3 


Tam. Black is the beauty of the brightest day, 
The golden ball of heaven’s eternal fire 

That danc’d with glory on the silver waves 
Now wants the fuel that enflamed his beams, 
And all with faintness and for foul disgrace 
He binds his temples with a frowning cloud, 
Ready to darken earth with endless night: 
Zenocrate, that gave him light and life, 
Whose eyes shot fire from their ivory bowers 
And tempered every soul with lively heat, 
Now by the malice of the angry skies, 
Whose jealousy admits no second mate, 


if 
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Draws in the comfort of her latest breath 

All dazzled with the hellish mists of death. 
Now walk the angels on the walls of heaven 
As sentinels to warn th’ immortal souls 

To entertain divine Zenocrate. 

Apollo, Cynthia, and the ceaseless lamps 
That gently look’d upon this loathsome earth, 
Shine downwards now no more, but deck the heavens 
To entertain divine Zenocrate. 

The crystal springs whose taste illuminates 
Refinéd eyes with an eternal sight, — 

Like triéd silver runs through Paradise 

To entertain divine Zenocrate. 

The cherubim and holy seraphim 

That sing and play before the King of Kings, 
Use all their voices and their instruments 

To entertain divine Zenocrate. 

And in this sweet and curious harmony 

The God that tunes this music to our souls 
Holds out his hand in highest majesty 

To entertain divine Zenocrate. 

Then let some holy trance convey my thoughts 
Up to the palace of th’ imperial heaven: 
That this my life may be as short to me 

As are the days of sweet Zenocrate. 


Helen 


FROM “‘THE TRAGICAL HISTORY OF DOCTOR FAUSTUS”’ 


Faustus speaks: 
Was this the face that launched a thousand ships? 
And burnt the topless towers of Ilium? 
O thou art fairer than the evening air 
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars, 
Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter 
When he appeared to hapless Semele, 
More lovely than the monarch of the sky 
In wanton Arethusa’s azured arms, 
And none but thou shalt be my paramour. 
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Finale 


FROM ‘“‘THE TRAGICAL HISTORY OF DOCTOR FAUSTUS”™ 


The clock has struck eleven and Faustus speaks: 
Ah, Faustus, 
Now hast thou but one bare hour to live, 
And then thou must be damned perpetually: 
Stand still, you ever moving spheres of heaven, 
That time may cease and midnight never come: 
Fair Nature’s eye, rise, rise again, and make 
Perpetual day, or let this hour be but 
A year, a month, a week, a natural day, 
That Faustus may repent and save his soul. 
O lente, lente currite noctis equt ! 
The stars move still, time runs, the clock will strike, 
The devil will come, and Faustus must be damned. 
O [’ll leap up to my God! Who pulls me down? 
See, see where Christ’s blood streams in the firmament! 
One drop would save my soul, half a drop, ah, my Christ! 
Ah, rend not my heart for naming of my Christ, 
Yet will I call on him: O spare me, Lucifer! 
Where is it now? ’tis gone: And see where God 
Stretcheth out his arm and bends his ireful brows! 
Mountains and hills, come, come, and fall on me, 
And hide me from the heavy wrath of God! 
No, no. 
Then will I headlong run into the earth: 
Earth, gape! O no, it will not harbour me! 
You stars that reigned at my nativity, 
Whose influence hath allotted death and hell, 
Now draw up Faustus like a foggy mist 
Into the entrails of yon lab’ring cloud, 
That when you vomit forth into the air 
My limbs may issue from your smoky mouths, 
So that my soul may but ascend to heaven. 
Ah, half the hour is past. [The watch strikes.] 
*Twill all be past anon. 
O God, 
If thou wilt not have mercy on my soul, 
Yet for Christ’s sake, whose blood hath ransomed me, 
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Impose some end to my incessant pain. 
Let Faustus live in hell a thousand years, 
A hundred thousand, and at last be saved! 
O no end is limited to damned souls! 
Why wert thou not a creature wanting soul? 
Or why is this immortal that thou hast? 
Ah, Pythagoras metemsucosis, were that true, 
This soul should fly from me and I be changed 
Unto some brutish beast: all beasts are happy, 
For when they die 
Their souls are soon dissolved in elements, 
But mine must live still to be plagued in hell. 
Curst be the parents that engendered me! 
No, Faustus, curse thy self, curse Lucifer 
That hath deprived thee of the joys of heaven. 
[The clock striketh twelve.] 
O, it strikes, it strikes! Now body turn to air, 
Or Lucifer will bear thee quick to hell! 
[Thunder and lightning. 
O soul, be changed into little water drops 
And fall into the ocean, ne’er be found: 
My God, my God, look not so fierce on me! 
[Enter devils.] 
Adders, and Serpents, let me breathe a while: 
Ugly hell, gape not! Come not, Lucifer! 
I’ll burn my books, ah, Mephistopheles! 
° [Exeunt with him. Enter chorus.] 
Chorus: Cut is the branch that might have grown full straight, 60 
And burned is Apollo’s laurel bough 
That sometime grew within this learned man: 
Faustus is gone, regard his hellish fall, 
Whose fiendful fortune may exhort the wise, 
Only to wonder at unlawful things 
Whose deepness doth entice such forward wits 
To practise more than heavenly power permits. 


The Song of Ithamore 
FROM “THE JEW OF MALTA,” ACT 4 


[We'll] sail from hence to Greece, to lovely Greece, 
I’ll be thy Jason, thou my Golden Fleece; 
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Where painted carpets o’er the meads are hurl’d, 
And Bacchus vineyards overspread the world: 
Where woods and forests go in goodly green 

I’ll be Adonis, thou shalt be Love’s Queen. 

The meads, the orchards, and the primrose lanes, 
Instead of sedge and reed, bear sugar canes: 
Thou in those groves, by Dis above, 

Shalt live with me and be my love. 


The Passionate Shepherd to His Love 


Come live with me and be my Love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove 
That valleys, groves, hills, and fields, 
Woods, or steepy mountains yields. 


And we will sit upon the rocks 

Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks, 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 


And I will make thee beds of roses 
And a thousand fragrant posies, 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle; 


A gown made of the finest wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Fair linéd slippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the purest gold; 


A belt of straw and ivy buds 

With coral clasps and amber studs: 
And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Come live with me and be my Love. 


The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May morning: 

If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my Love. 
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Hero the Fatr 


FROM “HERO AND LEANDER” 
At Sestos Hero dwelt, Hero the fair, 
Whom young Apollo courted for her hair, 
And offered as a dower his burning throne 
Where she should sit for men to gaze upon. 
The outside of her garments were of lawn, 
The lining purple silk, with gilt stars drawn, 
Her wide sleeves green, and bordered with a grove 
Where Venus in her naked glory strove 
To please the careless and disdainful eyes 
Of proud Adonis that before her lies; 
Her kirtle blue, whereon was many a stain 
Made with the blood of wretched lovers slain; 
Upon her head she wore a myrtle wreath 
From whence her veil reached to the ground beneath. 
Her veil was artificial flowers and leaves 
Whose workmanship both man and beast deceives: 
Many would praise the sweet smell as she passed, 
When ’twas the odour which her breath forth cast, 
And there for honey bees have sought in vain, 
And beat from thence, have lighted there again. 
About her neck hung chains of pebble stone 
Which, lighted by her neck, like diamonds shone. 
She wore no gloves, for neither’sun nor wind 
Would burn or parch her hands, but to her mind, 
Or warm or cool them, for they took delight 
To play upon those hands, they were so white. 
Buskins of shells all silveréd used she, 
And brancht with blushing coral to the knee 
Where sparrows perched, of hollow pearl and gold, 
Such as the world would wonder to behold: 
Those with sweet water oft her handmaid fills, 
Which as she went would chirrup through the bills. 
Some say for her the fairest Cupid pined 
And looking in her face, was stricken blind. 
But this is true: so like was one the other 
As he imagined Hero was his mother, 
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And oftentimes into her bosom flew, 

About her naked neck his bare arms threw, 

And laid his childish head upon her breast, 

And with still panting rocked, there took his rest. 


It Lies Not in Our Power to Love or Hate 


FROM “‘HERO AND LEANDER” 


It lies not in our power to love or hate, 

For will in us is over-ruled by fate. 

When two are stript long ere the course begin, 
We wish that one should lose, the other win; 
And one especially do we affect 

Of two gold ingots like in each respect. 

The reason no man knows, let it suffice, 
What we behold is censured by our eyes. 
Where both deliberate, the love is slight— 
Who ever loved that loved not at first sight? 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 
1564-1616 


The Death of Adonis 


FROM ‘“‘VENUS AND ADONIS”’ 


Adonis, having disdained the wooing of Venus, goes forth to hunt the 
boar, leaving the Goddess of Love in sore dread lest he be slain. 


Lo! here the gentle lark, weary of rest, 
From his moist cabinet mounts up on high, 
And wakes the morning, from whose silver breast 
The sun ariseth in his majesty; 
Who doth the world so gloriously behold, 
That cedar-tops and hills seem burnish’d gold. 


Venus salutes him with this fair good morrow: 

“O thou clear god, and patron of all light, 

From whom each lamp and shining star doth borrow 

The beauteous influence that makes him bright, 
There lives a son that suck’d an earthly mother, 
May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to other.” 
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This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove, 
Musing the morning is so much o’erworn, 
And yet she hears no tidings of her love; 
She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn: 
Anon she hears them chant it lustily, 
And all in haste she coasteth to the cry. 


And as she runs, the bushes in the way 

Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her face, 

- Some twine about her thigh to make her stay: 

She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace, 
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do ache, 
Hasting to feed her fawn hid in some brake. 


For now she knows it is no gentle chase, 
But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud, 
Because the cry remaineth in one place, 
Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud: 
Finding their enemy to be so curst, 
They all strain courtesy who shall cope him first. 


This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear, 

Through which it enters to surprise her heart; 

Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear, 

With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling part; 
Like soldiers, when their captain once doth yield, 
They basely fly and dare not stay the field. 


Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy, 

Till, cheering up her senses sore dismay’d, 

She tells them ’tis a causeless fantasy, 

And childish error, that they are afraid; 
Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear no more: 
And with that word she spied the hunted boar, 


Whose frothy mouth bepainted all with red, 

Like milk and blood being mingled both together, 

A second fear through all her sinews spread, 

Which madly hurries her she knows not whither: 
This way she runs, and now she will no further, 
But back retires to rate the boar for murther. 
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A thousand spleens bear her a thousand ways, 
She treads the path that she untreads again; 
Her more than haste is mated with delays, 
Like the proceedings of a drunken brain, 
Full of respects, yet nought at all respecting, 
In hand with all things, nought at all effecting. 


Here kennel’d in a brake she finds a hound, 

And asks the weary caitiff for his master, 

And there another licking of his wound, 

*Gainst venom’d sores the only sovereign plaster; 
And here she meets another sadly scowling, 
To whom she speaks, and he replies with howling. 


When he hath ceas’d his ill-resounding noise, 
Another flap-mouth’d mourner, black and grim, 
Against the welkin volleys out his voice; 
Another and another answer him, 
Clapping their proud tails to the ground below, 
Shaking their scratch’d ears, bleeding as they go. 


Look, how the world’s poor people are amaz’d 
At apparitions, signs, and prodigies, 
Whereon with fearful eyes they long have gaz’d, 
Infusing them with dreadful prophecies; 
So she at these sad sighs draws up her breath, 
And, sighing it again, exclaims on Death. 


“‘Hard-favour’d tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean, 
Hateful divorce of love,”—thus chides she Death,—: 
““Grim-grinning ghost, earth’s worm, what dost thcu mean 
To stifle beauty and to steal his breath, 

Who when he liv’d, his breath and beauty set 

Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet?” 


By this, far off she hears some huntsman holla; 
A nurse’s song ne’er pleas’d her babe so well: . 
The dire imagination she did follow 
This sound of hope doth labour to expel; 

For now reviving joy bids her rejoice, 

And flatters her it is Adonis’ voice. 


° 
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Now she unweaves the web that she hath wrought, 
Adonis lives, and Death is not to blame; 
It was not she that call’d him all to naught, 
Now she adds honours to his hateful name; 
She clepes him king of graves, and grave for kings, 
Imperious supreme of all mortal things. 


*“No, no,” quoth she, “‘sweet Death, I did but jest; 
Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear 
Whenas | met the boar, that bloody beast, 
Which knows no pity, but is still severe; 
Then, gentle shadow,—truth I must confess,— 
I rail’d on thee, fearing my love’s decease. 


*°Tis not my fault: the boar provok’d my tongue; 
Be wreak’d on him, invisible commander; 
Tis he, foul creature, that hath done thee wrong; 
I did but act, he’s author of my slander: 
Grief hath two tongues: and never woman yet, 
Could rule them both without ten women’s wit.” 
Thus hoping that Adonis is alive, 
Her rash suspect she doth extenuate; 
And that his beauty may the better thrive, 
With Death she humbly doth insinuate; 
Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs; and stories 
His victories, his triumphs, and his glories. 


“OQ Jove!” quoth she, “how much a fool was I, 
To be of such a weak and silly mind 
To wail his death who lives and must not die 
Till mutual overthrow of mortal kind; 
For he being dead, with him is beauty slain, 
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again. 


“Fie, fie, fond love! thou art so full of fear 

As one with treasure laden, hemm’d with thieves; 

Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear, 

Thy coward heart with false bethinking grieves.” 
Even at this word she hears a merry horn, 
Whereat she leaps that was but late forlorn, 
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As falcon to the lure, away she flies; 

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so light; 

And in her haste unfortunately spies 

The foul boar’s conquest on her fair delight; 
Which seen, her eyes, as murder’d with the view, 
Like stars asham’d of day, themselves withdrew: 


And, being open’d, threw unwilling light 

Upon the wide wound that the boar had trench’d 

In his soft flank; whose wonted lily white 

With purple tears, that his wound wept, was drench’d: 
No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or weed, 
But stole his blood and seem’d with him to bleed. 


This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth, 
Over one shoulder doth she hang her head, 
Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth; 
She thinks he could not die, he is not dead: 
Her voice is stopp’d, her joints forget to bow, 
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now. 


Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly, 

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem three; 

And then she reprehends her mangling eye, 

That makes more gashes where no breach should be: 
His face seems twain, each several limb is doubled; 
For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being troubled. 


“My tongue cannot express my grief for one, 

And yet,” quoth she, ‘‘behold two Adons dead! 

My sighs are blown away, my salt tears gone, 

Mine eyes are turn’d to fire, my heart to lead: 
Heavy heart’s lead, melt at mine eyes’ red fire! 
So shall I die by drops of hot desire. 


““When he beheld his shadow in the brook, 

The fishes spread on it their golden gills; 

When he was by, the birds such pleasure took, 

That some would sing, some other in their bills 
Would bring him mulberries and ripe-red cherries; 
He fed them with his sight, they him with berries. 
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“But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar, 
Whose downward eye still looketh for a grave, 
Ne’er saw the beauteous livery that he wore; 
Witness the entertainment that he gave: 

If he did see his face, why then I know 

He thought to kiss him, and hath kill’d him so. 


**Since thou art dead, lo! here I prophesy, 
Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend: 
It shall be waited on with jealousy, 
Find sweet beginning, but unsavoury end; 
Ne’er settled equally, but high or low; 
That all love’s pleasure shall not match his woe. 


“Tt shall be fickle, false, and full of fraud, 

Bud and be blasted in a breathing-while; 

The bottom poison, and the top o’erstraw’d 

With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile: 
The strongest body shall it make most weak, 


Strike the wise dumb and teach the fool to speak. 


“It shall be cause of war and dire events, 
And set dissension ’twixt the son and sire; 
Subject and servile to all discontents, 
As dry combustious matter is to fire: 
Sith in his prime Death doth my love destroy, 
They that love best their love shall not enjoy.” 


By this, the boy that by her side lay kill’d 

Was melted like a vapour from her sight, 

And in his blood that on the ground lay spill’d, 

A purple flower sprung up, chequer’d with white; 
Resembling well his pale cheeks, and the blood 


Which in round drops upon their whiteness stood. 


She bows her head, the new-sprung flower to smell, 
Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath; 
And says within her bosom it shall dwell, 
Since he himself is reft from her by death: 
She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears 


Green dropping sap, which she compares to tears. 


83 


84 


POETS OFTHE! NEW BIRTH 


“Poor flower,” quoth she, ‘‘this was thy father’s guise, 
Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire 
For every little grief to wet his eyes: 
To grow unto himself was his desire, 
And so ’tis thine; but know, it is as good 
To wither in my breast as in his blood. 


“Here was thy father’s bed, here in my breast; 

Thou art the next of blood, and ’tis thy right: 

Lo! in this hollow cradle take thy rest, 

My throbbing heart shall rock thee day and night: 
There shall not be one minute in an hour 
Wherein I will not kiss my sweet love’s flower.” 


Thus weary of the world, away she hies, 
And yokes her silver doves; by whose swift aid 
Their mistress, mounted, through the empty skies 
In her light chariot quickly is convey’d; 
Holding their course to Paphos, where their queen 
Means to immure herself and not be seen. 


THE SONNETS 
Shall I Compare Thee to a Summer's Day? 


Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate: 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, 
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date: 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines, 
And often is his gold complexion dimmed: 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimmed. 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade, 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow’st, 
Nor shall death brag thou wander’st in his shade, 
When in eternal lines to time thou grow’st; 
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see, 
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee. 
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When in the Chronicle of Wasted Time 


When in the chronicle of wasted time 

I see descriptions of the fairest wights, 

And beauty making beautiful old rhyme 

In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights, 

Then, in the blazon of sweet beauty’s best, 

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 

I see their antique pen would have expressed 

Even such a beauty as you master now. 

So all their praises are but prophecies 

Of this our time, all you prefiguring; 

And, for they looked but with divining eyes, 

They had not skill enough your worth to sing: 
For we, which now behold these present days, 
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues to praise. 


Devovring Time, Blunt Thou the Lion’s Paws 


Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws, 
And make the earth devour her own sweet brood; 
Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws, 
And burn the long-liv’d phoenix in her blood; 
Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets, 
And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time, 
To the wide world and all her fading sweets; 
But I forbid thee one most heinous crime: 
O! carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow, 
Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen; 
Him in thy course untainted do allow 
For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men. 
Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong, 
My love shall in my verse ever live young. 


No Longer Mourn for Me, when I am Dead 


No longer mourn for me, when I am dead, 

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell 

Give warning to the world that I am fled 

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell; 
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Nay, if you read this line, remember not 

The hand that writ it, for I love you so 

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot, 

If thinking on me then should make you woe. 

Oh, if, I say, you look upon this verse 

When I perhaps compounded am with clay, 

Do not so much as my poor name rehearse, 

But let your love even with my life decay; 
Lest the wise world should look into your moan, 
And mock you with me after I am gone. 


Let Me Not to the Marriage of True Minds 


Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments: love is not love 
Which alters when it alteration finds, 
Or bends with the remover to remove. 
Oh, no! it is an ever-fixéd mark 
That looks on tempests, and is never shaken; 
It is the star to every wandering bark, 
Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken. 
Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks 
Within his bending sickle’s compass come; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom: 
If this be error, and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever loved. 


When to the Sessions of Sweet Silent Thought 


When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 

I summon up remembrance of things past, 

I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 

And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste; 
Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow, 

For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night, 
And weep afresh love’s long-since-cancell’d woe, 
And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight. 
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Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 
And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er 
The sad account of fore-bemoanéd moan, 
Which [ new pay as if not paid before: 
—But if the while I think on thee, dear friend, 
All losses are restored, and sorrows end. 


Tir’d with All These, for Restful Death I Cry 


Tir’d with all these, for restful death I cry 
As to behold desert a beggar born, 
And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity, 
And purest faith unhappily forsworn, 
And gilded honour shamefully misplac’d, 
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted, 
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced, 
And strength by limping sway disabled, 
And art made tongue-tied by authority, 
And folly—doctor-like—controlling skill, 
And simple truth miscall’d simplicity, 
And captive good attending captain ill: 
Tir’d with all these, from these would I be gone, 
Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. 


Poor Soul, the Centre of My Sinful Earth 


Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth, 
Foiled by these rebel powers that thee array, 
Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth, 
Painting thy outward walls so costly gay? 
Why so large cost, having so short a lease, 
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend? 
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess, 
Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body’s end? 
Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant’s loss, 
And let that pine to aggravate thy store; 
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross; 
Within be fed, without be rich no more: 
So shalt thou feed on death, that feeds on men, 
And death once dead, there’s no more dying then. 
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What Potions Have I Drunk of Siren Tears 


What potions have I drunk of siren tears, 
Distill’d from limbecks foul as hell within, 
Applying fears to hopes, and hopes to fears, 
Still losing when I saw myself to win! 
What wretched errors hath my heart committed, 
Whilst it hath thought itself so blessed never! 
How have mine eyes out of their spheres been fitted, 
In the distraction of this madding fever! 
O benefit of ill! now I find true 
That better is by evil still made better; 
And ruin’d love, when it is built anew, 
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far greater. 
So I return rebuk’d to my content, 
And gain by ill thrice more than I have spent. 


Then Hate Me when Thou Wilt 


Then hate me when thou wilt; if ever, now; 
Now, while the world is bent my deeds to cross, 
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, 
And do not drop in for an after-loss: 
Ah! do not, when my heart hath ’scaped this sorrow, 
Come in the rearward of a conquered woe; 
Give not a windy night a rainy morrow, 
To linger out a purposed overthrow. 
If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last, 
When other petty griefs have done their spite, 
But in the onset come; so shall I taste 
At first the very worst of fortune’s might; 
And other stiains of woe, which now seem woe, 
Compared with loss of thee will not seem so. 


The Expense of Spirit in a Waste of Shame 


The expense of spirit in a waste of shame 

Is lust in action, and till action, lust 

Is perjur’d, murderous, bloody, full of blame, 
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust; 
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Enjoy’d no sooner but despised straight; 

Past reason hunted; and no sooner had, 

Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait, 

On purpose laid to make the taker mad: 

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so; 

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme; 

A bliss in proof,—and prov’d, a very woe; 

Before, a joy propos’d; behind, a dream. 
All this the world well knows; yet none knows well 
To shun the heaven that leads men to this hell. 


That Time of Year Thou May’st in Me Behold 


That time of year thou may’st in me behold 

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang 

Upon those boughs which shake against the cold, 

Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds sang. 

In me thou see’st the twilight of such day 

As after sunset fadeth in the west; 

Which by and by black night doth take away, 

Death’s second self, that seals up all the rest. 

In me thou see’st the glowing of such fire, 

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 

As the death-bed whereon it must expire, 

Consumed with that which it was nourished by. 
This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong, 
To love that well which thou must leave ere long. 


When, in Disgrace with Fortune and Men’s Eves 


When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes, 

I all alone beweep my outcast state, 

And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries, 
And look upon myself, and curse my fate, 
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
Featured like him, like him with friends possessed, 
Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope, 
With what I most enjoy contented least; 
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Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 

Haply I think on thee, and then my state, 

Like to the lark at break of day arising 

From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate; 
For thy sweet love remembered such wealth brings 
That then I scorn to change my state with kings. 


THE SONGS 
FROM THE PLAYS 
Winter 


When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 
When blood is nipped, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

Tu-whit to-who ! 
A merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all around the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw, 
And birds sit brooding in the snow, 

And Marian’s nose looks red and raw, 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

Tu-whit to-who ! 
A merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 


Who Is Silvia ? 


Who is Silvia? what is she, 

That all our swains commend her? 
Holy, fair, and wise is she; 

The heaven such grace did lend her, 
That she might admiréd be. 
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Is she kind as she is fair? 
For beauty lives with kindness. 
Love doth to her eyes repair, 
To help him of his blindness; 
And, being helped, inhabits there. 


Then to Silvia let us sing, 
That Silvia is excelling; 
She excels each mortal thing 
Upon the dull earth dwelling: 
To her let us garlands bring. 


The Fairies’ Lullaby 


You spotted snakes with double tongue, 
Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen; 
Newts and blind-worms do no wrong, 
Come not near our fairy queen. 
Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in our sweet lullaby: 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby! 
Never harm, nor spell, nor charm, 
Come our lovely lady nigh; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 


Weaving spiders, come not here: 

Hence you long-legged spinners, hence! 

Beetles black, approach not near; 

Worm, nor snail, do no offence. 
Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in our sweet lullaby: 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby! 
Never harm, nor spell, nor charm, 
Come our lovely lady nigh; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 


Tell Me Where Is Fancy Bred 


Tell me where is fancy bred, 

Or in the heart, or in the head? 

How begot, how nourishéd? 
Reply, reply, 


POETS OF THE NEW BIRTH 


_ It is engendered in the eyes, 
With gazing fed; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies: 

Let us all ring fancy’s knell; 
I’ll begin it,—Ding, dong, bell, 
Ding, dong, bell. 


Under the Greenwood Tree 


Under the greenwood tree, 
Who loves to lie with me, 
And turn his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 


Who doth ambition shun, 
And loves to live 1’ the sun, 
Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleased with what he gets, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither; 
Here shall he see 
No enemy 
But winter and rough weather. 


O Mistress Mine, Where Are You Roaming ? 


O mistress mine, where are you roaming? 
Oh, stay and hear! your true Love’s coming, 
That can sing both high and low: 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting; 
Journeys end in lovers’ meeting, 
Every wise man’s son doth know. 


What is love? ’tis not hereafter; 

Present mirth hath present laughter; 
What’s to come is still unsure: 

In delay there lies no plenty: 

Then come kiss me, sweet-and-twenty, 
Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 
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Come Away, Come Away, Death 


Come away, come away, death, 
And in sad cypress let me be laid; 
Fly away, fly away, breath; 
I am slain by a fair cruel maid. 
My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 
Oh, prepare it! 
My part of death, no one so true 
Did share it. 


Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 
On my black coffin let there be strown; 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown: 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 
Lay me, oh, where 
Sad true lover never find my grave, 
To weep there! 


ws 
Take, Oh, Take Those Lips Away 


Take, oh, take those lips away, 
That so sweetly were forsworn; 
And those eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do mislead the morn: 
But my kisses bring again, 
Bring again; 
Seals of love, but sealed in vain, 
Sealed in vain. 


Blow, Blow, Thou Winter Wind 


Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 

As man’s ingratitude; 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 


Although thy breath be rude. 
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Heigh ho! sing, heigh ho! unto the green holly: 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly: 
Then, heigh ho! the holly! 
This life is most jolly. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 
As benefits forgot: 
Though thou the waters warp, 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember’d not. 
Heigh ho! sing, heigh ho! unto the green holly: 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly: 
Then, heigh ho! the holly! 
This life is most jolly. 


Hark! Hark! The Lark at Heaven's Gate Sings 


Hark! hark! the lark at heaven’s gate sings, 
And Phcebus gins arise, 
His steeds to water at those springs 
On chaliced flowers that lies; 
And winking Mary-buds begin to ope their golden eyes: 
With every thing that pretty is, my lady sweet, arise; 
Arise, arise. 


Fear No More the Heat o the Sun 


Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 
Nor the furious winter’s rages; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done, 
Home art gone, and ta’en thy wages: 
Golden lads and girls all must, 
As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 


Fear no more the frown o’ the great; 
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke: 
Care no more to clothe and eat; 
To thee the reed is as the oak: 
The sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 
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Fear no more the lightning-flash, 
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone; 
Fear not slander, censure rash; 
Thou hast finished joy and moan: 
All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 


No exorciser harm thee! 
Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 
Ghost unlaid forbear thee! 
Nothing ill come near thee! 
Quiet consummation have; 
And renownéd be thy grave! 


Where the Bee Sucks, there Suck I 
Where the bee sucks, there suck I; 


In a cowslip’s bell I lie; 

There I couch when owls do cry; 

On the bat’s back I do fly 

After summer merrily: 

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 


Full Fathom Five 


Full fathom five thy father lies; 
Of his bones are coral made; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes: 
Nothing of him that doth fade 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell: 
Ding-dong. 
Hark! now I hear them,—Ding-dong, bell. 
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LYRICAL AND DRAMATIC PASSAGES 


FROM THE PLAYS 


Henry Fifth’s Address to His Soldiers 


FROM “‘KING HENRY THE FIFTH,” ACT III, Sc. II 


Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more: 
Or close the wall up with our English dead! 

In peace there’s nothing so becomes a man 

As modest stillness and humility: 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 

Then imitate the action of the tiger; 

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, 

Disguise fair nature with hard-favour’d rage; 
Then lend the eye a terrible aspect; 

Let it pry through the portage of the head 

Like the brass cannon; let the brow o’erwhelm it 
As fearfully as doth a galled rock 

O’erhang and jutty his confounded base, 

Swill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril wide, 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit 
To his full height! On, on, you noblest English! 
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof; 
Fathers that, like so many Alexanders, 

Have in these parts from morn till even fought, 
And sheath’d their swords for lack of argument. 
Dishonour not your mothers; now attest 

That those whom you call’d fathers did beget you. 
Be copy now to men of grosser blood, 

And teach them how to war. And you, good yeomen, 
Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture; let us swear 

That you are worth your breeding; which I doubt not; 
For there is none of you so mean and base 

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips, 
Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot: 
Follow your spirit; and, upon this charge 

Cry “God for Harry! England and Saint George!” 
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The Course of True Love « 


FROM “A MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM,” ACT I, SC. I; LYSANDER’S 
SPEECHES 


Ay me! for aught that ever I could read, 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth; 
But, either it was different in blood, 

Or else misgraffed in respect of years, 

Or else it stood upon the choice of friends, 
Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 

War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it, 
Making it momentary as a sound, 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream, 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say, “Behold!” 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up: 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 


Romeo and Juliet 
FROM “ROMEO AND JULIET,” ACT II, SC. II 


Capulet’s Orchard. Juliet stands at her window, and has not seen 
Romeo in the garden below. 

Jul.. O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romec? 

Deny thy father, and refuse thy name; 

Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 

And [’ll no longer be a Capulet. 
Rom. [Aside.] Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this? 
Jul. ’Tis but thy name that is my enemy; 

Thou art thyself though, not a Montague. 

What’s Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot, 

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 

Belonging toa man. O! be some other name: 

What’s in a name? that which we call a rose 

By any other name would smell as sweet; 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d, 

Retain that dear perfection which he owes 
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Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name; 
And for that name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myself. 
Rom. I take thee at thy word. 
Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptiz’d; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 
Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen’d in night, 
So stumblest on my counsel? 
Rom. By a name 
I know not how to tell thee who [ am: 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 
Because it is an enemy to thee: 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 
Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 
Of that tongue’s uttering, yet I know the sound: 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague? 
Rom. Neither, fair maid, if either thee dislike. 
Jul. How cam’st thou hither, tell me, and whereforer 
The orchard walls are high and hard tc climb, 
And the place death, considering who thou art, 
If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 
Rom. With love’s light wings did I o’er~perch these walls; 
For stony limits cannot hold love out, 
And what love can do that dares love attempt; 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no stop to me. 
Jul. Ifthey do see thee they will murder thee. 
Rom. Alack! there lies more peril in thine eye 
Than twenty of their swords: look thou but sweet, 
And I am proof against their enmity. 
Jul. I would not for the world they saw thee here. 
Rom. I have night’s cloak to hide me from their eyes, 
And but thou love me, let them find me here; 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 
Jul. By whose direction found’st thou out this place? 
Rom. By Love, that first did prompt me to inquire; 
He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far 
As that vast shore wash’d with the furthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 
Jul. Thou know’st the mask of night is on my face, 
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Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek 
For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night. 
Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke: but farewell compliment! 
Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say “Ay;” 
And I will take thy word; yet, if thou swear’st, 
Thou mayst prove false; at lovers’ perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo! 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully: 
Or if thou think’st I am too quickly won, 
I’ll frown and be perverse and say thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world. 
In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 
And therefore thou mayst think my haviour light: 
But trust me, gentleman, I’ll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 
I should have been more strange, I must confess, 
But that thou over-heard’st, ere I was ’ware, 
My true love’s passion: therefore pardon me, 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 
Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear 
Chat tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops,— 
Jul. O! swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon, 
That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 
Rom. What shall I swear by? 
Jul. Do not swear at all; 
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 
And I'll believe thee. 
Rom. If my heart’s dear love— 
Jul. Well, do not swear. Although I joy in thee, 
I have no joy of this contract to-night: 
It is too rash, too unadvis’d, too sudden; 
Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be 
Ere one can say it lightens. Sweet, good-night! 
This bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. 
Good-night, good-night! as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart as that within my breast! 
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Everlasting Rest 


FROM “ROMEO AND JULIET,’ ACT V, SC. III, ROMEO’S SPEECH 


O my love! my wife! 

Death, that hath suck’d the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty: 

Thou art not conquer’d; beauty’s ensign yet 

Is crimson in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 

And death’s pale flag is not advanced there. 


Why art thou yet so fair? Shall I believe 

That unsubstantial Death is amorous, 

And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 

Thee here in dark to be his paramour? 

For fear of that I still will stay with thee, 

And never from this palace of dim night 

Depart again: here, here will I remain 

With worms that are thy chambermaids; O! here 
Will I set up my everlasting rest, 

And shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 

From this world-wearied flesh. Eyes, look your last! 
Arms, take your last embrace! and, lips, O you 
The doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 

A dateless bargain to engrossing death! 


In Such a Night 


FROM ““THE MERCHANT OF VENICE,” ACT V, SC. I 


Lorenzo The moon shines bright: in such a night as this, 
When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees 
And they did make no noise, in such a night 
Troilus methinks mounted the Troyan walls, 
And sigh’d his soul toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Cressid lay that night. 
Jessica In such a night 
Did Thisbe fearfully o’ertrip the dew, 
And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself, 
And ran dismay’d away. 
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Lor. In such a night 
Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea-banks, and waft her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes. In such a night 
Medea gather’d the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old Ason. 
ud Ot In such a night 
Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew, 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice, 
As far as Belmont. 

es. In such a night 
Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well, 
Stealing her soul with many vows of faith, 
And ne’er a true one. 

Lor. In such a night 
Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 


I Come to Bury Cesar 


FROM “‘JULIUS CAESAR,” ACT III, SC. Il, ANTONY’S FUNERAL 
ORATION 


Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; 
I come to bury Czsar, not to praise him. 
The evil that men do lives after them, 
The good is oft interred with their bones; 
So let it be with Czsar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you Czsar was ambitious; 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault, 
And grievously hath Casar answer’d it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus and the rest,— 
For Brutus is an honourable man; 
So are they all, all honourable men,— 
Come I to speak in Czsar’s funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me: 
But Brutus says he was ambitious; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general coffers fill: 
Did this in Caesar seem ambitious? 
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When that the poor have cried, Cesar hath wept; 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 

Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And Brutus is an houourable man. 

You all did see that on the Lupercal 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse: was this ambition? 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious; 

And, sure, he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cause: 
What cause withholds you then to mourn for him? 
O judgment! thou art fled to brutish beasts, 

And men have lost their reason. Bear with me; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Czsar, 

And I must pause till it come back to me. 


Fourth Cit. Read the will! we'll hear it, Antony; 
You shall read us the will, Czsar’s will. 
Ant. Will you be patient? Will you stay awhile? 
I have o’ershot myself to tell you of it. 
I fear I wrong the honourable men 
Whose daggers have stabb’d Cesar; I do fear it. 
Fourth Cit. They were traitors: honourable men! 
Citizens. The will! the testament! 
Sec. Cit. They were villains, murderers. The will! read the will. 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the will? 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Cesar, 
And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend? and will you give me leave? 


If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. 
You all do know this mantle: I remember 

The first time ever Cesar put it on; 

*Twas on a summer’s evening, in his tent, 

That day he overcame the Nervii. 

Look! in this place ran Cassius’ dagger through: 
See what a rent the envious Casca made: 


Through this the well-beloved Brutus stabb’d; 
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And, as he pluck’d his cursed steel away, 
Mark how the blood of Czsar follow’d it, 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolv’d 
If Brutus so unkindly knock’d or no; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cesar’s angel: 
Judge, O you gods! how dearly Cesar lov’d him. 
This was the most unkindest cut of all; 
For when the noble Czsar saw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitor’s arms, 
Quite vanquish’d him: then burst his mighty heart; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the base of Pompey’s statue, 
Which all the while ran blood, great Czsar fell. 
O! what a fall was there, my countrymen; 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us. 
O! now you weep, and I perceive you feel 
The dint of pity; these are gracious drops. 
Kind souls, what! weep you when you but behold 
Our Czsar’s vesture wounded? Look you here, 
Here is himself, marr’d, as you see, with traitors. 
First Cit. O piteous spectacle! 
Sec. Cit. O noble Czsar! 
Third Cit. O woeful day! 
Fourth Cit. O traitors! villains! 
First Cit. O most bloody sight! 
Sec. Cit. We will be revenged. 


Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not stir you up 
To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 
They that have done this deed are honourable: 
What private griefs they have, alas! I know not, 
That made them do it; they are wise and honourable, 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 
I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts: 
I am no orator, as Brutus is; 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
That love my friend; and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him. 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
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Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 

To stir men’s blood: I only speak right on; 

I tell you that which you yourselves do know, 

Show you sweet Czsar’s wounds, poor poor dumb mouths, 
And bid them speak for me: but were I Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 

Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 

In every wound of Czsar, that should move 

The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 


But Man, Proud Man 


FROM “‘MEASURE FOR MEASURE, ACT II, SC. II, ISABELLA’S SPEECH 


O! it is excellent 
To have a giant’s strength, but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. . . . Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet, 
For every pelting, petty officer 
Would use his heaven for thunder; nothing but thunder. 
Merciful heaven! 
Thou rather with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt 
Split’st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak 
Than the soft myrtle; but man, proud man, 
Dressed in a little brief authority, 
Most ignorant of what he’s most assur’d, 
His glassy essence, like an angry ape, 
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 
As make the angels weep; who, with our spleens, 
Would all themselves laugh mortal. 


Not Poppy, Nor Mandragora 


y} 


FROM “OTHELLO,” ACT III, SC. III 


Not poppy, nor mandragora, 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow’dst yesterday. 
O! now, for ever 
Farewell the tranquil mind; farewell content! 
Farewell the pluméd troop and the big wars 
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That make ambition virtue! O, farewell! 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump. 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner, and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war! 


The Murder Pact 


> 


FROM “‘MACBETH,” ACT I, SC. VII 


ScENE: 4 Room in Macbeth’s Castle. 

Hautboys and torches. Enter, and pass over the stage, a Sewer, and 
divers Servants with dishes and service. Then, enter MACBETH. 
Mach. If it were done when ’tis done, then ’twere well 

It were done quickly; if the assassination 

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch 

With his surcease success; that but this blow 

Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, 

We’d jump the life to come. But in these cases 

We still have judgment here; that we but teach 

Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 

To plague the inventor; this even-handed justice 

Commends the ingredients of our poison’d chalice 

To our own lips. He’s here in double trust: 

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, 

Strong both against the deed; then, as his host, 

Who should against his murderer shut the door, 

Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 

Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues 

Will plead like angels trumpet-tongu’d against 

The deep damnation of his taking-off; 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubin, hors’d 

Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That tears shall drown the wind. I have no spur 

To prick the sides of my intent, but only 

Vaulting ambition, which o’er-leaps itself 

And falls on the other.— 
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Enter Lapy MacBeETH. 
How now! what news? 
Lady M. He has almost supp’d: why have you left the chamber? 
Macb. Hath he ask’d for me? 
Lady M. Know you not he has? 
Mach. We will proceed no further in this business: 
He hath honour’d me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 
Which would be worn now in their newest gloss, 
Not cast aside so soon. 
Lady M. Was the hope drunk, 
Wherein you dress’d yourself? hath it slept since, 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valour 
As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that 
Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own esteem, 
Letting ‘‘I dare not” wait upon “I would,” 
Like the poor cat 1’ the adage? 
Macb. Prithee, peace. 
I dare do all that may become a man; 
Who dares do more is none. 
Lady M. What beast was ’t, then, 
That made you break this enterprise to me? 
When you durst do it then you were a man; 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both: 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know 
How tender ’tis to love the babe that milks me: 
I would, while it was smiling in my face, 
Have pluck’d my nipple from his boneless gums, 
And dash’d the brains out, had I so sworn as you 
Have done to this. 
Macb. If we should fail,— 
Lady M. We fail! 


Burt screw your courage to the sticking-place, 
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And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 
Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey 
Soundly invite him, his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassail so convince 
That memory, the warder of the brain, 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 

A limbeck only; when in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 

The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell? 

Mach. Bring forth men-children only 
For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv’d, 

When we have mark’d with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber and us’d their very daggers, 
That they have done ’t? 

Lady M. Who dares receive it other, 
As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death? 

Macb. I am settled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 

Away, and mock the time with fairest show: 
False face must hide what the false heart doth know. [Exeunt.] 


The Murderers 


2 


FROM “‘MACBETH, ACT II, SC. II 


ScENE: J room in the castle. 


Enter Lapy MacBETH 
Lady M. That which hath made them drunk hath made me bold, 
What hath quench’d them hath given me fire. Hark! 
Peace! 
It was the owl that shriek’d, the fatal bellman, 
Which gives the stern’st good-night. He is about it: 
The doors are open, and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores: I have drugg’d their possets, 
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That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 

Mach. [Within.] Who’s there? what, ho! 

Lady M. Alack! I am afraid they have awak’d, 
And ’tis not done; the attempt and not the deed 
Confounds us. Hark! I laid their daggers ready; 
He could not miss them. Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept I had done ’t. My husband! 


Enter MacBeETH. 
Macb. Ihave done the deed. Didst thou not hear a noise? 
Lady M. I heard the owl scream and the crickets cry. 
Did not you speak? 
Macb. When? 
Lady M. Now. 
Macb. As I descended? 
Lady M. Ay. 
Mach. Hark! 
Who lies i’ the second chamber? 
Lady M. Donalbain. 
Macb. [Looking on his hands.) This is a sorry sight. 
Lady M. A foolish thought to say a sorry sight. 
Macb. There’s one did laugh in’s sleep, and one cried ‘‘ Murder!” 
That they did wake each other: I stood and heard them; 
But they did say their prayers, and address’d them 
Again to sleep. 
Lady M. There are two lodg’d together. 
Mach. One cried “God bless us!” and ‘‘Amen” the other: 
As they had seen me with these hangman’s hands. 
Listening their fear, I could not say “Amen” 
When they did say “‘God bless us!” 
Lady M. Consider it not so deeply. 
Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce ‘‘Amen?” 
I had most need of blessing, and ‘‘Amen”’ 
Stuck in my throat. 
Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 
After these ways; so, it will make us mad. 
Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry “‘Sleep no more! 
Macbeth does murder sleep,” the innocent sleep, 
Sleep that knits up the ravell’d sleave of care, 
The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s bath, 
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Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course, 
Chief nourisher in life’s feast,— 
Lady M. What do you mean? 
Mach. Still it cried, “Sleep no more!” to all the house: 
“Glamis hath murder’d sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more!” 
Lady M. Who was it that thus cried? Why, worthy thane, 
You do unbend your noble strength to think 
So brainsickly of things. Go get some water, 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand. 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 
They must lie there: go carry them, and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 
Macb. I'll go no more: 
I am afraid to think what I have done; 
Look on ’t again I dare not. 
Lady M. Infirm of purpose! 
Give me the daggers. The sleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures; ’tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal; 
For it must seem their guilt. 
[Exit. Knocking within.] 
Macb. Whence is that knocking? 
How is’t with me, when every noise appals me? 
What hands are here! Ha! they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood 
Clean from my hand? No, this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnadine, 
Making the green one red. 


Re-enter Lapy MacsetTu. 

Lady M. My hands are of your colour, but I shame 
To wear a heart so white.—[Knocking within.] I hear a knocking 
At the south entry; retire we to our chamber; 
A little water clears us of this deed; 
How easy is it, then! Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended. [Knocking within.] Hark! more knocking. 
Get on your night-gown, lest occasion call us, 
And show us to be watchers. Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
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Macb. To know my deed ’twere best not know myself. 
[Knocking within.] 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking! I would thou couldst! 


To-morrow, and To-morrow, and To-morrow 


FROM ‘‘MACBETH,” ACT V, SC. V, MACBETH’S SPEECH 


To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the last syllable of recorded time; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage, 
And then is heard no more; it is a tale 

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 


To Be, or Not to Be 


FROM “HAMLET, ACT III, SC. I, HAMLET’S SPEECH 


To be, or not to be: that is the question: 

Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer 

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And by opposing end them? To die: to sleep; 
No more; and, by a sleep to say we end 

The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to, ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, to sleep; 

To sleep: perchance to dream: ay, there’s the rub; 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 

Must give us pause. There’s the respect 

That makes calamity of so long life; 

For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 
The oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely, 
The pangs of dispriz’d love, the law’s delay, 
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FROM ‘‘KING LEAR,’ 


The insolence of office, and the spurns 

That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear, 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life, 

But that the dread of something after death, 
The undiscover’d country from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, puzzles the will, 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 

Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought, 
And enterprises of great pith and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry, 
And lose the name of action. 


Blow, Winds 


ACT III, SC. II, LEAR SPEAKS TO THE STORM 


’ 


Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! rage! blow! 

You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout 

Till you have drench’d our steeples, drown’d the cocks! 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts, 

Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o’ the world! 

Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once 

That make ingrateful man! 

... Rumble thy bellyful! Spit, fire! spout, rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters: 

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness; 

I never gave you kingdom, call’d you children, 

You owe me no subscription: then, let fall 

Your horrible pleasure; here I stand, your slave, 

A poor, infirm, weak, and despis’d old man. 

But yet I call you servile ministers, 

That have with two pernicious daughters join’d 

Your high-engender’d battles ’gainst a head 

So old and white as this. O! O! ’tis foul. 
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Perdita’s Garden 


FROM “THE WINTER’S TALE,” ACT IV, SC. III, PERDITA’S SPEECH 


O Proserpina! 
For the flowers now that frighted thou let’st fall 
From Dis’s waggon! daffodils, 
That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty; violets dim, 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno’s eyes 
Or Cytherea’s breath; pale prime-roses, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his strength, a malady 
Most incident to maids; bold oxlips and 
The crown imperial: lilies of all kinds, 
The flower-de-luce being one. 


Our Revels Now Are Ended 


> 


FROM “‘THE TEMPEST, ACT IV, SC. I, PROSPERO’S SPEECH 


Our revels now are ended. These our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all spirits and 

Are melted into air, into thin air: 

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 
The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 

Is rounded with a sleep. 


HV OEMIPATS' ACRAGMEPHEOEUN 
1567!'-1619 


There Is a Garden in Her Face 


There is a garden in her face 
Where roses and white lilies grow; 
A heavenly paradise is that place 
Wherein all pleasant fruits do flow. 


WALTER DAVISON 


There cherries grow which none may buy, 
Till ““cherry-ripe”’ themselves do cry. 


Those cherries fairly do enclose 
Of orient pearl a double row, 
Which when her lovely laughter shows, 


They look like rosebuds filled with snow. 


Yet them nor peer nor prince can buy, 
Till “‘cherry-ripe” themselves do cry. 


Her eyes like angels watch them still, 
Her brows like bended bows do stand, 

Threatening with piercing frowns to kill 
All that attempt, with eye or hand, 

Those sacred cherries to come nigh, 

Till “‘cherry-ripe” themselves do cry. 
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Dates Unknown 


At Her Fair Hands 


- At her fair hands how have I grace entreated 
With prayers oft repeated! 
Yet still my love is thwarted. 
Heart, let her go, for she’ll not be convarted. 
Say, shall she go? 
Oh no, no, no, no, no! 
She is most fair, though she be marble-hearted. 


How often have my sighs declared my anguish 
Wherein I| daily languish; 
Yet doth she still procure it. 
Heart, let her go, for I cannot endure it. 
Say, shall she go? 
Oh no, no, no, no, no! 


She gave the wound, and she alone must cure it. 


The trickling tears that down my cheeks have flowéd 


My love have often showed; 
Yet still unkind I prove her. 
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Heart, let her go, for nought I do can move her. 
Say, shall she go? 
Oh no, no, no, no, no! 

Though she me hate, I cannot choose but love her. 


But shall I still a true affection owe her, 
Which prayers, sighs, tears do show her? 
And shall she still disdain me? 
Heart, let her go, if they no grace can gain me. 
Say, shall she go? 
Oh no, no, no, no, no! 
She made me hers, and hers she will retain me. 


But if the love that hath, and still doth burn me, 
No love at length return me, 
Out of my thoughts I'll set her. 
Heart, let her go; O heart, I pray thee, let her! 
Say, shall she go? 
Oh no, no, no, no, no! 
Fixed in the heart, how can the heart forget her? 


But if I weep and sigh and often wail me, 
Till tears, sighs, prayérs fail me, 
Shall yet my love perséver? 
Heart, let her go, if she will right thee never. 
Say, shall she go? 
Oh no, no, no, no, no! 
Tears, sighs, prayers fail, but true love lasteth ever. 


TH OMMERASS Se DER eKake bar 
I570?-1641? 


Song 


Virtue’s branches wither, virtue pines, 
O pity, pity, and alack the time! 
Vice doth flourish, vice in glory shines, 
Her gilded boughs above the cedar climb. 


THOMAS DEKKER 11S 


Vice hath golden cheeks, O pity, pity! 
She in every land doth monarchize: 

Virtue is exiled from every city, 
Virtue is a fool, vice only wise. 


O pity, pity! virtue weeping dies, 
Vice laughs to see her faint, alack the time! 
This sinks; with painted wings the other flies: 
Alack, that best should fall, and bad should climb! 


O pity, pity, pity! mourn, not sing! 
Vice is a saint, virtue an underling. 
Vice doth flourish, vice in glory shines, 
Virtue’s branches wither, virtue pines. 


Sweet Content 


Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers? 
O sweet content! 

Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perplexed? 
O punishment! 

Dost thou laugh to see how fools are vexed 

To add to golden numbers, golden numbers? 

O sweet content! O sweet, O sweet content! 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace; 
Honest labour bears a lovely face; 

Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny! 


Canst drink the waters of the crispéd spring? 
O sweet content! 
Swimm ’st thou in wealth, yet sink’st in thine own tears? 
O punishment! 
Then he that patiently want’s burden bears 
No burden bears, but is a king, a king! 
O sweet content! O sweet, O sweet content! 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace; 
Honest labour bears a lovely face; 
Then hey nonny nonny, hey nonny nonny! 
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A.- W. 


Name and dates unknown 


Play, Beggars, Play! 


Bright shines the sun; play, beggars, play! 
Here’s scraps enough to serve to-day. 


What noise of viols is so sweet 
As when our merry clappers ring? 
What mirth doth want where beggars meet? 
A beggar’s life is for a king. 
Eat, drink, and play; sleep when we list; 
Go where we will, so stocks be missed. 
Bright shines the sun; play, beggars, play! 
Here’s scraps enough to serve to-day. 


The world is ours, and ours alone; 
For we alone have worlds at will; 
We purchase not, all is our own; 
Both fields and streets we beggars fill. 
Nor care to get, nor fear to keep, 
Did ever break a beggar’s sleep. 
Bright shines the sun; play, beggars, play! 
Here’s scraps enough to serve to-day. 


BEN JONSON 
L573 1637 


Hymn to Diana 


Queen and Huntress, chaste and fair, 
Now the sun is laid to sleep, 
Seated in thy silver chair, 
State in wonted manner keep: 
Hesperus entreats thy light, 
Goddess excellently bright. 
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Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Dare itself to interpose; 
Cynthia’s shining orb was made 
Heaven to clear when day did close: 
Bless us then with wishéd sight, 
Goddess excellently bright. 


Lay thy bow of pearl apart 
And thy crystal-shining quiver; 
Give unto the flying hart 
Space to breathe, how short soever: 
Thou that mak’st a day of night, 
Goddess excellently bright! 


Slow, Slow, Fresh Fount 


Slow, slow, fresh fount, keep time with my salt tears; 
Yet slower, yet; oh, faintly, gentle springs; 
List to the heavy part the music bears, 
Woe weeps out her division when she sings. 
Droop herbs and flowers; 
Fall grief in showers, 
Our beauties are not ours; 
Oh, I could still, 
Like melting snow upon some craggy hill, 
Drop, drop, drop, drop, 
Since nature’s pride is now a withered daffodil. 


Come, My Celia, Let Us Prove 


Come, my Celia, let us prove, 
While we can, the sports of love; 
Time will not be ours for ever, 
He, at length, our good will sever. 
Spend not then his gifts in vain: 
Suns that set may rise again; 

But if once we lose this light, 

Tis with us perpetual night. 
Why should we defer our joys? 
Fame and rumour are but toys. 
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Cannot we delude the eyes 

Of a few poor household spies? 

Or his easier ears beguile, 

Thus removed by our wile? 

Tis no sin love’s fruits to steal, 
But the sweet thefts to reveal; 

To be taken, to be seen, 

These have crimes accounted been. 


The Power of Poets 


FROM “EPISTLE TO ELIZABETH, COUNTESS OF RUTLAND” 


How many equal with the Argive queen, 

Have beauty known, yet none so famous seen? 
Achilles was not first that valiant was, 

Or, in an army’s head, that, locked in brass, 

Gave killing strokes. There were brave men before 
Ajax, or Idomen, or all the store 

That Homer brought to Troy; yet none so live, 
Because they lack the sacred pen could give 

Like life unto them. Who heaved Hercules 

Unto the stars, or the Tyndarides? 

Who placéd Jason’s Argo in the sky, 

Or set bright Ariadne’s crown so high? 

Who made a lamp of Berenice’s hair, 

Or lifted Cassiopeia in her chair, 

But only Poets, rapt with rage divine? 

And such, or my hopes fail, shall make you shine. 


Still to Be Neat 


Still to be neat, still to be dressed, 

As you were going to a feast; 

Still to be powdered, still perfumed: 
Lady, it is to be presumed, 

Though art’s hid causes are not found, 
All is not sweet, all is not sound. 
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Give me a look, give me a face, 

That makes simplicity a grace; 

Robes loosely flowing, hair as free: 
Such sweet neglect more taketh me 
Then all the adulteries of art; 

They strike mine eyes, but not my heart. 


Epitaph on Elizabeth, L. H. 


Wouldst thou hear what man can say 
In a little? Reader, stay. 
Underneath this stone doth lie 

As much beauty as could die; 
Which in life did harbour give 

To more virtue than doth live. 

If at all she had a fault, 

Leave it buried in this vault. 

One name was Elizabeth, 

Th’ other, let it sleep with death: 
Fitter, where it died, to tell 

Than that it lived at all. Farewell. 


To Celia / 


a 


Drink to me only with thine eyes, 
And I will pledge with mine; 

Or leave a kiss but in the cup, 
And [ll not look for wine. 

The thirst that from the soul doth rise 
Doth ask a drink divine; 

But might I of Jove’s nectar sup, 
I would not change for thine. 


I sent thee late a rosy wreath, 
Not so much honouring thee 

As giving it a hope that there 
It could not wither’d be; 
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But thou thereon didst only breathe 
And sent’st it back to me; 

Since when it grows, and smells, I swear, 
Not of itself, but thee! 


The Triumph of Charis 


See the chariot at hand here of Love, 
Wherein my lady rideth! 
Each that draws is a swan or a dove, 
And well the car Love guideth. 
As she goes, all hearts do duty 
Unto her beauty; 
And enamoured do wish, so they might 
But enjoy such a sight, 
That they still were to run by her side, 
Through swords, through seas, whither she would ride. 


Do but look on her eyes, they do light 
All that Love’s world compriseth! 
Do but look on her hair, it is bright 
As Love’s star when it riseth! 
Do but mark, her forehead’s smoother 
Than words that soothe her; 
And from her arched brows such a grace 
Sheds itself through the face, 
As alone there triumphs to the life 
All the gain, all the good of the elements’ strife. 


Have you seen but a bright lily grow 
Before rude hands have touched it? 
Have you marked but the fall of the snow 
Before the soil hath smutched it? 
Have you felt the wool o’ the beaver, 
Or swan’s down ever? 
Or have smelt 0’ the bud o’ the briar, 
Or the nard 7’ the fire? 
Or have tasted the bag o’ the bee? 
Oh so white, oh so soft, oh so sweet is she! 
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To the Memory of My Beloved, 
Master William Shakespeare 


To draw no envy, Shakespeare, on thy name, 
Am I thus ample to thy book and fame; 

While I confess thy writings to be such 

As neither man, nor muse, can praise too much. 
’Tis true, and all men’s suffrage. But these ways 
Were not the paths I meant unto thy praise; 
For silliest ignorance on these may light, 

Which, when it sounds at best, but echoes right; 
Or blind affection, which doth ne’er advance 
The truth, but gropes, and urgeth all by chance; 
Or crafty malice might pretend this praise, 

And think to ruin, where it seemed to raise. 
These are, as some infamous bawd or whore 
Should praise a matron. What could hurt her more? 
But thou art proof against them, and, indeed, 
Above the ill fortune of them, or the need. 

I therefore will begin. Soul of the age! 

The applause, delight, the wonder of our stage! 
My Shakespeare, rise! I will not lodge thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenser, or bid Beaumont lie 

A little further, to make thee a room: 

Thou are a monument without a tomb, 

And art alive still while thy book doth live 

And we have wits to read and praise to give. 
That I not mix thee so, my brain excuses, 

I mean with great, but disproportioned Muses; 
For if I thought my judgment were of years, 

I should commit thee surely with thy peers, 
And tell how far thou didst our Lily outshine, 
Or sporting Kyd, or Marlowe’s mighty line. 

And though thou hadst small Latin and less Greek, 
From thence to honour thee, I would not seek 
For names; but call forth thundering Aeschylus, 
Euripides, and Sophocles to us; 

Pacuvius, Accius, him of Cordova dead, 

To life again, to hear thy buskin tread, 

And shake a stage; or, when thy socks were on, 
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Leave thee alone for the comparison 

Of all that insolent Greece or haughty Rome 
Sent forth, or since did from their ashes come. 
Triumph, my Britain, thou hast one to show 
To whom all scenes of Europe homage owe. 
He was not of an age, but for all time! 

And all the Muses still were in their prime, 
When, like Apollo, he came forth to warm 
Our ears, or like a Mercury to charm! 

Nature herself was proud of his designs 

And joyed to wear the dressing of his lines! 
Which were so richly spun, and woven so fit 
As, since, she will vouchsafe no other wit. 

The merry Greek, tart Aristophanes, 

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not please; 
But antiquated and deserted lie, 

As they were not of Nature’s family. 

Yet must I not give Nature all; thy art, 

My gentle Shakespeare, must enjoy a part. 
For though the poet’s matter nature be, 

His art doth give the fashion; and, that he 
Who casts to write a living line, must sweat, 
(Such as thine are) and strike the second heat 
Upon the Muses’ anvil; turn the same 

(And himself with it) that he thinks to frame, 
Or, for the laurel, he may gain a scorn; 

For a good poet’s made, as well as born. 

And such wert thou! Look how the father’s face 
Lives in his issue, even so the race 

Of Shakespeare’s mind and manners brightly shines 
In his well turned, and true filéd lines; 

In each of which he seems to shake a lance, 
As brandished at the eyes of ignorance. 

Sweet Swan of Avon! what a sight it were 

To see thee in our waters yet appear, 

And make those flights upon the banks of Thames, 
That so did take Eliza, and our James! 

But stay, I see thee in the hemisphere 
Advanced, and made a constellation there! 
Shine forth, thou Star of poets, and with rage 
Or influence, chide or cheer the drooping stage, 
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Which, since thy flight from hence, hath mourned the night, 
And despairs day, but for thy volume’s light. 


JOHN DONNE 
1573-1631 


The Message 


Send home my long-strayed eyes to me, 
Which, oh! too long have dwelt on thee; 
Yet since there they have learned such ill, 
Such forced fashions 
And false passions, 
That they be 
Made by thee 
Fit for no good sight, keep them still. 


Send home my harmless heart again, 
Which no unworthy thought could stain; 
But if it be taught by thine 
To make jestings 
Of protestings, 
And break both 
Word and oath, 


Keep it, for then ’tis none of mine. 


Yet send me back my heart and eyes, 
That I may know and see thy lies, 
And may laugh and joy, when thou 
Art in anguish 
And dost languish 
For some one 
That will none, 
Or prove as false as thou art now. 


Song 


Go and catch a falling star, 

Get with child a mandrake root, 
Tell me where all times past are, 
Or who cleft the devil’s foot; 
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Teach me to hear mermaids singing, 
Or to keep off envy’s stinging, 

And find 

What wind 


Serves to advance an honest mind. 


If thou be’st born to strange sights, 
Things invisible go see, 
Ride ten thousand days and nights 
Till age snow white hairs on thee; 
Thou, when thou return’st, wilt tell me 
All strange wonders that befell thee, 
And swear 
No where 
Lives a woman true and fair. 


If thou find’st one let me know, 
Such a pilgrimage were sweet; 
Yet do not; I would not go, 
Though at next door we might meet. 
Though she were true when you met her, 
And last till you write your letter, 

Yet she 

Will be 


False, ere I come, to two or three. 


Love’s Deity 


I long to talk with some old lover’s ghost, 
Who died before the god of love was born: 
I cannot think that he, who then loved most, 
Sunk so low as to love one which did scorn. 
But since this god produced a destiny, 
And that vice-nature, custom, lets it be, 
I must love her that loves not me. 


Sure, they which made him god, meant not so much, 
Nor he in his young godhead practised it; 

But when an even flame two hearts did touch, 
His office was indulgently to fit 
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Actives to passives. Correspondency 
Only his subject was; it cannot be 
Love, till I love her that loves me. 


But every modern god will now extend 
His vast prerogative as far as Jove. 

To rage, to lust, to write to, to commend, 
All is the purlieu of the god of love. 

Oh! were we wakened by this tyranny 

To ungod this child again, it could not be 
I should love her, who loves not me. 


Rebel and atheist too, why murmur I, 
As though I felt the worst that love could do? 
Love may make me leave loving, or might try 
A deeper plague, to make her love me too; 
Which, since she loves before, I am loath to see. 
Falsehood is worse than hate; and that must be, 
If she, whom I love, should love me. 


The Relic 


When my grave is broke up again 
Some second guest to entertain 
(For graves have learned that woman-head, 
To be to more than one a bed), 
And he that digs it, spies 
A bracelet of bright hair about the bone, 
Will he not let us alone, 
And think that there a loving couple lies, 
Who thought that this device might be some way 
To make their souls at the last busy day 
Meet at this grave, and make a little stay? 


If this fall in a time, or land, 
Where misdevotion doth command, 
Then he that digs us up will bring 
Us to the bishop and the king 
To make us relics; then 
Thou shalt be a Mary Magdalen, and I 
A something else thereby: 
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All women shall adore us, and some men, 

And, since at such time miracles are sought, 
I would have that age by this paper taught 
What miracles we harmless lovers wrought. 


First we loved well and faithfully, 
Yet knew not what we loved, nor why; 
Difference of sex no more we knew, 
Than our guardian angels do; 
Coming and going we 
Perchance might kiss, but not between those meals; 
Our hands ne’er touched the seals, 
Which nature, injured by late law, sets free: 
These miracles we did; but now, alas! 
All measure, and all language, I should pass, 
Should I tell what a miracle she was. 


Death, Be Not Proud 


Death, be not proud, though some have calléd thee 

Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so: 

For those, whom thou think’st thou dost overthrow, 

Die not, poor Death; nor yet canst thou kill me. 

From rest and sleep, which but thy pictures be, 

Much pleasure, then from thee much more must flow; 

And soonest our best men with thee do go, 

Rest of their bones, and souls’ delivery. 

Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men, 

And doth with poison, war, and sickness dwell; 

And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well 

And better than thy stroke; why swell’st thou then? 
One short sleep past, we wake eternally, 


And Death shall be no more: Death, thou shalt die. 


Forget 


If poisonous minerals, and if that tree 

Whose fruit threw death on else immortal us, 
If lecherous goats, if serpents envious 

Cannot be damn’d, alas! why should I be? 
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Why should intent or reason, born in me, 

Make sins, else equal, in me more heinous? 

And, mercy being easy and glorious 

To God, in His stern wrath why threatens He? 
But who am I, that dare dispute with Thee? 

Oh God, O! of Thine only worthy blood 

And my tears make a heavenly Lethean flood, 
And drown in it my sin’s black memory. 

That Thou remember them, some claim as debt; 
I think it mercy if Thou wilt forget. 


THOMAS HEYWOOD 
1575?-1650 


Pack, Clouds, Away 


FROM “‘THE RAPE OF LUCRECE” 


Pack, clouds, away, and welcome day, 
With night we banish sorrow; 
Sweet air blow soft, mount larks aloft 
To give my Love good-morrow! 
Wings from the wind to please her mind 
Notes from the lark I’ll borrow; 
Bird prune thy wing, nightingale sing, 
To give my Love good-morrow; 
To give my Love good-morrow 
Notes from them both I’ll borrow. 


Wake from thy nest, Robin-red-breast, 
Sing birds in every furrow; 
And from each hill, let music shrill 
Give my fair Love good-morrow! 
Blackbird and thrush in every bush, 
Stare, linnet, and cock-sparrow! 
You pretty elves, amongst yourselves 
Sing my fair Love good-morrow! 
To give my Love good-morrow 
Sing birds in every furrow! 
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SIR JOHN DAVIES 
1569-1626 


Which Is a Proud, and Yet a Wretched Thing 


I know my body’s of so frail a kind, 
As force without, fevers within, can kill; 
I know the heavenly nature of my mind, 
But ’tis corrupted both in wit and will. 


I know my soul hath power to know all things 
Yet is she blind and ignorant in all; 

I know I am one of nature’s little kings, 
Yet to the least and vilest things am thrall. 


I know my life’s a pain, and but a span; 

I know my sense is mocked with everything; 
And to conclude, I know myself a man, 

Which is a proud, and yet a wretched thing. 


JOHN FLETCHER 
1579-1625 
Lay a Garland on My Hearse 


Lay a garland on my hearse 
Of the dismal yew; 

Maidens, willow branches bear, 
Say I diéd true. 


My Love was false, but I was firm 
From my hour of birth. 

Upon my buried body lay 
Lightly, gently, earth. 


Invocation to Sleep 


Care-charming Sleep, thou easer of all woes, 
Brother to Death, sweetly thyself dispose 

On this afflicted prince; fall like a cloud 

In gentle showers; give nothing that is loud 


JOHN WEBSTER—FRANCIS BEAUMONT 


Or painful to his slumbers;—easy, sweet, 
And as a purling stream, thou son of Night, 
Pass by his troubled senses; sing his pain 
Like hollow murmuring wind or silver rain; 
Into this prince gently, oh, gently slide, 
And kiss him into slumbers like a bride! 


JOHN -W_EB'S TER 
1580?-1625? 


A Dirge 


Call for the robin-redbreast and the wren, 

Since o’er shady groves they hover 

And with leaves and flowers do cover 

The friendless bodies of unburied men. 

Call unto his funeral dole 

The ant, the field-mouse, and the mole, 

To rear him hillocks that shall keep him warm 
And, when gay tombs are robbed, sustain no harm; 
But keep the wolf far thence, that’s foe to men, 
For with his nails he’ll dig them up again. 


FRANCIS BEAUMONT 
1584-1616 


On the Life of Man 


Like to the falling of a star, 

Or as the flights of eagles are, 

Or like the fresh spring’s gaudy hue, 
Or silver drops of morning dew, 

Or like a wind that chafes the flood, 
Or bubbles which on water stood: 
Even such is man, whose borrowed light 
Is straight called in and paid to night: 
The wind blows out, the bubble dies, 
The spring intombed in autumn lies; 
The dew’s dried up, the star is shot, 
The flight is past, and man forgot. 
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PART THREE 


PURDTTAN, CAVALIER AND 
COMMON SENSE 


GEORGE WITHER 
1588-1667 


Shall I, Wasting in Despair 


Shall I, wasting in despair, 
Die because a woman’s fair? 
Or make pale my cheeks with care 
’Cause another’s rosy are? 
Be she fairer than the day, 
Or the flowery meads in May, 
If she be not so to me, 
What care I how fair she be? 


Should my heart be grieved or pined 
’Cause I see a woman kind? 
Or a well-disposéd nature 
Joinéd with a lovely feature? 
Be she meeker, kinder than 
Turtle-dove, or pelican, 

If she be not so to me, 


What care I how kind she be? 


Shall a woman’s virtues move 
Me to perish for her love? 
Or her well-deserving, known, 
Make me quite forget mine own? 
Be she with that goodness blessed 
Which may gain her name of best, 
If she be not such to me, 
What care I how good she be? 


’Cause her fortune seems too high, 
Shall I play the fool, and die? 
Those that bear a noble mind, 
Where they want of riches find, 
Think what with them they would do 
That without them dare to woo; 

And unless that mind I see, 

What care I though great she be? 
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Great, or good, or kind, or fair, 

I will ne’er the more despair: 

If she love me, this believe, 

I will die ere she shall grieve: 

If she slight me when I woo, 

I can scorn and let her go; 
For if she be not for me, 
What care I for whom she be? 


WILLIAM BROWNE 
1591-1643? 
On the Death of Marie, Countess of Pembroke 


Underneath this marble hearse 

Lies the subject of all verse: 
Sidney’s sister, Pembroke’s mother: 
Death, ere thou hast killed another, 
Fair, and learn’d, and good as she, 
Time shall throw a dart at thee. 


Marble piles let no man raise 
To her name, for after days; 
Some kind woman born as she 
Reading this, like Niobe, 

Shall turn marble, and become 
Both her mourner and her tomb. 


ROBERT HERRICK 
1591-1674 


The Argument of His Book 


I sing of brooks, of blossoms, birds and bowers: 
Of April, May, of June, and July-flowers. 

I sing of maypoles, hockcarts, wassails, wakes, 

Of bridegrooms, brides, and of their bridal cakes. 
I write of youth, of love, and have access 

By these, to sing of cleanly wantonness 


KLODERT HERRICK 


I sing of dews, of rains, and piece by piece 
OF balm, of oil, of spice and amber-Greece. 
I sing of times transshifting; and J write 
How roses first came red and Jilies white. 

I write of groves, of twilights, and J sing 
The court of Mab, and of the fairy king. 

I write of Hell; I sing, and ever shall, 

Of Heaven, and hope to have it after all. 


To Daffodils 


Fair daffodils, we weep to see 
You haste away #0 soon: 
As yet the early-rising sun 
Has not attain’d his noon. 
Stay, stay, 
Until the hasting day 
Has run 
But to the even-song; 
And, having prayed together, we 
Will go with you along. 


We have short time to stay, a6 you, 
We have as short a spring; 
As quick a growth to meet decay 
As you, or any thing. 
We die, 
As your hours do, and dry 
Away 
Like to the summer’s rain; 
Or as the pearls of morning’s dew 
Ne’er to be found again. 


To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time 


Gather ye rose-buds while ye may, 
Old Time is still a-flying: 

And this same flower that smiles to-day, 
To-morrow will be dying. 
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The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun, 
The higher he’s a-getting, 

The sooner will his race be run, 
And nearer he’s to setting. 


That age is best which is the first, 
When youth and blood are warmer; 

But being spent, the worse, and worst 
Times, still succeed the former. 


Then be not coy, but use your time; 
And while ye may, go marry: 

For having lost but once your prime, 
You may for ever tarry. 


Corinna’s Going A-Maying 


Get up, get up for shame! The blooming morn 
Upon her wings presents the god unshorn. 
See how Aurora throws her fair 
Fresh-quilted colours through the air: 
Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see 
The dew bespangling herb and tree. 
Each flower has wept and bowéd toward the east 
Above an hour since: yet you not dressed; 
Nay! not so much as out of bed? 
When all the birds have matins said 
And sung their thankful hymns, ’tis sin, 
Nay, profanation, to keep in, 
Whenas a thousand virgins on this day 
Spring, sooner than the lark, to fetch in May. 


Rise, and put on your foliage, and be seen 
To come forth, like the spring-time, fresh and green, 
And sweet as Flora. Take no care 
For jewels for your gown or hair: 
Fear not; the leaves will strew 
Gems in abundance upon you: 
Besides, the childhood of the day has kept, 


Against you come, some orient pearls unwept; 
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Come and receive them while the light 

Hangs on the dew-locks of the night: 

And Titan on the eastern hill 

Retires himself, or else stands still 
Till you come forth. Wash, dress, be brief in praying: 
Few beads are best when once we go a-Maying. 


Come, my Corinna, come; and, coming mark 
How each field turns a street, each street a park 
Made green and trimm’d with trees; see how 
Devotion gives each house a bough 
Or branch: each porch, each door, ere this 
An ark, a tabernacle is, 
Made up of white-thorn, neatly interwove; 
As if here were those cooler shades of love. 
Can such delights be in the street 
And open fields and we not see ’t? 
Come, we’ll abroad; and let’s obey 
The proclamation made for May: 
And sin no more, as we have done, by staying; 
But, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying. 


There’s not a budding boy or girl this day 
But is got up, and gone to bring in May. 
A deal of youth, ere this, is come 
Back, and with white-thorn laden, home. 
Some have despatch’d their cakes and cream 
Before that we have left to dream: 
And some have wept, and wooed, and plighted troth, 
And chose their priest, ere we can cast off sloth: 
Many a green-gown has been given; 
Many a kiss, both odd and even: 
Many a glance too has been sent 
From out the eye, love’s firmament; 
Many a jest told of the keys betraying 
This night, and locks pick’d, yet we’re not a-Maying. 


Come, let us go while we are in our prime; 
And take the harmless folly of the time. 
We shall grow old apace, and die 
Before we know our liberty. 
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Our life is short, and our days run 
As fast away as does the sun; 
And, as a vapour or a drop of rain, 
Once lost, can ne’er be found again, 
So when or you or I are made 
A fable, song, or fleeting shade, 
All love, all liking, all delight 
Lies drown’d with us in endless night. 
Then while time serves, and we are but decaying, 
Come, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying. 


The Night-piece, to Julia 


Her eyes the glow-worm lend thee, 
The shooting stars attend thee; 

And the elves also, 

Whose little eyes glow 
Like the sparks of fire, befriend thee. 


No will-o’-the-wisp mislight thee; 

Nor snake or slow-worm bite thee: 
But on, on thy way 
Not making a stay, 

Since ghost there’s none to affright thee. 


Let not the dark thee cumber; 

What though the moon does slumber? 
The stars of the night 
Will lend thee their light, 


Like tapers clear without number. 


Then, Julia, let me woo thee, 

Thus, thus to come unto me: 
And when I shall meet 
Thy silvery feet, 

My soul I’ll pour into thee. 


Delight in Disorder 


A sweet disorder in the dress 
Kindles in clothes a wantonness: 


HENRY KING 


A lawn about the shoulders thrown 
Into a fine distraction; 

An erring lace, which here and there 
Enthralls the crimson stomacher; 

A cuff neglectful, and thereby 
Ribbons to flow confusedly; 

A winning wave, deserving note, 

In the tempestuous petticoat; 

A careless shoe-string, in whose tie 
I see a wild civility,— 

Do more bewitch me, than when art 
Is too precise in every part. 


Eternity 


O years, and age, farewell! 
Behold I go 
Where I do know 
Infinity to dwell. 


And these mine eyes shall see 
All times, how they 
Are lost 1’ the sea 

Of vast Eternity, 


Where never moon shall sway 
The stars; but she, 
And night, shall be 
Drowned in one endless day. 


HENRY KING 
1592-1669 


The Exequy 


Dear loss! since thy untimely fate 
My task hath been to meditate 
On thee, on thee: thou art the book, 
The library whereon I look, 
Though almost blind. For thee, loved clay, 
I languish out, not live, the day, 
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Using no other exercise 

But what I practise with mine eyes: 
By which wet glasses I find out 
How lazily time creeps about 

To one that mourns; this, only this 
My exercise and business is: 

So I compute the weary hours 

With sighs dissolvéd into showers. 


Meantime, thou hast her, earth: much good 
May my harm do thee. Since it stood 
With Heaven’s will I might not call 
Her longer mine, I give thee all 
My short-lived right and interest 
In her, whom living I loved best: 

With a most free and bounteous grief, 

I give thee what I could not keep. 

Be kind to her, and prithee look 

Thou write into thy Doomsday book 

Each parcel of this rarity 

Which in thy casket shrined doth lie: 

See that thou make thy reckoning straight, 
And yield her back again by weight; 


Sleep on, my Love, in thy cold bed 
Never to be disquieted! 
My last good night! Thou wilt not wake 
Till I thy fate shall overtake: 
Till age, or grief, or sickness must 
Marry my body to that dust 
It so much loves; and fill the room 
My heart keeps empty in thy tomb. 
Stay for me there; I will not fail 
To meet thee in that hollow Vale. 
And think not much of my delay; 
I am aiready on the way, 
And follow thee with all the speed 


Desire can make, or sorrows breed. 
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Each minute is a short degree, 

And every hour a step towards thee. 

At night when IJ betake to rest, 

Next morn I rise nearer my west 

Of life, almost by eight hours’ sail, 

Than when sleep breathed his drowsy gale. 


GEO-RIGE -1. E.R BERT 
15903-6331 


Virtue 


Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright, 

The bridal of the earth and sky, 

The dew shall weep thy fall to-night, 
For thou must die. 


Sweet rose, whose hue, angry and brave, 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye, 
Thy root is ever in its grave, 

And thou must die. 


Sweet spring, full of sweet days and roses, 
A box where sweets compacted lie, 
My music shows ye have your closes, 


And all must die. 


Only a sweet and virtuous soul, 

Like seasoned timber, never gives; 

But though the whole world turn to coal, 
Then chiefly lives. 


The Collar 


[ struck the board, and cried, No more; 
I will abroad. 
What! shall I ever sigh and pine? 
My lines and life are free; free as the road, 


Loose as the wind, as large as store. 
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Shall I be still in suit? 
Have I no harvest but a thorn 
To let me blood, and not restore 
What I have lost with cordial fruit? 
Sure there was wine 
Before my sighs did dry it: there was corn 
Before my tears did drown it. 
Is the year only lost to me? 
Have I no bays to crown it? 
No flowers, no garlands gay? All blasted? 
All wasted? 
Not so, my heart; but there is fruit, 
And thou hast hands. 
Recover all thy sigh-blown age 
On double pleasures: leave thy cold dispute 
Of what is fit and not; forsake thy cage, 
Thy rope of sands, 
Which petty thoughts have made, and made to thee 
Good cable, to enforce and draw 
And be thy law, 
While thou didst wink and wouldst not see. 
Away; take heed: 
I will abroad. 
Call in thy death’s head there: tie up thy fears. 
He that forbears 
To suit and serve his need, 
Deserves his load.” 
But as I raved and grew more fierce and wild 
At every word, 
Methought I heard one calling, “‘Child”’: 
And I replied, “My Lord.” 


The Pulley 


When God at first made man, 
Having a glass of blessings standing by; 
“Let us,” said he, “pour on him all we can: 
Let the world’s riches, which disperséd lie, 
Contract into a span.” 
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So strength first made a way; 
Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honour, pleasure: 
When almost all was out, God made a stay, 
Perceiving that alone of all his treasure 

Rest in the bottom lay. 


“For if I should,” said he, 
““Bestow this jewel also on my creature, 
He would adore my gifts instead of me, 
And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature: 
So both should losers be. 


“Yet let him keep the rest, 
But keep them with repining restlessness: 
Let him be rich and weary, that at least 
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 
May toss him to my breast.” 


Love 


Love bade me welcome: yet my soul drew back, 
Guilty of dust and sin. 

But quick-eyed Love, observing me grow slack 
From my first entrance in, 

Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning, 
If I lacked any thing. 


‘A guest,” I answered, “worthy to be here.” 
Love said, ‘‘ You shall be he.” 

“T, the unkind, ungrateful? Ah! my dear, 
I cannot look on thee.” 

Love took my hand, and smiling did reply, 
“Who made the eyes but I?” 


“Truth, Lord! but I have marred them: let my shame 
Go where it doth deserve.” 

“And know you not,” says Love, “who bore the blame?” 
“My dear, then I will serve.” 

You must sit down,” says Love, “‘and taste my meat.” 


So I did sit and eat. 
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The Temper 


How should I praise thee, Lord! how should my rhymes 
Gladly engrave thy love in steel, 
If what my soul doth feel sometimes, 
My soul might ever feel! 


Although there were some forty heavens, or more, 
Sometimes I peer above them all; 
Sometimes I hardly reach a score; 
Sometimes to hell I fall. 


O rack me not to such a vast extent; 
Those distances belong to thee: 
The world’s too little for thy tent, 

A grave too big for me. 


Wilt thou mete arms with man, that thou dost stretch 
A crumb of dust from heaven to hell? 
Will great God measure with a wretch? 
Shall he thy stature spell? 


O let me, when thy roof my soul hath hid, 
O let me roost and nestle there; 
Then of a sinner thou art rid, 


And I of hope and fear. 


Yet, take thy way; for sure thy way is best: 
Stretch or contract me, thy poor debtor; 
This is but tuning of my breast, 

To make the music better. 


Whether I fly with angels, fall with dust, 
Thy hands made both, and I am there: 
Thy power and love, my love and trust, 

Make one place everywhere. 


THOMAS CAREW—JAMES SHIRLEY 


TH OMA Stic Ri BOW 
TeOSt-1099) 


Ask Me No More 


Ask me no more where Jove bestows, 
When June is past, the fading rose; 
For in your beauties, orient deep, 
These flowers, as in their causes, sleep. 


Ask me no more whither do stray ° 
The golden atoms of the day; 

For in pure love heaven did prepare 
Those powders to enrich your hair. 


Ask me no more whither doth haste 
The nightingale, when May is past; 
For in your sweet dividing throat 

She winters, and keeps warm her note. 


Ask me no more where those stars light, 
That downwards fall in dead of night; 
For in your eyes they sit, and there 
Fixéd become, as in their sphere. 


Ask me no more if east or west 
The phoenix builds her spicy nest; 
For unto you at last she flies, 
And in your fragrant bosom dies, 


JAMES SHIRLEY 
1596-1666 


Of Death 


The glories of our blood and state 
Are shadows, not substantial things; 
There is no armour against fate; 
Death lays his icy hand on kings: 
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Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down, 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 


Some men with swords may reap the field, 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill; 
But their strong nerves at last must yield; 

They tame but one another still: 
Early or late, 
They stoop to fate, 
And must give up their murmuring breath, 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 


The garlands wither on your brow, 
Then boast no more your mighty deeds; 
Upon Death’s purple altar now, 
See where the victor-victim bleeds: 
Your heads must come 
To the cold tomb; 
Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet and blossom in their dust. 


SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT 
1606-1668 


The Lark Now Leaves His Watery Nest 


The lark now leaves his watery nest 

And climbing shakes his dewy wings. 
He takes this window for the east, 

And to implore your light he sings, 
Awake, awake! the morn will never rise 

Till she can dress her beauty at your eyes. 


The merchant bows unto the seaman’s star, 

The ploughman from the sun his season takes; 
But still the lcver wonders what they are 

Who look for day before his mistress wakes. 
Awake, awake! break through your veils of lawn; 
Then draw your curtains, and begin the dawn. 
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EDMUND WALLER 
1606-1687 


On a Girdle 


That which her slender waist confined 
Shall now my joyful temples bind: 

No monarch but would give his crown 
His arms might do what this has done. 


It was my Heaven’s extremest sphere, 
The pale which held that lovely dear: 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love 
Did all within this circle move. 


A narrow compass! and yet there 
Dwelt all that’s good and all that’s fair: 
Give me but what this ribband bound, 
Take all the rest the sun goes round. 


Go, Lovely Rose 


Go, lovely rose, 

Tell her that wastes her time and me, 
That now she knows, 

When I resemble her to thee, 

How sweet and fair she seems to be. 


Tell her that ’s young 
And shuns to have her graces spied, 
That hadst thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide, 
Thou must have uncommended died. 


Small is the worth 

Of beauty from the light retired: 
Bid her come forth, 

Suffer herself to be desired, 

And not blush so to be admired. 
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Then die, that she 
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee; 
How small a part of time they share 
That are so wondrous sweet and fair. 


JOHN MILTON 
1608-1674 


The Hymn 


FROM “‘HYMN ON THE MORNING OF CHRIST’S NATIVITY” 


It was the winter wild, 
While the heaven-born child, 

All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies; 
Nature in awe to him 
Had doffed her gawdy trim, 

With her great Master so to sympathize: 
It was no season then for her 
To wanton with the sun, her lusty paramour. 


Only with speeches fair 
She woos the gentle air 

To hide her guilty front with innocent snow, 
And on her naked shame, 
Pollute with sinful blame, 

The saintly veil of maiden white to throw, 
Confounded, that her Maker’s eyes 
Should look so near upon her foul deformities. 


But he her fears to cease, 
Sent down the meek-eyed peace, 

She crowned with olive green, came softly sliding 
Down through the turning sphere 
His ready harbinger, 

With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing, 
And waving wide her myrtle wand, 
She strikes a universal peace through sea and land. 
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No war, or battle’s sound 
Was heard the world around, 

The idle spear and shield were high uphung; 
The hookéd chariot stood 
Unstained with hostile blood, 

The trumpet spake not to the arméd throng, 
And kings sate still with awful eye, 
As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by. 


But peaceful was the night 
Wherein the Prince of light 
His reign of peace upon the earth began: 
The winds with wonder whist, 
Smoothly the waters kissed, 
Whispering new joys to the mild ocean, 
Who now hath quite forgot to rave, 
While birds of calm sit brooding on the charméd wave. 


The stars with deep amaze 
Stand fixed in steadfast gaze, 
Bending one way their precious influence, 
And will not take their flight, 
For all the morning light, 
Or Lucifer that often warned them thence; 
But in their glimmering orbs did glow, 
Until their Lord himself bespake, and bid them go. 


And though the shady gloom 
Had given day her room, 
The sun himself withheld his wonted speed, 
And hid his head for shame, 
As his inferior flame, 
The new enlightened world no more should need; 
He saw a greater Sun appear 
Than his bright throne, or burning axletree could bear. 


De 


The shepherds on the lawn, 
Or ere the point of dawn, 

Sate simply chatting in a rustic row; 
Full little thought they than, 
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That the might Pan 

Was kindly come to live with them below; 
Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep, 
Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep. 


When such music sweet 
Their hearts and ears did greet, 
As never was by mortal finger strook, 
Divinely-warbled voice 
Answering the stringéd noise, 
As all their souls in blissful rapture took: 
The air, such pleasure loth to lose, 
With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly close. 


Nature that heard such sound 
Beneath the hollow round 
Of Cynthia’s seat, the airy region thrilling, 
Now was almost won 
To think her part was done, 
And that her reign had here its last fulfilling; 
She knew such harmony alone 
Could hold all Heaven and Earth in happier union. 


At last surrounds their sight 
A globe of circular light, 

That with long beams the shame-faced night arrayed, 
The helméd cherubim 
And sworded seraphim, 

Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displayed, 
Harping in loud and solemn quire, 
With unexpressive notes to Heaven’s new-born heir. 


Such music (as ’tis said) 
Before was never made, 
But when of old the sons of morning sung, 
While the Creator great 
His constellations set, 
And the well-balanced world on hinges hung, 
And cast the dark foundations deep, 
And bid the weltring waves their oozy channel keep. 


eet 
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Ring out, ye crystal spheres, 
Once bless our human ears, 

(If ye have power to touch our senses so) 
And let your silver chime 
Move in melodious time; 

And let the base of heaven’s deep organ blow, 
And with your ninefold harmony 
Make up full consort to th’ angelike symphony. 


For if such holy song 
Enwrap our fancy long, 

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold, 
And speckled vanity 
Will sicken soon and die, 

And leprous sin will melt from earthly mould, 
And Hell itself will pass away, 
And leave her dolorous mansions to the peering day. 


Toler 


Yea truth, and justice then 
Will down return to men, 
Th’ enameled Arras of the rainbow wearing, 
And mercy set between, 
Throned in celestial sheen, 
With radiant feet the tissued clouds down steering, 
And Heayen, as at some festival, 
Will open wide the gates of her high palace hall. 


But wisest fate says no, 
This must not yet be so, 
The Babe lies yet in smiling infancy, 
That on the bitter cross 
Must redeem our loss; 
So both Himself and us to glorify: 
Yet first to those ychained in sleep, 
The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through the deep, 


With such a horrid clang 
As on mount Sinai rang 
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While the red fire, and smouldring clouds outbrake: 
The aged earth, aghast 
With terror of that blast, 
Shall from the surface to the center shake, 
When at the world’s last session, 
The dreadful judge in middle air shall spread his throne. 


And then at last our bliss 
Full and perfect is, 

But now begins; for from this happy day 
Th’ old dragon under ground 
The straighter limits bound, 

Not half so far casts his usurpéd sway, 
And wrath to see his kingdom fail, 
Swindges the scaly horror of his folded tail. 


The oracles are dumb, 
No voice or hideous hum 

Runs through the archéd roof in words deceiving. 
Apollo from his shrine 
Can no more divine, 

With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving. 
No nightly trance, or breathéd spell, 
Inspires the pale-eyed priest from the prophetic cell. 


The lonely mountains o’er, 
And the resounding shore, 
A voice of weeping heard, and loud lament; 
From haunted spring, and dale 
Edged with poplar pale, 
The parting genius is with sighing sent, 
With flower-inwoven tresses torn 
The nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets mourn 


In consecrated earth, 
And on the holy hearth, 
The lars and lemures moan with midnight plaint, 
In urns and altars round, 
A drear and dying sound 
Affrights the flamens at their service quaint; 
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And the chill marble seems to sweat, 
While each peculiar power forgoes his wonted seat. 


IV 

Peor, and Baalim, 
Forsake their temples dim, 

With that twice-battered god of Palestine, 
And moonéd Ashtaroth, 
Heavens queen and mother both, 

Now sits not girt with tapers holy shine, 
The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn, 
In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Thammuz mourn. 


And sullen Moloch fled, 
Hath left in shadows dred, 
His burning idol all of blackest hue, 
In vain with cymbals ring, 
They call the grisly king, 
In dismal dance about the furnace blue; 
The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 
Isis and Orus, and the dog Anubis haste. 


On Shakespeare 


What needs my Shakespeare for his honoured bones, 
The labour of an age in piléd stones, 

Or that his hallowed reliques should be hid 
Under a star-ypointing pyramid? 

Dear son of memory, great heir of fame, 

What need’st thou such weak witness of thy name? 
Thou in our wonder and astonishment 

Hast built thyself a live-long monument. 

For whilst to the shame of slow-endeavouring art 
Thy easy numbers flow, and that each heart 

Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book 
Those Delphic lines with deep impression took, 
Then thou our fancy of itself bereaving 

Dost make us marble with too much conceiving; 
And so sepilchered in such pomp dost lie, 

That kings for such a tomb would wish to die. 
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On His Blindness 


When I consider how my light is spent 

Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide, 
And that one talent which is death to hide 
Lodged with me useless, though my soul more bent 
To serve therewith my Maker, and present 

My true account, lest he returning chide; 

Doth God exact day-labour, light denied? 

I fondly ask; but Patience, to prevent 

That murmur, soon replies, God doth not need 
Either man’s work, or his own gifts: who best 
Bear his mild yoke, they serve him best: his state 
Is kingly; thousands at his bidding speed 

And post o’er land and ocean without rest: 

They also serve who only stand and wait. 


On the Massacre in Piedmont 


Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughtered saints, whose bones 
Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold, 
Even them who kept thy truth so pure of old 
When all our fathers worship’t stocks and stones. 
Forget not: in thy book record their groans 
Who were thy Sheep and in their ancient fold 
Slain by the bloody Piedmontese that rolled 
Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans 
The vales redoubled to the hills, and they 
To heaven. Their martyred blood and ashes sow 
O’er all the Italian fields where still doth sway 
The triple tyrant: that from these may grow 
A hundred fold, who having learnt thy way 
Early may fly the Babylonian woe. 


L’ Allegro 


Hence, loathed melancholy, 
Of Cerberus, and blackest midnight born, 
In Stygian Cave forlorn 
*Mongst horrid shapes, and shrieks, and sights unholy, 
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Find out some uncouth cell, 

Where brooding darkness spreads his jealous wings, 
And the night raven sings; 

There under ebon shades, and low-browed rocks, 
As ragged as thy locks, 

In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell. 
But come, thou goddess fair and free, 
In Heaven, ycleped Euphrosyne, 

And by men, heart-easing mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a birth 

With two sister graces more 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore; 

Or whether (as some sager sing) 

The frolic wind that breathes the spring, 
Zephyr with Aurora playing, 

As he met her once a maying, 

There on beds of violets blue, 

And fresh-blown roses washed in dew, 
Filled her with thee a daughter fair, 
So buxom, blithe, and debonair. 
Haste thee nymph, and bring with thee 
Jest and youthful jollity, 

Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 
Nods, and becks, and wreathéd smiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe’s cheek, 

And love to live in dimple sleek; 
Sport that wrinkled care derides, 

And laughter holding both his sides. 
Come and trip it as ye go 

On the light fantastic toe, 

And in thy right hand lead with thee, 
The mountain nymph, sweet liberty; 
And if I give thee honour due, 

Mirth, admit me of thy crew 

To live with her, and live with thee, 
In unreprovéd pleasures free; 

To hear the lark begin his flight, 

And singing, startle the dull night, 
From his watch-tower in the skies, 
Till the dappled dawn doth rise; 
Then to come in spite of sorrow, 
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And at my window bid good morrow, 
Through the sweet-briar, or the vine, 
Or the twisted eglantine; 

While the cock with lively din, 
Scatters the rear of darkness thin, 
And to the stack, or the barn-door, 
Stoutly struts his dames before, 

Oft list’ning how the hounds and horn 
Cheerly rouse the slumbering morn, 
From the side of some hoar hill, 
Through the high wood echoing shrill. 
Sometime walking not unseen 

By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green, 
Right against the eastern gate, 

Where the great sun begins his state, 
Robed in flames, and amber light, 
The clouds in thousand liveries dight; 
While the plowman, near at hand, 
Whistles o’er the furrow’d land, 

And the milkmaid singeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his scythe, 
And every shepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 
Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures 
Whilst the landscape round it measures, 
Russet lawns, and fallows gray, 
Where the nibbling flocks do stray, 
Mountains on whose barren breast 
The labouring clouds do often rest; 
Meadows trim with daisies pied, 
Shallow brooks, and rivers wide; 
Towers, and battlements it sees 
Bosomed high in tufted trees, 

Where perhaps some beauty lies, 
The cynosure of neighbouring eyes. 
Hard by, a cottage chimney smokes, 
From betwixt two aged oaks, 

Where Corydon and Thyrsis met, 
Are at their savory dinner set 

Of herbs, and other country messes, 


Which the neat-handed Phillis dresses; 
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And then in haste her bower she leaves, 
With Thestylis to bind the sheaves; 
Or if the earlier season lead 

To the tanned haycock in the mead, 
Sometimes with secure delight 

The up-land hamlets will invite, 

When the merry bells ring round, 

And the jocund rebecks sound 

To many a youth, and many a maid, 
Dancing in the checkered shade; 

And young and old come forth to play 
On a sunshine holiday, 

Till the livelong daylight fail, 

Then to the spicy nut-brown ale, 

With stories told of many a feat, 

How Faery Mab the junkets eat; 

She was pinched, and pulled, she said, 
And he, by friar’s lanthorn led, 

Tells how the drudging Goblin sweat 
To earn his cream-bow] duly set, 

When in one night, ere glimpse of morn, 
His shadowy flail hath threshed the corn 
That ten day-laborers could not end, 
Then lies him down the lubber fiend, 
And stretched out all the chimney’s length, 
Basks at the frre his hairy strength; 

And crop-full out of doors he flings, 

Ere the first cock his matin rings. 

Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 
By whispering winds soon lulled asleep. 
Towered cities please us then, 

And the busy hum of men, 

Where throngs of knights and barons bold, 
In weeks of peace high triumphs hold, 
With store of ladies, whose bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 

Of wit, or arms, while both contend 

To win her grace, whom all commend. 
There let Hymen oft appear 

In saffron robe, with taper clear, 

And pomp, and feast, and revelrv, 
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With mask, and antique pageantry, 
Such sights as youthful poets dream 
On summer eves by haunted stream. 
Then to the well-trod stage anon, 

If Jonson’s learnéd sock be on, 

Or sweetest Shakespeare, fancy’s child, 
Warble his native wood-notes wild. 
And ever against eating cares, 

Lap me in soft Lydian airs, 

Married to immortal verse 

Such as the meeting soul may pierce 
In notes, with many a winding bout 
Of linkéd sweetness long drawn out, 
With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
The melting voice through mazes running; 
Untwisting all the chains that tie 

The hidden soul of harmony. 

That Orpheus’ self may heave his head 
From golden slumber on a bed 

Of heaped Elysian flowers, and hear 
Such strains as would have won the ear 
Of Pluto, to have quite set free 

His half-regained Eurydice. 

These delights, if thou canst give, 
Mirth with thee, I mean to live. 


Il Penseroso 


Hence, vain deluding joys, 

The brood of folly without father bred, 
How little you bested, 

Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys! 
Dwell in some idie brain, 

And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess, 
As thick and numberless 

As the gay motes that people the sun beams, 
Or likest hovering dreams, 

The fickle pensioners of Morpheus train. 
But hail, thou goddess sage and holy, 
Hail, divinest melancholy! 
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Whose saintly visage is too bright 

To hit the sense of human sight; 

And therefore to our weaker view, 
O’erlaid with black, staid Wisdom’s hue. 
Black, but such as in esteem, 

Prince Memnon’s sister might beseem, 
Or that starred Ethiop queen that strove 
To set her beauty’s praise above 

The sea nymphs, and their powers offended. 
Yet thou art higher far descended; 
Thee bright-haired Vesta long of yore, 
To solitary Saturn bore; 

His daughter she (in-Saturn’s reign, 
Such mixture was not held a stain). 

Oft in glimmering bowers, and glades 
He met her, and in secret shades 

Of woody Ida’s inmost grove, 

While yet there was no fear of Jove. 
Come, pensive nun, devout and pure, 
Sober, steadfast, and demure, 

All in a robe of darkest grain, 

Flowing with majestic train, 

And sable stole of Cyprus lawn, 

Over thy decent shoulders drawn. 
Come, but keep thy wonted state, 
With even step and musing gait, 

And looks commercing with the skies, 
Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes. 
There held in holy passion still, 

Forget thyself to marble, till 

With a sad leaden downward cast, 
Thou fix them on the earth as fast. 

And join with thee calm Peace, and Quiet, 
Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet, 
And hears the Muses in a ring, 

Aye round about Jove’s altar sing. 

And add to these retired Leisure, 

That in trim gardens takes his pleasure; 
But first, and chiefest, with thee bring, 
Him that yon soars on golden wing, 
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne, 
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—— 


The cherub Contemplation, 

And the mute Silence hist along, 

’Less Philomel will deign a song, 

In her sweetest, saddest plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke, 
Gently, o’er the accustomed oak. 
Sweet bird that shunnest the noise of folly, 
Most musical, most melancholy! 
Thee, chauntress, oft the woods among, 
I woo to hear thy even-song; 

And missing thee, I walk unseen 

On the dry smooth-shaven green, 

To behold the wandering moon, 

Riding near her highest noon, 

Like one that had been led astray 
Through the heaven’s wide pathless way; 
And oft, as if her head she bowed, 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 

Oft on a plat of rising ground, 

I hear the far-off curfew sound, 

Over some wide-watered shore 
Swinging slow with sullen roar; 

Or if the air will not permit, 

Some still removed place will fit, 
Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 

Far from all resort of mirth, 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or the bellman’s drowsy charm, 

To bless the doors from nightly harm: 
Or let my lamp at midnight hour, 

Be seen in some high lonely tower, 
Where I may oft out-watch the Bear, 
With thrice great Hermes, or unsphere 
The spirit of Plato to unfold 

What worlds, or what vast regions hold 
The immortal mind that hath forsook 
Her mansion in this fleshly nook; 

And of those Demons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 


JOHN MILTON roi 


Whose power hath a true consent 

With planet, or with element. 
Sometime let gorgeous tragedy 

In sceptered pall come sweeping by, 
Presenting Thebes, or Pelops’ line, 

Or the tale of Troy divine, 

Or what (though rare) of later age, 
Ennobled hath the buskin’d stage. 

But, O sad Virgin, that thy power 
Might raise Muszus from his bower, 
Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing 

Such notes as warbled to the string, 
Drew iron tears down Pluto’s cheek, 
And made Hell grant what Love did seek. 
Or call up him that left half told 

The story of Cambuscan bold, 

Of Camball, and of Algarsife, 

And who had Canace to wife, 

That owned the virtuous ring and glass, 
And of the wondrous horse of brass, 

On which the Tartar king did ride; 
And if aught else, great bards beside, 
In sage and solemn tunes have sung, 
Of tourneys and of trophies hung; 

Of forests, and enchantments drear, 
Where more is meant than meets the ear. 
Thus, Night, oft see me in thy pale career, 
Till civil-suited Morn appear, 

Not tricked and frounced as she was wont, 
With the Attic Boy to hunt, 

But kerchiefed in a comely cloud, 
While rocking winds are piping loud, 
Or ushered with a shower still, 

When the gust hath blown his fill, 
Ending on the rustling leaves, 

With minute drops from off the eaves. 
And when the sun begins to fling 

His flaring beams, me, goddess, bring 
To archéd walks of twilight groves, 
And shadows brown that sylvan loves 
Of pine, or monumental oak, 
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Where the rude ax with heaved stroke, 
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt, 
Or fright them from their hallowed haunt. 
There in close covert by some brook, 
Where no profaner eye may look, 

Hide me from day’s garish eye 

While the bee with honied thigh 

That at her flowery work doth sing, 
And the waters murmuring 

With such consort as they keep, 
Entice the dewy-feathered Sleep; 

And let some strange mysterious dream, 
Wave at his wings in airy stream, 

Of lively portraiture displayed, 

Softly on my eyelids laid. 

And as I wake, sweet music’s breath 
Above, about, or underneath, 

Sent by some spirit to mortals good, 
Or the unseen genius of the wood. 

But let my due feet never fail 

To walk the studious cloisters pale, 
And love the high embowéd roof, 
With antique pillars massy proof, 

And storied windows richly dight, 
Casting a dim religious light. 

There let the pealing organ blow, 

To the full voiced choir below, 

In service high, and anthems clear, 

As may with sweetness, through mine ear; 
Dissolve me into ecstasies, 

And bring all heaven before mine eyes. 
And may at last my weary age 

Find out the peaceful hermitage, 

The hairy gown and mossy cell, 
Where I may sit and rightly spell 

Of every star that heaven doth show, 
And every herb that sips the dew; 

Till old experience do attain 

To something like prophetic strain. 
These pleasures, Melancholy, give, 
And I with thee will choose to live. 
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The Star That Bids the Shepherd Fold 


‘ 


FROM “‘comMuUs” 


The star that bids the shepherd fold, 

Now the top of heav’n doth hold, 

And the gilded car of day, 

His glowing axle doth allay 

In the steep Atlantic stream, 

And the slope sun his upward beam 

Shoots against the dusky pole, 

Pacing toward the other goal 

Of his chamber in the east. 

Meanwhile welcome joy, and feast, 
Midnight shout, and revelry, 

Tipsy dance, and jollity. 

Braid your locks with rosy twine 

Dropping odours, dropping wine. 

Rigor now is gone to bed, 

And advice with scrupulous head, 

Strict age, and sour severity, 

With their grave saws in slumber lie. 

We that are of purer fire 

Imitate the starry quire, 

Who in their nightly watchful spheres, 
Lead in swift round the months and years. 
The sounds, and seas with all their finny drove 
Now to the moon in wavering morrice move, 
And on the tawny sands and shelves, 

Trip the pert fairies and the dapper elves; 
By dimpled brook, and fountain brim, 

The wood-nymphs decked with daisies trim, 
Their merry wakes and pastimes keep: 
What hath night to do with sleep? 


Lycidas 


In this monody the author bewails a learned friend, unfortunatly drowned in 
his passage from Chester on the Irish Seas, 1637. And by occasion foretells the 
ruin of our corrupted clergy then in their height. 


Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more 
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never sere, 
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I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude, 
And with forced fingers rude 

Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year. 
Bitter constraint and sad occasion dear 
Compels me to disturb your season due: 

For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime, 
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer. 
Who would not sing for Lycidas? he knew 
Himself to sing, and build the lofty rhyme. 
He must not float upon his watery bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 


Together both, ere the high lawns appeared 
Under the opening eyelids of the morn, 
We drove afield, and both together heard 
What time the gray-fly winds her sultry horn, 
Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night, 
Oft till the star that rose, at evening, bright 
Toward Heaven’s descent had sloped his westering wheel. 
Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute, 
Tempered to the oaten flute; 
Rough Satyrs danced, and Fauns with cloven heel, 
From the glad sound would not be absent long, 
And old Dametas loved to hear our song. 

But O the heavy change, now thou art gone, 
Now thou art gone, and never must return! 
Thee shepherd, thee the woods, and desert caves, 
With wild thyme and the gadding vine o’ergrown, 
And all their echoes mourn. 
The willows, and the hazel copses green, 
Shall now no more be seen, 
Fanning their joyous leaves to thy soft lays. 
As killing as the canker to the rose, 
Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze, 
Or frost to flowers, that their gay wardrop wear, 
When first the white thorn blows; 
Such, Lycidas, thy loss to shepherd’s ear. 
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Alas! What boots it with uncessant care 
To tend the homely slighted shepherd’s trade, 
And strictly meditate the thankless muse? 
Were it not better done as others use, 
To sport with Amaryllis in the shade, 
Or with the tangles of Nezra’s hair? 
Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth raise 
(That last infirmity of noble mind) 
To scorn delights, and live laborious days; 
But the fair guerdon when we hope to find, 
And think to burst out into sudden blaze, 
Comes the blind Fury with the abhorréd shears, 
And slits the thin spun life. “But not the praise,” 
Phcebus replied, and touched my trembling ears: 
“Fame is no plant that grows on mortal soil, 
Nor in the glistering foil 
Set off to the world, nor in broad rumor lies, 
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes, 
And perfect witness of all judging Jove; 
As he pronounces lastly on each deed, 
Of so much fame in Heaven expect thy meed.” 


Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no more, 
For Lycidas your sorrow is not dead, 
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor, 
So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And tricks his beams, and with new spangled ore, 
Flames in the forehead of the morning sky: 
So Lycidas sunk low, but mounted high, 
‘ Through the dear might of him that walked the waves 
Where other groves, and other streams along, 
With Nectar pure his oozy locks he laves, 
And hears the unexpressive nuptial song, 
In the blest kingdoms meek of joy and love. 
There entertain him all the saints above, 
In solemn troops, and sweet societies 
That sing, and singing in their glory move, 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
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Now, Lycidas, the shepherds weep no more; 
Henceforth thou art the genius of the shore, 

In thy large recompense, and shalt be good 

To all that wander in that perilous flood. 

Thus sang the uncouth swain to the oaks and rills, 
While the still morn went out with sandals gray; 
He touched the tender stops of various quills, 
With eager thought warbling his Doric lay: 

And now the sun had stretched out all the hills, 
And now was dropped into the western bay, 

At last he rose, and twitched his mantle blue: 
To-morrow to fresh woods, and pastures new. 


Satan Defiant 


FROM ‘“‘PARADISE LOST,” BOOK I 


Satan, having vainly rebelled against God, is cast down the skies inta 
the Pit of Hell, where he awakes to realize and resist his doom. 


... Him the Almighty Power 

Hurled headlong flaming from the ethereal sky 
With hideous ruin and combustion down 

To bottomless perdition, there to dwell 

In adamantine chains and penal fre, 

Who durst defy the omnipotent to arms. 

Nine times the space that measures day and night 
To mortal men, he with his horrid crew 

Lay vanquished, rolling in the fiery gulf 
Confounded though immortal. But his doom 
Reserved him to more wrath; for now the thought 
Both of lost happiness and lasting pain 

Torments him; round he throws his baleful eyes 
That witnessed huge affliction and dismay 

Mixed with obdurate pride and steadfast hate. 

At once as far as angel’s ken he views 

The dismal situation waste and wild, 

A dungeon horrible, on all sides round 

As one great furnace flamed, yet from those flames 
No light, but rather darkness visible 

Served only to discover sights of woe, 
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Regions of sorrow, doleful shades, where peace 

And rest can never dwell, hope never comes 

That comes to all; but torture without end 

Still urges, and a fiery deluge, fed 

With ever-burning sulphur unconsumed. 

Such place Eternal Justice had prepared 

For those rebellious, here their prison ordained 

In utter darkness, and their portion set 

As far removed from God and light of heaven 

As from the center thrice to the utmost pole. 

O how unlike the place from whence they fell! 
There the companions of his fall, o’erwhelmed 
With floods and whirlwinds of tempestuous fire, 

He soon discerns, and weltering by his side 

One next himself in power, and next in crime, 

Long after known in Palestine, and nam’d 
Beelzebub. To whom th’ Arch-Enemy, 

And thence in heav’n called Satan, with bold words 
Breaking the horrid silence thus began. 

“Tf thou beest he; but O how fall’n! how changed 
From him, who in the happy realms of light 
Clothed with transcendent brightness didst outshine 
Myriads though bright: if he whom mutual league, 
United thoughts and counsels, equal hope, 

And hazard in the glorious enterprise, 

Joined with me once, now misery hath joined 

In equal ruin: into what pit thou seest 

From what height fallen; so much the stronger proved 
He with his thunder, and till then who knew 

The force of those dire arms? Yet not for those, 
Nor what the potent Victor in his rage 

Can else inflict do I repent or change, 

Though changed in outward lustre; that fixed mind 
And high disdain, from sense of injured merit, 
That with the mightiest raised me to contend, 

And to the fierce contention brought along 
Innumerable force of spirits armed 

That durst dislike his reign, and me preferring, 

His utmost power with adverse power opposed 

In dubious battle on the plains of Heaven, 


And shook his throne. What though the field be lost? 
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All is not lost; the unconquerable will, 
And study of revenge, immortal hate, 

And courage never to submit or yield: 
And what is else not to be overcome?” 


The Summons 


FROM “PARADISE LOST,” BOOK I 


Satan, arising, calls his fallen host to council. 


. .. He stood and call’d 

His legions, angel forms, who lay intranced 
Thick as autumnal leaves that strow the brooks 
In Vallombrosa... 

He called so loud, that all the hollow deep 

Of Hell resounded. ‘‘ Princes, potentates, 
Warriors, the flower of Heav’n, once yours, now lost, 
If such astonishment as this can seize 

Eternal spirits; or have ye chosen this place 
After the toil of battle to repose 

Your wearied virtue, for the ease you find 

To slumber here, as in the vales of Heav’n? 
Or in this abject posture have ye sworn 

To adore the Conqueror, who now beholds 
Cherub and seraph rolling in the flood 

With scattered arms and ensigns, till anon 
His swift pursuers from heaven gates discern 
Th’ advantage, and descending tread us down 
Thus drooping, or with linkéd thunderbolts 
Transfix us to the bottom of this gulf? 
Awake, arise, or be forever fallen.” 

They heard, and were abashed, and up they sprung 
Upon the wing, as when men wont to watch 
On duty, sleeping found by whom they dread, 
Rouse and bestir themselves ere weil awake. 
Nor did they not perceive the evil plight 
In which they were, or the fierce pains not feel; 
Yet to their general’s voice they soon obey’d 
Innumerable. As when the potent rod 
Of Amram’s son in Egypt’s evil day 
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Waved round the coast, up called a pitchy cloud 
Of locusts, warping on the eastern wind, 

That o’er the realm of impious Pharaoh hung 
Like night, and darkened all the land of Nile: 
So numberless were those bad angels seen 
Hovering on wing under the cope of Hell 

’* Twixt upper, nether, and surrounding fires... 


All these and more came flocking; but with looks 
Down cast and damp, yet such wherein appeared 
Obscure some glimpse of joy, to have found their chief 
Not in despair, to have found themselves not lost 
In loss itself; which on his countenance cast 

Like doubtful hue: but he his wonted pride 

Soon recollecting, with high words, that bore 
Semblance of worth not substance, gently raised 
Their fainted courage, and dispelled their fears. 
Then straight commands that at the warlike sound 
Of trumpets loud and clarions be upreared 

His mighty standard; that proud honour claimed 
Azazel as his right, a cherub tall, 

Who forthwith from the glittering staff unfurled 
Th’ imperial ensign, which full high advanced 
Shone like a meteor streaming to the wind 

With gems and golden lustre rich imblazed, 
Seraphic arms and trophies: all the while 
Sonorous metal blowing martial sounds, 

At which the universal host upsent 

A shout that tore Hell’s concave, and beyond 
Frighted the reign of Chaos and old Night. 

All in a moment through the gloom were seen 
Ten thousand banners rise into the air 

With orient colours waving: with them rose 

A forest huge of spears, and thronging helms 
Appeared, and serried shields in thick array 

Of depth immeasurable. Anon they move 

In perfect phalanx to the dorian mood 

Of flutes and soft recorders; such as raised 

To height of noblest temper heroes old 

Arming to battle, and instead of rage 

Deliberate valour breathed, firm and unmoved, 
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Awaiting what command their mighty chief 
Had to impose: he through the arméd files 
Darts his experienced eye, and soon traverse 
The whole battalion views, their order due, 
Their visages and stature as of gods, 

Their number last he sums. And now his heart 
Distends with pride, and hardening in his strength 
Glories, for never since created man, 

Met such embodied force, as named with these 
Could merit more than that small infantry 
Warred on by cranes, though all the giant brood 
Of Phlegra with th’ heroic race were joined 
That fought at Thebes and Ilium, on each side 
Mixed with auxiliar gods; and what resounds 
In fable or romance of Uther’s son 

Begirt with British and Armoric knights; 

And all who since, baptized or infidel, 

Jousted in Aspramont or Montalban, 

Damasco, or Marocco, or Trebisond, 

Or whom Biserta sent from Afric shore 

When Charlemagne with all his peerage fell 

By Fontarabbia. 


Satan Views the World 


FROM “‘PARADISE LOST,” BOOK II 


Satan, having passed the pavillion of Chaos and night, rises into the 
lighted spaces. 


. .. He ceased; and Satan stayed not to reply, 
But glad that now his sea should find a shore, 
With fresh alacrity and force renewed 

Springs upward like a pyramid of fire 

Into the wild expanse, and through the shock 
Of fighting elements, on all sides round 
Environed wins his way; harder beset 

And more endangered, than when Argo passed 
Through Bosphorus betwixt the justling rocks; 
Or when Ulysses on the larboard shunned 
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Charybdis, and by th’ other whirlpool steered. 
... But now at last the sacred influence 

Of light appears, and from the walls of heaven 
Shoots far into the bosom of dim night 

A glimmering dawn; here Nature first begins 
Her farthest verge, and Chaos to retire 

As from her outmost works a broken foe 

With tumult less and with less hostile din, 
That Satan with less toil, and now with ease 
Wafts on the calmer wave by dubious light 
And like a weather-beaten vessel holds 

Gladly the port, though shrouds and tackle torn; 
Or in the emptier waste, resembling air, 
Weighs his spread wings, at leisure to behold 
Far off th’ empyreal Heaven, extended wide 
In circuit undetermined square or round, 
With opal towers and battlements adorned 

Of living sapphire, once his native seat; 

And fast by hanging in a golden chain 

This pendant world, in bigness as a star 

Of smallest magnitude close by the moon. 
Thither full fraught with mischievous revenge, 
Accursed, and in a curséd hour he hies. 


Hail, Holy Light! 
FROM “PARADISE LOST, BOOK III 


Hail holy light, offspring of Heaven first-born, 
... Thee I revisit now with bolder wing, 
Escaped the Stygian Pool, though long detained 
In that obscure sojourn, while in my flight 
Through utter and through middle darkness borne 
With other notes then to th’ Orphean Lyre 

I sung of Chaos and Eternal Night, 

Taught by the heavenly muse to venture down 
The dark descent, and up to reascend, 

Though hard and rare: thee I revisit safe, 

And feel thy sovran vital Lamp; but thou 
Revisit’st not these eyes, that roll in vain 
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To find thy piercing ray, and find no dawn; 

So thick a drop serene hath quenched their orbs, 
Or dim suffusion veiled. Yet not the more 
Cease I to wander where the muses haunt 

Clear spring, or shady grove, or sunny hill, 
Smit with the love of sacred song; but chief 
Thee, Sion, and the flow’ry brooks beneath 
That wash thy hallowed feet, and warbling flow, 
Nightly I visit: nor sometimes forget 

Those other two equalled with me in fate, 

(So were I equalled with them in renown!) 
Blind Thamyris and blind Mzonides, 

And Tiresias and Phineus, prophets old. 

Then feed on thoughts, that voluntary move 
Harmonious numbers; as the wakeful bird 

Sings darkling, and in shadiest covert hid 
Tunes her nocturnal note. Thus with the year 
Seasons return, but not to me returns 

Day, or the sweet approach of even or morn, 
Or sight of vernal bloom, or summer’s rose, 

Or flocks, or herds, or human face divine; 

But cloud instead, and ever-during dark 
Surrounds me, from the cheerful ways of men 
Cut off, and for the book of knowledge fair 
Presented with a universal blank 

Of Nature’s works to me expunged and raised, 
And wisdom at one entrance quite shut out. 

So much the rather thou, celestial light, 

Shine inward, and the mind through all her powers 
Irradiate; there plant eyes; all mist from thence 
Purge and disperse, that I may see and tell 

Of things invisible to mortal sight. 


The Panorama 
FROM “PARADISE LOST,” BOOK III 
Satan from hence now on the lower stair 


That scaled by steps of gold to Heaven Gate 
Looks down with wonder at the sudden view 
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Of all this world at once. As when a scout 
Through dark and desert ways with peril gone 
All night, at last by break of cheerful dawn 
Obtains the brow of some high-climbing hill, 
Which to his eye discovers unaware 

The goodly prospect of some foreign land 

First seen, or some renowned metropolis 

With glistering spires and pinnacles adorned, 
Which now the rising sun gilds with his beams. 
Such wonder seized, though after Heaven seen, 
The spirit malign, but much more envy seized 
At sight of all this world beheld so fair. 

Round he surveys, and well might, where he stood 
So high above the circling canopy 

Of night’s extended shade; from eastern point 
Of Libra to the fleecy star that bears 
Andromeda far off Atlantic seas 

Beyond the horizon; then from pole to pole 
He views in breadth, and without longer pause 
Down right into the world’s first region throws 
His flight precipitant, and winds with ease 
Through the pure marble air his oblique way 
Amongst innumerable stars. 


Then when I Am Thy Captive, Talk of Chains ! 


FROM “‘PARADISE LOST, BOOK IV 


Now had night measured with her shadowy cone 
Half way up hill this vast sublunar vault, 
And from their ivory port the cherubim 
Forth issuing at th’ accustomed hour stood armed 
To their night watches in warlike parade, 
When Gabriel to his next in power thus spake. 
““Uzziel, half these draw off, and coast the south 
With strictest watch; these other wheel the north, 
Our circuit meets full west.” As flame they part, 
Half wheeling to the shield, half to the spear. 
From these, two strong and subtle spirits he called 
That near him stood, and gave them thus in charge: 
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“Tthuriel and Zephon, with winged speed 
Search through this Garden, leave unsearched no nook, 
But chiefly where those two fair creatures lodge, 
Now laid perhaps asleep secure of harm. 
This evening from the sun’s decline arrived 
Who tells of some infernal spirit seen 
Hitherward bent (who could have thought?) escaped 
The bars of Hell, on errand bad, no doubt: 
Such where ye find, seize fast, and hither bring.” 
So saying, on he led his radiant files, 
Dazzling the moon; these to the bower direct 
In search of whom they sought: him there they found 
Squat like a toad, close at the ear of Eye; 
... Him thus intent Ithuriel with his spear 
Touch’d lightly; for no falsehood can endure 
Touch of celestial temper, but returns 
Of force to its own likeness: up he starts 
Discovered and surprized. As when a spark 
Lights on a heap of nitrous powder, laid 
Fit for the tun some magazine to store 
Against a rumored war, the smutty grain 
With sudden blaze diffus’d, inflames the air: 
So started up in his own shape the fiend. 
Back stepped those two fair angels half amazed 
So sudden to behold the grisly king; 
Yet thus, unmoved with fear, accost him soon. 
“Which of those rebel spirits adjudged to Hell 
Com’st thou, escaped thy prison, and transformed, 
Why sat’st thou like an enemy in wait 
Here watching at the head of these that sleep?” 
“Know ye not, then,” said Satan, filled with scorn, 
“Know ye not me? Ye knew me once no mate 
For you, there sitting where ye durst not soar; 
Not to know me argues yourselves unknown, 
The lowest of your throng; or if ye know, 
Why ask ye, and superfluous begin 
Your message, like to end as much in vain?” 
To whom thus Zephon, answering scorn with scorn, 
“Think not, revolted spirit, thy shape the same, 
Or undiminished brightness, to be known 
As when thou stood’st in Heaven upright and pure; 
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That glory then, when thou no more wast good, 
Departed from thee, and thou resemblest now 
Thy sin and place of doom obscure and foul. 
But come, for thou, be sure, shalt give account 
To him who sent us, whose charge is to keep 
This place inviolable, and these from harm.” 

So spake the cherub, and his grave rebuke 
Severe in youthful beauty, added grace 
Invincible: abashed the Devil stood, 

And felt how aweful goodness is, and saw 

Virtue in her shape how lovely; saw, and pined 
His loss; but chiefly to find here observed 

His lustre visibly impaired; yet seemed 
Undaunted. “If I must contend,” said he, 
“Best with the best, the sender not the sent, 

Or all at once; more glory will be won, 

Or less be lost.”’ “Thy fear,” said Zephon bold, 
“Will save us trial what the least can do 

Single against the wicked, and thence weak.” 

The Fiend replied not, overcome with rage; 

But like a proud steed reined, went haughty on, 
Champing his iron curb: to strive or fly 

He held it vain; awe from above had quelled 

His heart, not else dismayed. Now drew they nigh 
The western point, where those half-rounding guards 
Just met, and closing, stood in squadron joined 
Awaiting next command. To whom their chief, 
Gabriel, from the front thus called aloud. 

*“O friends, I hear the tread of nimble feet 
Hasting this way, and now by glimpse discern 
Ithuriel and Zephon through the shade, 

And with them comes a third of regal port, 
But faded splendour wan; who by his gait 

And fierce demeanour seems the Prince of Hell, 
Not likely to part hence without contest; 
Stand firm, for in his look defiance lowers.” 

He scarce had ended, when those two approached 
And brief related whom they brought, where found, 
How busied, in what form and posture couched. 

To whom with stern regard thus Gabriel spake. 
““Why hast thou, Satan, broke the bounds prescribed 
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To thy transgressions, and disturbed the charge 
Of others, who approve not to transgress 

By thy example, but have power and right 

To question thy bold entrance on this place; 
Employed, it seems, to violate sleep, and those 
Whose dwelling God hath planted here in bliss?”’ 

To whom thus Satan with contemptuous brow: 
“Gabriel, thou hadst in Heaven th’ esteem of wise, 
And such I held thee; but this question asked 
Puts me in doubt. Lives there who loves his pain? 
Who would not, finding way, break loose from Hell, 
Though thither doomed? Thou wouldst thyself, no doubt, 
And boldly venture to whatever place 
Farthest from pain where thou might’st hope to change 
Torment with ease, and soonest recompense 
Dole with delight, which in this place I sought. . . . 

Thus he in scorn. The warlike angel moved, 
Disdainfully half smiling thus replied. 

““O loss of one in Heaven to judge of wise, 

Since Satan fell, whom folly overthrew, 

And now returns him from his prison ’scaped, 
Gravely in doubt whether to hold them wise 

Or not, who ask what boldness brought him hither 
Unlicenced from his bounds in Hell prescribed. 

. .. But wherefore thou alone? wherefore with thee 
Came not all Hell broke loose? is pain to them 
Less pain, less to be fled, or thou than they 

Less hardy to endure? Courageous chief, 

The first in flight from pain, had’st thou alleged 
To thy deserted host this cause of flight, 

Thou surely hadst not come sole fugitive.” 

To which the Fiend thus answered frowning stern. 
“Not that I less endure, or shrink from pain, 
Insulting angel, well thou know’st I stood 

Thy fiercest, when in battle to thy aid 

The blasting volleyed thunder made all speed 
And seconded thy else not dreaded spear. 

But still thy words at random, as before, 

Argue thy inexperience what behooves 

From hard assays and ill successes past 

A faithful leader, not to hazard all 
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Through ways of danger by himself untried. 
I therefore, I alone first undertook 
To wing the desolate abyss, and spy 
This new created World, whereof in Hell 
Fame is not silent, here in hope to find 
Better abode, and my afflicted powers 
To settle here on Earth, or in mid air; 
Though for possession put to try once more 
What thou and thy gay legions dare against; 
Whose easier business were to serve their Lord 
High up in Heaven, with songs to hymn his throne, 
And practised distances to cringe, not fight.” 
To whom the warrior angel soon replied: 
“To say and straight unsay, pretending first 
Wise to fly pain, professing next the spy, 
Argues no leader, but a liar traced, 
Satan, and couldst thou faithful add? O name, 
O sacred name of faithfulness profaned! 
And thou sly hypocrite, who now wouldst seem 
Patron of liberty, who more than thou 
Once fawned, and cringed, and serviley adored 
Heaven’s awful monarch? wherefore but in hope 
To dispossess him, and thyself to reign? 
But mark what I arreed thee now—avaunt! 
Fly thither whence thou fled’st: if from this hour 
Within these hallowed limits thou appear, 
Back to th’ infernal pit I drag thee chained, 
And seal thee so, as henceforth not to scorn 
The facile gates of Hell too slightly barred.” 
So threatened he, but Satan to no threats 
Gave heed, but waxing more in rage replied: 
“Then when I am thy captive talk of chains, 
Proud limitary cherub, but ere then 
Far heavier load thyself expect to feel 
From my prevailing arm, though Heaven’s King 
Ride on thy wings, and thou with thy compeers, 
Used to the yoke draw’st his triumphant wheels 
In progress through the road of Heaven star-pav’d.” 
While thus he spake, th’ angelic squadron bright 
Turned fiery red, sharp’ning in moonéd horns 
Their phalanx, and began to hem him round 
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With ported spears, as thick as when a field 

Of Ceres ripe for harvest waving bends 

Her bearded grove of ears, which way the wind 

Sways them; the careful plowman doubting stands 

Least on the threshing floor his hopeful sheaves 

Prove chaff. On th’ other side Satan, alarmed, 

Collecting all his might, dilated stood, 

Like Teneriff or Atlas unremoved; 

His stature reached the sky, and on his crest 

Sat horror plumed; nor wanted in his grasp 

What seemed both spear and shield. Now dreadful deeds 

Might have ensued, nor only Paradise 

In this commotion, but the starry cope 

Of Heaven perhaps, or all the elements 

At least had gone to rack, disturbed and torn 

With violence of this conflict, had not soon 

Th’ Eternal to prevent such horrid fray 

Hung forth in Heaven his golden scales, yet seen 

Betwixt Astrea and the Scorpion sign, 

Wherein all things created first he weighed, 

The pendulous round Earth with balanced air 

In counterpoise, now ponders all events, 

Battles and realms; in these he put two weights 

The sequel each of parting and of fight; 

The latter quick upflew, and kicked the beam; 

Which Gabriel spying, thus bespake the Fiend: 
“Satan, I know thy strength, and thou knowst mine, 

Neither our own but giv’n; what folly then 

To boast what arms can do, since thine no more 

Than Heav’n permits; nor mine; though doubled now 

To trample thee as mire. For proof look up, 

And read thy lot in yon celestial sign 

Where thou art weighed, and shown how light, how weak, 

If thou resist.”” The Fiend looked up and knew 

His mounted scale aloft: nor more; but fled 

Murmuring, and with him fled the shades of night. 
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O Dark, Dark, Dark 


FROM ‘‘SAMSON AGONISTES”’ 


O wherefore was my birth from heaven foretold 
Twice by an Angel, who at last in sight 

Of both my parents all in flames ascended 
From off the altar, where an off’ring burned, 
As in a fiery column charioting 

His godlike presence, and from some great act 
Or benefit revealed to Abraham’s race? 

Why was my breeding ordered and prescribed 
As of a person separate to God, 

Designed for great exploits; if I must die 
Betrayed, captived, and both my eyes put out, 
Made of my enemies the scorn and gaze; 

To grind in brazen fetters under task 

With this heav’n-gifted strength? O glorious strength 
Put to the labour of a beast, debased 

Lower than bondslave! Promise was that I 
Should Israel from Philistian yoke deliver; 

Ask for this great deliverer now, and find him 
Eyeless in Gaza at the mill with slaves. 


...O dark, dark, dark, amid the blaze of noon; 
Irrecoverably dark, total eclipse 

Without all hope of day! 

O first created beam, and thou great word, 
“Let there be light,”’ and light was over all; 
Why am I thus bereaved thy prime decree? 
The sun to me is dark 

And silent as the moon, 

When she deserts the night 

Hid in her vacant interlunar cave. 

Since light so necessary is to life, 

And almost life itself, if it be true 

That light is in the soul, 

She all in every part; why was the sight 

To such a tender ball as th’ eye confined? 
So obvious and so easy to be quenched 
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And not as feeling through all parts diffused, 
That she might look at will through every pore? 
Then had I not been thus exiled from light; 
As in the land of darkness yet in light, 

To live a life half dead, a living death, 

And buried; but O yet more miserable! 
Myself, my sepulcher, a moving grave, 
Buried, yet not exempt 

By privilege of death and burial 

From worst of other evils, pains and wrongs, 
But made hereby obnoxious more 

To all the miseries of life, 

Life in captivity 

Among inhuman foes. 


SER | OWN “St kL DT NG 
1609-1642 


Why So Pale and Wan, Fond Lover? 


Why so pale and wan, fond lover? 
Prithee why so pale? 

Will, when looking well can’t move her, 
Looking ill prevail? 
Prithee why so pale? 


Why so dull and mute, young sinner? 
Prithee why so mute? 

Will, when speaking well can’t win her, 
Saying nothing do ’t? 
Prithee why so mute? 


Quit, quit, for shame; this will not move, 
This cannot take her; 

If of herself she will not love, 
Nothing can make her: 
The devil take her! 
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Song 


Out upon it, I have loved 
Three whole days together; 
And am like to love three more, 
If it prove fair weather. 


Time shall moult away his wings 
Ere he shall discover 

In the whole wide world again 
Such a constant lover. 


But the spite on’t is, no praise 
Is due at all to me: 

Love with me had made no stays, 
Had it any been but she. 


Had it any been but she, 
And that very face, 

There had been at least ere this 
A dozen dozen in her place. 


REL GeH TAP: DeICERSAL StH ASV, 
1613?-1649 


An Epitaph upon a Young Married Couple 
Dead and Buried Together 


To these, whom Death again did wed, 
This grave’s their second marriage-bed; 
For though the hand of Fate could force 
*Twixt soul and body a divorce, 

It could not sunder man and wife, 
Because they both lived but one life. 
Peace, good Reader, do not weep. 
Peace, the lovers are asleep. 


They, sweet turtles, folded lie 
In the last knot Love could tie. 
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And though they lie as they were dead, 
Their pillow stone, their sheets of lead, 
(Pillow hard, and sheets not warm) 

Love made the bed; they’ll take no harm. 
Let them sleep: let them sleep on, 

Till this stormy night be gone, 

Till the eternal morrow dawn; 

Then the curtains will be drawn 

And they wake into a light, 

Whose day shall never die in night. 


Wishes 


TO HIS (SUPPOSED) MISTRESS 


Whoe’er she be 
That not impossible she 
That shall command my heart and me; 


Where’er she lie, 
Locked up from mortal eye, 
In shady leaves of destiny; 


Till that ripe birth 
Of studied fate stand forth 
And teach her fair steps tread our earth; 


Till that divine 
Idea take a shrine 
Of crystal flesh, through which to shine; 


Meet you her, my wishes, 
Bespeak her to my blisses, 
And be ye called my absent kisses. 


I wish her beauty, 
That owes not all its duty 
To gaudy tire, or glistering shoo-ty;! 


1Shoe-tie. 
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Something more than 
Taffeta or tissue can, 
Or rampant feather, or rich fan; 


More than the spoil 
Of shop, or silkworm’s toil, 
Or a bought blush, or a set smile; 


A face that’s best 
By its own beauty dressed, 
And can alone command the rest; 


A face made up 
Out of no other shop 
Than what Nature’s white hand sets ope; 


A cheek where youth 
And blood, with pen of truth 
Write what the reader sweetly ru’th; 


A cheek where grows 
More than a morning rose, 
Which to no box its being owes; 


Lips where all day 
A lover’s kiss may play, 
Yet carry nothing thence away; 


Looks that oppress 
Their richest tires, but dress 
And clothe their simplest nakedness; 


Eyes that displace 
The neighbour diamond and outface 
That sun-shine by their own sweet grace; 


Tresses that wear 
Jewels, but to declare 
How much themselves more precious are, 
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Whose native ray 
Can tame the wanton day 
Of gems that in their bright shades play; 


Each ruby there 
Or pearl that dares appear, 
Be its own blush, be its own tear; 


A well-tamed heart, 
For whose more noble smart 
Love may be long choosing a dart; 


Eyes that bestow 
Full quivers on Love’s bow, 
Yet pay less arrows than they owe; 


Smiles that can warm 
The blood, yet teach a charm 
That chastity shall take no harm; 


Blushes that bin 
The burnish of no sin, 
Nor flames of aught too hot within; 


Joys that confess 
Virtue their mistress, 
And have no other head to dress; 


Fears fond and slight 
As the coy bride’s, when night 
First does the longing lover right; 


Tears quickly fled 
And vain, as those are shed 
For a dying maidenhead; 


Days that need borrow 
No part of their good morrow 
From a fore-spent night of sorrow; 


RICHARD CRASHAW 185 


I wish her store 
Of worth may leave her poor 
Of wishes: and I wish—no more. 


Her that dares be 
What these lines wish to see: 
I seek no further, it is she. 


*Tis she: and here 
Lo! I unclothe and clear 
My wishes’ cloudy character. 


May she enjoy it 
Whose merit dares apply it 
But modesty dares still deny it. 


Such worth as this is 
Shall fix my flying wishes, 
And determine them to kisses. 


Let her full glory, 
My fancies! fly before ye; 
Be ye my fictions, but her story. 


The Flaming Heart 


UPON THE BOOK AND PICTURE OF THE SERAPHICAL SAINT TERESA, 
AS SHE IS USUALLY EXPRESSED WITH A SERAPHIM BESIDE HER 


O thou undaunted daughter of desires! 

By all thy dower of lights and fires; 

By all the eagle in thee, all the dove; 

By all thy lives and deaths of love; 

By thy large draughts of intellectual day, 

And by thy thirst of love more large than they; 
By all thy brim-filled bowls of fierce desire, 

By thy last morning’s draught of liquid fire; 

By the full kingdom of that final kiss 

That seized thy parting soul, and sealed thee his; 
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By all the heavens thou hast in him, 
Fair sister of the seraphim! 

By all of him we have in thee; 
Leave nothing of myself in me. 

Let me so read thy life, that I 

Unto all life of mine may die. 


AY BeRe Aw Hn Am Vin GrORVWirisab ny, 
1618-1667 


The Thief 


Thou robb’st my days of business and delights, 
Of sleep thou robb’st my nights; 
Ah, lovely thief, what wilt thou do? 
What? rob me of Heaven too? 
Thou even my prayers dost steal from me: 
And I, with wild idolatry, 

Begin, to God, and end them all, to thee. 


Is it a sin to love, that it should thus 
Like an ill conscience torture us? 
Whate’er I do, where’er I go 
(None guiltless e’er was haunted so) 
Still, still, methinks, thy face I view, 
And still thy shape does me pursue, 
As if, not you me, but I had murthered you. 


From books I strive some remedy to take, 
But thy name all the letters make: 
Whate’er ’tis writ, I find that there, 
Like points and commas everywhere. 

Me blessed for this let no man hold; 
For I, as Midas did of old, 
Perish by turning every thing to gold. 


What do I seek, alas, or why do I 
Attempt in vain from thee to fly? 
For, making thee my deity, 

I gave thee then ubiquity. 


ABRAHAM COWLEY 


My pains resemble hell in this: 
The divine presence there too is, 
But to torment men, not to give them bliss. 


The Wish 


Well then; I now do plainly see 

This busy world and I shall ne’er agree. 

The very honey of all earthly joy 

Does, of all meats, the soonest cloy; 
And they, methinks, deserve my pity 

Who for it can endure the stings, 

The crowd, and buzz, and murmurings 
Of this great hive, the city. 


Ah yet, ere I descend to the grave, 
May I a small house and large garden have; 
And a few friends, and many books, both true, 
Both wise, and both delightful too! 

And since love ne’er will from me flee, 
A mistress moderately fair, 
And good as guardian angels are, 

Only beloved, and loving me! 


O fountains! when in you shall I 
Myself eased of unpeaceful thoughts espy? 
O fields! O woods! when, when shall I be made 
The happy tenant of your shade? 

Here’s the spring-head of pleasure’s flood; 
Here’s wealthy Nature’s treasury, 
Where all the riches lie that she 

Has coined and stamped for good. 


Pride and ambition here 
Only in far-fetched metaphors appear; 
Here nought but winds can hurtful murmurs scatter, 
And nought but echo flatter. 
The gods, when they descended, hither 
From keaven did always choose their way; 
And therefore we may boldly say 
That ’tis the way too thither. 
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How happy here should I 
And one dear she live, and embracing die 
She who is all the world, and can exclude 
In deserts solitude. 

I should have then this only fear; 
Lest men, when they my pleasures see, 
Should hither throng to live like me, 

And so make a city here. 


Ry CoHheAgks Dae tO Weabrl aiGek 
1618-1658 


To Lucasta 
GOING TO THE WARS 


Tell me not, Sweet, I am unkind 
That from the nunnery 

Of thy chaste breast, and quiet mind, 
To war and arms I fly. 


True, a new mistress now I chase, 
The first foe in the field; 

And with a stronger faith embrace 
A sword, a horse, a shield. 


Yet this inconstancy is such 
As you too shall adore; 

I could not love thee, Dear, so much, 
Loved I not honour more. 


To Althea, from Prison 


When Love with unconfinéd wings 
Hovers within my gates, 

And my divine Althea brings 
To whisper at the grates; 

When I lie tangled in her hair 
And fettered to her eye, 

The gods, that wanton in the air, 
Know no such liberty. 
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When flowing cups run swiftly round 
With no allaying Thames, 
Our careless heads with roses bound, 
Our hearts with loyal flames; 
When thirsty grief in wine we steep, 
When healths and draughts go free, 
Fishes, that tipple in the deep, 
Know no such liberty. 


When, like committed linnets, I 
With shriller throat shall sing 

The sweetness, mercy, majesty 
And glories of my King; 

When I shall voice aloud, how good 
He is, how great should be, 

Enlargéd winds, that curl the flood, 
Know no such liberty. 


Stone walls do not a prison make, 
Nor iron bars a cage} 

Minds innocent and quiet take 
That for an hermitage: 

If I have freedom in my love, 
And in my soul am free, 

Angels alone, that soar above, 
Enjoy such liberty. 


ANDREW MARVELL 
1621-1678 


The Garden 


. .. When we have run our passion’s heat, 
Love hither makes his best retreat. 

The gods, that mortal beauty chase, 

Still in a tree did end their race: 

Apollo hunted Daphne so, 

Only that she might laurel grow; 

And Pan did after Syrinx speed, 

Not as a nymph, but for a reed. 
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What wondrous life in this I lead! 
Ripe apples drop about my head; 
The luscious clusters of the vine 
Upon my mouth do crush their wine; 
The nectarine, and curious peach, 
Into my hands themselves do reach; 
Stumbling on melons, as I pass, 
Ensnared with flowers, I fall on grass. 


Meanwhile the mind, from pleasure less, 
Withdraws into its happiness: 

The mind, that ocean where each kind 
Does straight its own resemblance find; 
Yet it creates, transcending these, 

Far other worlds, and other seas; 
Annihilating all that’s made 

To a green thought in a green shade. 


Here at the fountain’s sliding foot, 

Or at some fruit-tree’s mossy root, 
Casting the body’s vest aside, 

My soul into the boughs does glide: 
There like a bird it sits and sings, 

Then whets, and combs its silver wings; 
And, till prepared for longer flight, 
Waves in its plumes the various light. 


Such was that happy garden-state, 
While man there walked without a mate? 
After a place so pure and sweet, 

What other help could yet be meet? 

But ’twas beyond a mortal’s share 

To wander solitary there: 

Two Paradises ’twere in one, 

To live in Paradise alone. 


How well the skilful gardener drew 
Of flowers and herbs this dial new! 
Where, from above, the milder sun 
Does through a fragrant zodiac run; 
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And, as it works, the industrious bee 
Computes its time as well as we. 

How could such sweet and wholesome hours 
Be reckoned but with herbs and flowers? 


The Definition of Love 


My love is of a birth as rare 

As ’tis for object strange and high: 
It was begotten by Despair 

Upon Impossibility. 


Magnanimous Despair alone 
Could show me so divine a thing, 
Where feeble Hope could ne’er have flown 
But vainly flapped its tinsel wing. 


And yet I quickly might arrive 
Where my extended soul is fixed; 

But Fate does iron wedges drive, 
And always crowds itself betwixt. 


For Fate with jealous eye doth see 

Two perfect loves; nor lets them close: 
Their union would her ruin be 

And her tyrannic power depose. 


And therefore her decrees of steel 
Us as the distant poles have placed, 
(Though Love’s whole world on us doth wheel) 
Not by themselves to be embraced: 


Unless the giddy heaven fall, 
And earth some new convulsion tear, 
And, us to join, the world should all 
Be cramped into a planisphere. 


As lines, so loves oblique may well 
Themselves in every angle greet: 

But ours, so truly parallel, 
Though infinite can never meet. 
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Therefore the love which us doth bind, 
But Fate so enviously debars, 

Is the conjunction of the mind, 
And opposition of the stars. 


To His Coy Mistress 


Had we but world enough, and time, 
This coyness, Lady, were no crime. 

We would sit down, and think which way 
To walk, and pass our long love’s day. 
Thou by the Indian Ganges’ side 
Shouldst rubies find; I by the tide 

Of Humber would complain. I would 
Love you ten years before the Flood; 
And you should, if you please, refuse 
Till the conversion of the Jews. 

My vegetable love should grow 

Vaster than empires, and more slow; 

An hundred years should go to praise 
Thine eyes and on thy forehead gaze; 
Two hundred to adore each breast; 

But thirty thousand to the rest: 

An age, at least, to every part, 

And the last age should show your heart. 
For, Lady, you deserve this state; 

Nor would I love at lower rate. 

But, at my back, I always hear 
Time’s wingéd chariot hurrying near: 
And yonder, all before us lie 
Deserts of vast eternity. 

Thy beauty shall no more be found; 
Nor, in thy marble vault, shall sound 
My echoing song. Then worms shall try 
That long preserved virginity: 

And your quaint honour turn to dust; 
And into ashes all my lust. 

The grave’s a fine and private place, 
But none, I think, do there embrace. 


HENRY VAUGHAN 


Now, therefore, while the youthful hue 


Sits on thy skin like morning dew, 
And while thy willing soul transpires 
At every pore with instant fires, 
Now let us sport us while we may; 
And now, like amorous birds of prey, 
Rather at once our time devour, 


_ Than languish in his slow-chapt power. 


Let us roll all our strength, and all 
Our sweetness, up into one ball; 


And tear our pleasures, with rough strife, 


Thorough the iron gates of life. 


Thus, though we cannot make our sun 


Stand still, yet we will make him run. 


HENRY VAUGHAN 
1522-1695 


The Retreat 


Happy those early days, when I 
Shined in my Angel-infancy! 

Before I understood this place 
Appointed for my second race, 

Or taught my soul to fancy aught 
But a white, celestial thought; 

When yet I had not walk’d above 

A mile or two from my first Love, 
And looking back, at that short space 
Could see a glimpse of his bright face; 
When on some gilded cloud or flower 
My gazing soul would dwell an hour, 
And in those weaker glories spy 
Some shadows of eternity; 

Before I taught my tongue to wound 
My conscience with a sinful sound, 
Or had the black art to dispense 

A several sin to every sense, 

But felt through all this fleshly dress 
Bright shoots of everlastingness. 
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O how I long to travel back, 

And tread again that ancient track! 
That I might once more reach that plain, 
Where first I left my glorious train; 
From whence th’ enlighten’d spirit sees 
That shady City of Palm trees! 

But ah! my soul with too much stay 
Is drunk, and staggers in the way :— 
Some men a forward motion love, 

But I by backward steps would move; 
And when this dust falls to the urn, 

In that state I came, return. 


Peace 


My soul, there is a country 
Far beyond the stars, 
Where stands a wingéd sentry 
All skilful in the wars; 
There, above noise and danger, 
Sweet peace sits crowned with smiles, 
And one born in a manger 
Commands the beauteous files. 
He is thy gracious friend, 
And (O my soul, awake!) 
Did in pure love descend, 
To die here for thy sake. 
If thou canst get but thither, 
There grows the flower of peace, 
The rose that cannot wither, 
Thy fortress, and thy ease. 
Leave then thy foolish ranges; 
For none can thee secure, 
But one, who never changes, 


Thy God, thy life, thy cure. 
Silence, and Stealth of Days! 


Silence, and stealth of days! ’Tis now 
Since thou art gone, 

Twelve hundred hours, and not a brow 
But clouds hang on. 
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As he that in some cave’s thick damp, 
Locked from the light, 

Fixed a solitary lamp 
To brave the night, 

And walking from his sun, when past 
That glimmering ray, 

Cuts through the heavy mists in haste 
Back to his day; 

So o’er fled minutes I retreat 
Unto that hour, 

Which showed thee last, but did defeat 
Thy light and power; 

I search, and rack my soul to see 
Those beams again, 

But nothing but the snuff to me 
Appeareth plain; 

That, dark and dead, sleeps in its known 
And common urn, 

But those, fled to their Maker’s throne, 
There shine, and burn. 

O could I track them! but souls must 
Track one the other; 

And now the spirit, not the dust, 
Must be thy brother. 

Yet I have one pearl, by whose light 
All things I see; 

And in the heart of earth and night 
Find heaven, and thee. 


They Are All Gone 


They are all gone into the world of light, 
And I alone sit lingering here; 
Their very memory is fair and bright, 
And my sad thoughts doth clear. 


It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast, 
Like stars upon some gloomy grove, 
Or those faint beams in which this hill is dressed 
After the sun’s remove. 
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I see them walking in an air of glory, 
Whose light doth trample on my days: 
My days, which are at best but dull and hoary, 


Mere glimmering and decays. 


O holy hope, and high humility! 
High as the heavens above! 

These are your walks, and you have showed them me, 
To kindle my cold love. 


Dear, beauteous death! the jewel of the just, 
Shining no where but in the dark; 
What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust, 
Could man outlook that mark! 


He that hath found some fledged bird’s nest may know, 
At first sight, if the bird be flown; 
But what fair well or grove he sings in now, 
That is to him unknown. 


And yet, as angels in some brighter dreams 
Call to the soul when man doth sleep, 
So some strange thoughts transcend our wonted themes, 
And into glory peep. 


If a star were confined into a tomb, 
Her captive flames must needs burn there; 
But when the hand that locked her up gives room, 
She’ll shine through all the sphere. 


O Father of eternal life, and all 
Created glories under thee! 
Resume thy spirit from this world of thrall 
Into true liberty. 


Either disperse these mists, which blot and fill 
My perspective still as they pass, 
Or else remove me hence unto that hill, 
Where I shall need no glass. 
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JOIN, DR YeD_EN 


1631-1700 


Achitophel 


FROM “ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL” 


Of these the false Achitophel was first; 
A name to all succeeding ages cursed: 
For close designs, and crooked counsels fit; 
Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of wit; 
Restless, unfix’d in principles and place; 
In power unpleased, impatient of disgrace: 
A fiery soul, which, working out its way, 
Fretted the pigmy-body to decay, 
And o’er-inform’d the tenement of clay. 
A daring pilot in extremity, 
- Pleased with the danger, when the waves went high 
He sought the storms; but, for a calm unfit, 
Would steer too nigh the sands to boast his wit. 
Great wits are sure to madness near allied, 
And thin partitions do their bounds divide; 
Else why should he, with wealth and honour bless’d, 
Refuse his age the needful hours of rest? 
Punish a body which he could not please; 
Bankrupt of life, yet prodigal of ease? 
And all to leave what with his toil he won, 
To that unfeather’d two-legg’d thing, a son; 
Got, while his soul did huddled notions try, 
And born a shapeless lump, like anarchy. 
In friendship false, implacable in hate; 
Resolved to ruin or to rule the state; 
To compass this, the triple bond he broke; 
The pillars of the public safety shook; 
And fitted Israel for a foreign yoke; 
Then seized with fear, yet still affecting fame, 
Usurp’d a patriot’s all-atoning name. 
So easy still it proves, in factious times, 
With public zeal to cancel private crimes. 
How safe is treason, and how sacred ill, 
Where none can sin against the people’s will! 
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Where crowds can wink, and no offence be known 
Since in another’s guilt they find their own! 


Poet’s Resurrection 


When in mid-air the golden trump shall sound 
To raise the nations under ground: 
When in the valley of Jehoshaphat, 
The judging God shall close the book of fate; 
And there the last assizes keep, 
For those who wake, and those who sleep: 
When rattling bones together fly, 
From the four corners of the sky; 
When sinews o’er the skeletons are spread, 
Those clothed with flesh, and life inspires the dead,— 
The sacred poets first shall hear the sound, 
And foremost from the tomb shall bound, 
For they are cover’d with the lightest ground; 
And straight, with in-born vigour, on the wing, 
Like mounting larks, to the new morning sing. 
There thou, sweet saint, before the choir shalt go, 
As harbinger of heaven, the way to show, 
The way which thou so well hast learn’d below. 


Under the Portrait of John Milton 


PREFIXED TO “PARADISE LOST’”’ 


Three Poets, in three distant ages born, 
Greece, Italy, and England, did adorn. 
The first in loftiness of thought surpass’d; 
The next in majesty; in both the last. 
The force of nature could no further go; 
To make a third, she join’d the former two. 
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Alexander's Feast; or, the Power of Music 


*T was at the royal feast, for Persia won 
By Philip’s warlike son: 
Aloft in awful state 
The god-like hero sate 
On his imperial throne: 
His valiant peers were placed around, 
Their brows with roses and with myrtles bound; 
(So should desert in arms be crown’d.) 
The lovely Thais, by his side, 
Sate like a blooming Eastern bride 
In flower of youth and beauty’s pride. 
Happy, happy, happy pair! 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deserves the fair. 


CHORUS 


Happy, happy, happy pair! 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave, 
None but the brave deserves the fair. 


Timotheus, placed on high 
Amid the tuneful choir, 
With flying fingers touch’d the lyre: 
The trembling notes ascend the sky, 
And heavenly joys inspire. 
The song began from Jove, 
Who left his blissful seats above, 
(Such is the power of mighty love.) 
A dragon’s fiery form belied the god: 
Sublime on radiant spires he rode, 
When he to fair Olympia press’d: 
And while he sought her snowy breast: 
Then round her slender waist he curl’d, 

And stamp’d an image of himself, a sovereign of the world. 
—The listening crowd admire the lofty sound; 
“‘A present deity!” they shout around: 

““A present deity!” the vaulted roofs rebound: 
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With ravished ears 
The monarch hears, 
Assumes the god; 
Affects to nod 
And seems to shake the spheres. 


CHORUS 


With ravished ears 
The monarch hears, 
Assumes the god: 
Affects to nod 
And seems to shake the spheres. 


The praise of Bacchus then the sweet musician sung, 
Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young: 
The jolly god in triumph comes; 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums! 
Flush’d with a purple grace 
He shows his honest face: 
Now give the hautboys breath; he comes, he comes! 
Bacchus, ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys did first ordain; 
Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure, 
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure: 
Rich the treasure, 
Sweet the pleasure, 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 


CHORUS 


Bacchus’ blessings are a treasure, 
Drinking is the soldier’s pleasure: 
Rich the treasure, 
Sweet the pleasure, 
Sweet is pleasure after pain. 


Soothed with the sound, the king grew vain; 
Fought all his battles o’er again, 

And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he slew the slain! 
The master saw the madness rise; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes; 
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And, while he heaven and earth defied, 
Changed his hand, and check’d his pride. 
He chose a mournful muse 
Soft pity to infuse: 
He sung Darius, great and good; 
By too severe a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 
Fallen from his high estate, 
And welt’ring in his blood; 
Deserted, at his utmost need, 
By those his former bounty fed; 
On the bare earth exposed he lies, 
With not a friend to close his eyes. 
With downcast looks the joyless victor sate, 
Revolving in his alter’d soul 
The various turns of chance below; 
And, now and then, a sigh he stole; 
And tears began to flow. 


CHORUS 


Revolving in his alter’d soul 
The various turns of chance below; 
And, now and then, a sigh he stole; 
And tears began to flow. 


The mighty master smiled, to see 
That love was in the next degree; 
*Twas but a kindred-sound to move, 
For pity melts the mind to love. 
Softly sweet, in Lydian measures, 
Soon he soothed his soul to pleasures. 
War, he sung, is toil and trouble; 
Honour, but an empty bubble; 
Never ending, still beginning, 
Fighting still, and still destroying: 
If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, oh! think it worth enjoying: 
Lovely Thais sits beside thee, 
Take the good the gods provide thee. 
The many rend the skies with loud applause; 
So Love was crown’d, but Music won the cause. 
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The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 

Gazed on the fair 

Who caused his care, 
And sigh’d and look’d, sigh’d and look’d, 
Sigh’d and look’d, and sigh’d again: 
At length, with love and wine at once opprest, 
The vanquish’d victor sunk upon her breast. 


CHORUS 


The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 

Gazed on the fair 

Who caused his care, 
And sigh’d and look’d, sigh’d and look’d, 
Sigh’d and look’d, and sigh’d again: 
At length, with love and wine at once opprest, 
The vanquish’d victor sunk upon her breast. 


Now strike the golden lyre again: 
A louder yet, and yet a louder strain! 
Break his bands of sleep asunder, 
And rouse him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hark, hark! the horrid sound 
Has raised up his head: 
As awaked from the dead, 
And amazed, he stares around. 
“Revenge, revenge!’’ Timotheus cries, 
“See the Furies arise! 
See the snakes that they rear 
How they hiss in their hair, 
And the sparkles that flash from their eyes! 
Behold a ghastly band, 
Each a torch in his hand! 
Those are Grecian ghosts, that in battle were slain 
And unburied remain 
Inglorious on the plain: 
Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew! 
Behold how they toss their torches on high, 
How they point to the Persian abodes, 
And glittering temples of their hostile gods.” 
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The princes applaud with a furious joy: 

And the King seized a flambeau with zeal to destroy; 
Thais led the way 
To light him to his prey, 

And like another Helen, fired another Troy! 


CHORUS 


And the King seized a flambeau with zeal to destroy; 
Thais led the way 
To light him to his prey, 

And, like another Helen, fired another Troy! 


—Thus, long ago, 
Ere heaving bellows learned to blow, 
While organs yet were mute, 
Timotheus, to his breathing flute 
And sounding lyre 
Could swell the soul to rage, or kindle soft desire. 
At last divine Cecilia came, 
Inventress of the vocal frame; 
The sweet enthusiast from her sacred store 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to solemn sounds, 
With nature’s mother-wit, and arts unknown before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown; 
He raised a mortal to the skies, 
She drew an angel down. 


GRAND CHORUS 


At last divine Cecilia came, 
Inventress of the vocal frame; 
The sweet enthusiast from her sacred store 
Enlarged the former narrow bounds, 
And added length to solemn sounds, 
With nature’s mother-wit, and arts unknown before. 
Let old Timotheus yield the prize, 
Or both divide the crown; 
He raised a mortal to the skies, 
She drew an angel down. 
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THOMAS TRAHERNE 
1637!-1674 


Wonder 


How like an angel came I down! 
How bright are all things here! 
When first among his works I did appear 
Oh, how their glory did me crown! 
The world resembled his eternity, 
In which my soul did walk; 
And every thing that I did see 
Did with me talk. 


The skies in their magnificence, 
The lovely, lively air, 
Oh, how divine, how soft, how sweet, how fair! 
The stars did entertain my sense, 
And all the works of God so bright and pure, 
So rich and great, did seem 
As if they ever must endure 
In my esteem. 


A native health and innocence 
Within my bones did grow, 
And while my God did all his glories show, 
I felt a vigour in my sense 
That was all spirit: I within did flow 
With seas of life like wine; 
I nothing in the world did know 
But ’twas divine. 


Harsh rugged objects were concealed, 
Oppressions, tears and cries, 
Sins, griefs, complaints, dissensions, weeping eyes 
Were hid, and only things revealed 
Which heavenly spirits and the angels prize. 
The state of innocence 
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And bliss, not trades and poverties, 
Did fill my sense. 


The streets seemed paved with golden stones, 
The boys and girls all mine; 
To me how did their lovely faces shine! 
The sons of men all holy ones, 
In joy and beauty, then appeared to me; 
And every thing I found 
(While like an angel I did see) 
Adorned the ground. 


Rich diamonds, and pearl, and gold 
Might every where be seen; 
Rare colours, yellow, blue, red, white and green, 
Mine eyes on every side behold: 
All that I saw, a wonder did appear, 
Amazement was my bliss: 
That and my wealth met every where: 
No joy to this! 


Cursed, ill-deviséd properties, 
With envy, avarice 
And fraud (those fiends that spoil ev’n Paradise), 
Were not the object of mine eyes, 
Nor hedges, ditches, limits, narrow bounds: 
I dreamt not aught of those, 
But in surveying all men’s grounds 
I found repose. 


For property itself was mine, 
And hedges, ornaments; 
Walls, houses, coffers, and their rich contents, 
To make me rich combine. 
Clothes, costly jewels, laces, I esteemed 
My wealth by others worn; 
For me they all to wear them seemed 


When I was born. 
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IMpAN a Hah Wa ee le OF: 
1664-1721 


To a Lady: She Refusing to Continue a Dispute with Me, 
and Leaving Me in the Argument 


Spare, generous Victor, spare the slave 
Who did unequal war pursue, 

That more than triumph he might have 
In being overcome by you. 


In the dispute whate’er I said, 
My heart was by my tongue belied; 
And in my looks you might have read 
How much I argued on your side. 


You, far from danger as from fear, 
Might have sustained an open fight; 
For seldom your opinions err, 
Your eyes are always in the right. 


Why, fair one, would you not rely 

On reason’s force with beauty’s joined? 
Could I their prevalence deny, 

I must at once be deaf and blind. 


Alas! not hoping to subdue, 
I only to the fight aspired: 

To keep the beauteous foe in view 
Was all the glory I desired. 


But she, howe’er of victory sure, 
Contemns the wreath too long delayed; 

And, armed with more immediate power, 
Calls cruel silence to her aid. 


Deeper to wound, she shuns the fight: 
She drops her arms, to gain the field: 
Secures her conquest by her flight, 
And triumphs when she seems to yield. 


JONATHAN SWIFT 207 


So when the Parthian turned his steed, 
And from the hostile camp withdrew, 
With cruel skill the backward reed 
He sent; and as he fled, he slew. 


JONATHAN SWIFT 
1667-1745 


From “Verses on the Death of Dean Swift’’ 


From Dublin soon to London spread, 
Tis told at court, ““The Dean is dead.” 
And Lady Suffolk, in the spleen, 

Runs laughing up to tell the queen. 
The queen, so gracious, mild, and good, 
Cries, “Is he gone: ’tis time he should. 
He’s dead, you say; then let him rot: 
I’m glad the medals were forgot. 

I promised him, I own; but when? 

I only was the princess then; 

But now, as consort of the king, 

You know, ’tis quite another thing.” 

. Now Curll his shop from rubbish drains: 
Three genuine tomes of Swift’s remains! 
And then, to make them pass the glibber, 
Revised by Tibbalds, Moore, and Cibber. 
He’ll treat me as he does my betters, 
Publish my will, my life, my letters: 
Revive the libels born to die; 

Which Pope must bear, as well as I. 

. Here shift the scene, to represent 
How those I love my death lament. 

Poor Pope would grieve a month and Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day. 

St. John himself will scarce forbear 

To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 

The rest will give a shrug, and cry, 

“I’m sorry, but we all must die.” 
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. . One year is past; a different scene! 
No further mention of the Dean; 

Who now, alas! no more is missed 
Than if he never did exist. 

Some country squire to Lintot goes, 
Inquires for Swift in Verse and Prose. 
Says Lintot, “I have heard the name; 
He died a year ago.” ‘The same.” 

He searches all the shop in vain. 

Sir, you may find them in Duck-lane;! 
I sent them with a load of books 

Last Monday to the pastry cook’s. 

To fancy they could live a year! 

I find you’re but a stranger here. 

The Dean was famous in his time, 

And had a kind of knack of rhyme. 

His way of writing now is past; 

The town has got a better taste.” 

. .. Suppose me dead; and then suppose 
A club assembled at the Rose; 

Where, from discourse of this and that, 
I grow the subject of their chat. 

And while they toss my name about, 
With favour some, and some without, 
One, quite indifferent in the cause, 

My character impartial draws: 

“The Dean, if we believe report, 
Was never ill-received at court. 

... He never thought an honour done him 
Because a duke was proud to own him; 
Would rather slip aside and choose 
To talk with wits in dirty shoes; 
Despised the fools with stars and garters , 
So often seen caressing Chartres. 
He never courted men of station, 
Nor persons held in admiration; 
Of no man’s greatness was afraid, 
Because he sought for no man’s aid. 
Though trusted long in great affairs 
He gave himself no haughty airs. 

1A ge in London where old books are sold. 
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Without regarding private ends, 
Spent all his credit for his friends; 
And only chose the wise and good; 
No flatterers; no allies in blood: 

But succored virtue in distress, 

And seldom failed of good success: 

As numbers in their hearts must own, 
Who, but for him, had been unknown. 
... ‘‘Perhaps I may allow the Dean 
Had too much satire in his vein; 

And seemed determined not to starve it, 
Because no age could more deserve it. 
Yet malice never was his aim; 

He lashed the vice, but spared the name; 
No individual could resent 

Where thousands equally were meant; 
His satire points at no defect 

But what all mortals can correct; 

For he abhorred that senseless tribe 
Who call it humour when they gibe: 
He spared a hump, or crooked nose; 
Whose owners set not up for beaux. 
True genuine dullness moved his pity 
Unless it offered to be witty. 

Those who their ignorance confest, 
He ne’er offended with a jest; 

He gave the little wealth he had 
To build a house for fools and mad; 
And showed by one ironic touch, 

No nation wanted it so much.” 


Avie D xa AeNeD? Ee RP OP 35 
1688-1744 


From “An Essay on Criticism” 


Tis hard to say, if greater want of skill 
Appear in writing or in judging ill; 

But, of the two, less dangerous is the offence 
To tire our patience than mislead our sense. 


220 PURITAN, CAVALIER AND COMMON SENSE 

Some few in that, but numbers err in this, 
Ten censure wrong for one who writes amiss: 
A fool might once himself alone expose, 
Now one in verse makes many more in prose. 

’Tis with our judgments as our watches, none 
Go just alike, yet each believes his own. 
In poets as true genius is but rare, 
True taste as seldom is the critics’ share; 
Both must alike from Heaven derive their light, 
These born to judge, as well as those to write. 
Let such teach others who themselves excel, 
And censure freely who have written well. 
Authors are partial to their wit, ’tis true, 
But are not critics to their judgment too? 
... First follow Nature, and your judgment frame 
By her just standard, which is still the same: 
Unerring Nature, still divinely bright, 
One clear, unchanged, and universal light, 
Life, force, and beauty, must to all impart, 
At once the source, and end, and test of Art. 
Art from that fund each just supply provides; 
Works without show, and without pomp presides: 
In some fair body thus the informing soul 
With spirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, 
Each motion guides, and every nerve sustains; 
Itself unseen, but in the effects remains. 
Some, to whom Heaven in wit has been profuse, 
Want as much more, to turn it to its use; 
For wit and judgment often are at strife, 
Though meant each other’s aid, like man and wife. 
Tis more to guide, than spur the Muses’ steed; 
Restrain his fury, than provoke his speed; 
The winged courser, like a generous horse, 
Shows most true mettle when you check his course. , . 


PD 


Of all the causes which conspire to blind 
Man’s erring judgment, and misguide the mind, 
What the weak head with strongest bias rules, 
Is pride, the never-failing vice of fools. 
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Whatever nature has in worth denied, 

She gives in large recruits of needful pride; 

For as in bodies, thus in souls, we find 

What wants in blood and spirits, swell’d with wind; 
Pride, where wit fails, steps in to our defence, 

And fills up all the mighty void of sense. 

If once right reason drives that cloud away, 

Truth breaks upon us with resistless day. 

Trust not yourself; but your defects to know 

Make use of every friend—and every foe. 

A little learning is a dangerous thing; 

Drink deep, or taste not the Pierian spring: 
There shallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
And drinking largely sobers us again. 

Fired at first sight with what the Muse imparts, 
In fearless youth we tempt the heights of arts, 
While from the bounded level of our mind, 

Short views we take, nor see the lengths behind; 
But more advanced, behold with strange surprise 
New distant scenes of endless science rise! 

So pleased at first the towering Alps we try, 
Mount o’er the vales and seem to tread the sky, 
The eternal snows appear already pass’d, 

And the first clouds and mountains seem the last: 
But, those attain’d, we tremble to survey 

The growing labours of the lengthen’d way, 

The increasing prospect tires our wandering eyes, 
Hills peep o’er hills, and Alps on Alps arise! 

A perfect judge will read each work of wit 
With the same spirit that its author writ: 
Survey the WHOLE, nor seek slight faults to find 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mind, 
Nor lose for that malignant dull delight, 

The generous pleasure to be charm’d with wit. 
But in such lays as neither ebb nor flow, 
Correctly cold, and regularly low, 

That, shunning faults, one quiet tenor keep; 
We cannot blame indeed—but we may sleep. 
In wit, as nature, what affects our hearts 

Is not the exactness of peculiar parts; 

’Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 
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But the joint force and full result of all. 

. . . Whoever thinks a faultless piece to see, 
Thinks what ne’er was, nor is, nor e’er shall be. 

In every work regard the writer’s end, 

Since none can compass more than they intend; 
‘And if the means be just, the conduct true, 
Applause, in spite of trivial faults, is due. 

As men of breeding, sometimes men of wit, 

To avoid great errors, must the less commit; 
Neglect the rules each verbal critic lays, 

For not to know some trifles is a praise. 

Most critics, fond of some subservient art, 

Still make the whole depend upon a part: 

They talk of principles, but notions prize, 

And all to one loved folly sacrifice. 

. . . But most by numbers judge a poet’s song, 
And smooth or rough, with them is right or wrong: 
In the bright Muse, though thousand charms conspire, 
Her voice is all these tuneful fools admire; 

Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear, 

Not mend their minds; as some to church repair, 
Not for the doctrine, but the music there. 

These equal syllables alone require, 

Though oft the ear the open vowels tire; 

While expletives their feeble aid do join; 

And ten low words oft creep in one dull line: 

While they ring round the same unvaried chimes 
With sure returns of still expected rhymes: 
Where’er you find “the cooling western breeze,” 

In the next line, it “whispers through the trees: 
If crystal streams “with pleasing murmurs creep,” 
The reader’s threaten’d (not in vain) with “sleep”: 
Then, at the last and only couplet fraught 

With some unmeaning thing they call a thought, 

A needless Alexandrine ends the song, 

That, like a wounded snake, drags its slow length along. 
Leave such to tune their own dull rhymes, and know 
What’s roundly smooth, or languishingly slow; 
And praise the easy vigour of a line, 

Where Denham’s strength and Waller’s sweetness join. 
True ease in writing comes from art, not chance, 
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As those move easiest who have learn’d to dance. 
Tis not enough no harshness gives offence, 
The sound must seem an echo to the sense. 
Soft is the strain when Zephyr gently blows, 
And the smooth stream in smoother numbers flows; 
But when loud surges lash the sounding shore, 
The hoarse, rough verse should like the torrent roar: 
When Ajax strives some rock’s vast weight to throw, 
The line too labours, and the words move slow: 
Not so, when swift Camilla scours the plain, 
Flies o’er the unbending corn, and skims along the main. 
Hear how Timotheus’ varied lays surprise, 
And bid alternate passions fall and rise! 
While at each change the son of Libyan Jove 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love; 
Now his fierce eyes with sparkling fury glow, 
Now sighs steal out, and tears begin to flow: 
Persians and Greeks like turns of nature found, 
And the world’s victor stood subdued by sound! 
The power of music all our hearts allow, 
And what Timotheus was, is DryDEN now. 

Avoid extremes; and shun the fault of such 
Who still are pleased too little or too much. 
At every trifle scorn to take offence, 
That always shows great pride or little sense: 
Those heads, as stomachs, are not sure the best 
Which nauseate all, and nothing can digest. 
Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move: 
For fools admire, but men of sense approve: 
As things seem large which we through mist descry, 
Dulness is ever apt to magnify. 
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The Rape of the Lock} 


CANTO SECOND 


Not with more glories, in the ethereal plain, 
The sun first rises o’er the purpled main, 

Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launched on the bosom of the silver Thames. 
Fair nymphs and well-dress’d youths around her shone 
But every eye was fixed on her alone. 

On her white breast a sparkling cross she wore, 
Which Jews might kiss, and infidels adore. 

Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose, 

Quick as her eyes and as unfixed as those: 
Favours to none, to all she smiles extends; 

Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 

Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike, 
And like the sun, they shine on all alike. 

Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride, 
Might hide her faults if belles had faults to hide: 
Jf to her share some female errors fall, 

Look on her face and you’ll forget ’em all. 

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind, 
Nourished two locks which graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well conspired to deck 
With shining ringlets the smooth ivory neck. 
Love in these labyrinths his slaves detains, 

And mighty hearts are held in slender chains. 
With hairy springes we the birds betray, 
Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey, 
Fair tresses man’s imperial race insnare, 

And beauty draws us with a single hair. 

The adventurous Baron the bright locks admired; 
He saw, he wish’d, and to the prize aspired. 


1The poem was written about an episode in the social life of Pope’s day. 
Lord Petre, in fun, had cut a lock of hair from the head of Miss Arabella 
Fermor. She resented this, and the two families were estranged. Pope wrote 
a mock epic about the incident, hoping to raise a general laugh and dispel the 
ill feeling. Belinda is Miss Fermor; the Baron Lord Petre. Canto One intro- 
duces the heroine and her attendant sylphs. With Canto Two comes the rape. 
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Resolved to win, he meditates the way, 
By force to ravish, or by fraud betray; 
For when success a lover’s toil attends, 
Few ask, if fraud or force attained his ends. 

For this, ere Phoebus rose, he had implored 
Propitious Heaven, and every power adored, 
But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built, 

Of twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves, 

And all the trophies of his former loves; 

With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 

And breathes three amorous sighs to raise the fire. 
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize: 

The powers give ear and granted half his prayer, 
The rest the winds dispersed in empty air. 

But now secure the painted vessel glides, 

The sunbeams trembling on the floating tides: 
While melting music steals upon the sky, 

And soften’d sounds along the waters die; 
Smooth flow the waves, the zephyrs gently play, 
Belinda smiled, and all the world was gay— 

All but the sylph; with careful thoughts opprest, 
The impending woe sat heavy on his breast. 

He summons straight his denizens of air; 

The lucid squadrons round the sails repair: 

Soft o’er the shrouds aérial whispers breathe, 
That seemed but zephyrs to the train beneath. 
Some to the sun their insect-wings unfold, 

Waft on the breeze, or sink in clouds of gold; 
Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight, 
Their fluid bodies half dissolved in light, 

Loose to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glittering textures of the filmy dew, 

Dipt in the richest tincture of the skies, 

Where light disports in ever-mingling dyes; 
While every beam new transient colours flings, 
Colours that change whene’er they wave their wings. 


Amid the circle, on the gilded mast, 
Superior by the head, was Arie! placed; 
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His purple pinions opening to the sun, 
He raised his azure wand, and thus begun:— 
Ye sylphs and sylphids, to your chief give ear, 
Fays, fairies, genii, elves, and demons, hear! 
Ye know the spheres, and various tasks assign’d 
By laws eternal to the aérial kind. 
Some in the fields of purest ether play, 
And bask and whiten in the blaze of day; 
Some guide the course of wandering orbs on high, 
Or roll the planets through the boundless sky; 
. . . Our humbler province is to tend the fair, 
Not a less pleasing, though less glorious care; 
To save the powder from too rude a gale, 
Nor let the imprison’d essences exhale; 
To draw fresh colours from the vernal flowers; 
To steal from rainbows ere they drop in showers 
A brighter wash; to curl their waving hairs, 
Assist their blushes, and inspire their airs; 
Nay oft, in dreams, invention we bestow, 
To change a flounce, or add a furbelow. 
This day, black omens threat the brightest fair 
That e’er deserved a watchful spirit’s care; 
Some dire disaster, or by force or slight; 
But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night. 
. . . Haste then, ye spirits! to your charge repair: 
The fluttering fan be Zephyretta’s care; 
The drops to thee, Brillante, we consign; 
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine; 
Do thou, Crispissa, tend her favourite Lock; 
Ariel himself shall be the guard of Shock. 
To fifty chosen sylphs, of special note, 
We trust the important charge, the petticoat: 
Oft have we known that sevenfold fence to fail, 
Though stiff with hoops and arm’d with ribs of whales; 
Form a strong line about the silver bound, 
And guard the wide circumference around. 
Whatever spirit, careless of his charge, 
His post neglects, or leaves the fair at large, 
Shall feel sharp vengeance soon o’ertake his sins, 
Be stopp’d in vials, or transfix’d with pins; 
Or plunged in lakes of bitter washes lie, 
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Or wedged whole ages in a bodkin’s eye: 

Gums and pomatums shall his flight restrain, 
While clogg’d he beats his silken wings in vain; 
Or alum styptics, with contracting power, 
Shrink his thin essence like a rivell’d flower: 
Or, as Ixion fix’d, the wretch shall feel 

The giddy motion of the whirling mill, 

In fumes of burning chocolate shall glow, 

And tremble at the sea that froths below! 

He spoke; the spirits from the sails descend: 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend; 
Some thread the mazy ringlets of her hair; 
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of fate. 


CANTO THIRD 


Close by those meads, for ever crowned with flowers, 
Where Thames with pride surveys his rising towers, 
There stands a structure of majestic frame, 

Which from the neighbouring Hampton takes its name. 
Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom 

Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home; 

Here thou, great ANNA! whom three realms obey, 

Dost sometimes counsel take—and sometimes tea. 

Hither the heroes and the nymphs resort, 

To taste awhile the pleasures of a court; 

In various talk the instructive hours they pass’d, 
Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last; 

One speaks the glory of the British Queen, 

And one describes a charming Indian screen; 

A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 

At every word a reputation dies. 

Snuff, or the fan, supplies each pause of chat, 
With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 
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Playing at cards with the Baron, Belinda wins, and 
rejoices in her triumph. 


Oh, thoughtless mortals! ever blind to fate, 
Too soon dejected, and too soon elate. 
Sudden these honours shall be snatch’d away, 
And cursed for ever this victorious day. 

For lo! the board with cups and spoons is crown’d, 
The berries crackle, and the mill turns round; 
On shining altars of Japan they raise 
The silver lamp; the fiery spirits blaze: 
From silver spouts the grateful liquors glide, 
While China’s earth receives the smoking tide: 
At once they gratify their scent and taste, 
And frequent cups prolong the rich repast. 
Straight hover round the fair her airy band; 
Some, as she sipped, the fuming liquor fann’d, 
Some o’er her lap their careful plumes display’d, 
Trembling, and conscious of the rich brocade. 
Coffee (which makes the politician wise, 
And see through all things with his half-shut eyes) 
Sent up in vapours to the Baron’s brain 
New stratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 
Ah cease, rash youth! desist ere ’tis too late, 
Fear the just gods, and think of Scylla’s fate! 
Changed to a bird, and sent to flit in air, 
She dearly pays for Nisus’ injured hair! 

But when to mischief mortals bend their will, 
How soon they find fit instruments of ill! 
Just then Clarissa drew, with tempting grace, 
A two-edged weapon from her shining case: 
So ladies tn romance assist their knight, 
Present the spear and arm him for the fight. 
He takes the gift with reverence, and extends 
The little engine on his fingers’ ends; 
This just behind Belinda’s neck he spread, 
As o’er the fragrant steams she bends her head. 
Swift to the Lock a thousand sprites repair, 
A thousand wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 
And thrice they twitch’d the diamond in her ear; 
Thrice she look’d back, and thrice the foe drew near. 


ALEXANDER POPE 219 


Just in that instant anxious Ariel sought 

The close recesses of the virgin’s thought: 

As on the nosegay in her breast reclined, 

He watch’d the ideas rising in her mind, 
Sudden he view’d, in spite of all her art, 

An earthly lover lurking at her heart. 
Amazed, confused, he found his power expired, 
Resign’d to fate, and with a sigh retired. 

The peer now spreads the glittering forfex wide, 

To inclose the Lock; now joins it, to divide. 

Even then, before the fatal engine closed, 

A wretched sylph too fondly interposed; 

Fate urged the shears, and cut the sylph in twain, 
(But airy substance soon unites again;) 

The meeting points the sacred hair dissever 

From the fair head, for ever, and for ever! 

Then flash’d the living lightning from her eyes, 
And screams of horror rend the affrighted skies; 
Not louder shrieks to pitying Heaven are cast, 
When husbands, or when lapdogs, breathe their last; 
Or when rich China vessels, fallen from high, 

In glittering dust and painted fragments lie! 

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 
(The victor cried), the glorious prize is mine! 
While fish in streams, or birds delight in air, 

Or in a coach-and-six the British fair, 

As long as Atalantis shall be read, 

Or the small pillow grace a lady’s bed, 

While visits shall be paid on solemn days, 

When numerous wax-lights in bright order blaze, 
While nymphs take treats, or assignations give, 

So long my honour, name, and praise, shall live! 
What time would spare, from steel receives its date, 
And monuments, like men, submit to fate! 

Steel could the labour of the gods destroy, 

And strike to dust the imperial towers of Troy; 
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound, 
And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 

What wonder then, fair nymph! thy hairs should feel 
The conquering force of unresisted steel? 
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A Dire Dilemma 


FROM THE “EPISTLE TO DR. ARBUTHNOT” 


P. Shut, shut the door, good John! fatigued I said, 
Tie up the knocker, say I’m sick, I’m dead, 
The Dog-star rages; nay, ’tis past a doubt, 
All Bedlam, or Parnassus, is let out: 
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand, 
They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 
What walls can guard me, or what shades can hide? 
They pierce my thickets, through my grot they glide, 
By land, by water, they renew the charge, 
They stop the chariot, and they board the barge. 
No place is sacred, not the church is free, 
Even Sunday shines no Sabbath-day to me: 


Is there a parson much be-mused in beer, 
A maudlin poetess, a rhyming peer, 
A clerk, foredoom’d his father’s soul to cross, 
Who pens a stanza, when he should engross? 
Is there, who, lock’d from ink and paper, scrawls 
With desperate charcoal round his darken’d walls? 
All fly to Twic’Nam,! and in humble strain 
Apply to me, to keep them mad or vain. 
Arthur, whose giddy son neglects the laws, 
Imputes to me and to my works the cause: 
Poor Cornus sees his frantic wife elope, 
And curses wit, and poetry, and Pope. 
A dire dilemma! either way I’m sped, 
If foes, they write,—if friends, they read me dead. 
Seized and tied down to judge, how wretched I! 
Who can’t be silent, and who will not lie: 
To laugh, were want of goodness and of grace, 
And to be grave, exceeds all power of face. 
I sit with sad civility, I read 
With honest anguish, and an aching head; 
And drop at last, but in unwilling ears, 
This saving counsel, “‘ Keep your peace nine years.” 


1Pope’s country residence. 
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Nine years! cries he, who high in Drury Lane, 
Lull’d by soft zephyrs through the broken pane, 
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before Term ends, 
Obliged by hunger, and request of friends: 

“The piece, you think, is incorrect? Why, take it, 
I’m all submission, what you’d have it, make it.” 

Three things another’s modest wishes bound, 

My friendship, and a prologue, and ten pound. 

Pitholeon sends to me: “‘ You know his Grace, 

I want a patron; ask him for a place.” 

Pitholeon libell’d me—‘‘but here’s a letter 

Informs you, sir, ’twas when he knew no better. 

Dare you refuse him? Curl invites to dine, 

He'll write a journal, or he’ll turn divine.” 

Bless me! a packet.—“‘’Tis a stranger sues, 

A virgin tragedy, an orphan muse.” 

If I dislike it, “Furies, death, and rage!”’ 

If I approve, “Commend it to the stage.” 

There (thank my stars) my whole commission ends, 
The players and I are, luckily, no friends. 

Fired that the house reject him, “‘ ’Sdeath, I’ll print it, 
And shame the fools—Your interest, sir, with Lintot.” 
Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much: 
“Not, sir, if you revise it, and retouch.” 

All my demurs but double his attacks; 

At last he whispers, “‘Do; and we go snacks.” 


Atticus 


FROM THE “EPISTLE TO DR. ARBUTHNOT” 


. Peace to all such! but were there one whose fires 

True genius kindles, and fair fame inspires; 

Blest with each talent and each art to please, 

And born to write, converse, and live with ease: 
Should such 2 man, too fond to rule alone, 

Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 

View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes, 

And hate for arts that caused himself to rise; 

Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer, 

And without sneering, teach the rest to sneer; 
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Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 
Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike; 

Alike reserved to blame, or to commend, 

A timorous foe, and a suspicious friend; 
Dreading e’en fools, by flatterers besieged, 
And so obliging, that he ne’er obliged; 

Like Cato, give his little senate laws, 

And sit attentive to his own applause; 

While wits and templars every sentence raise, 
And wonder with a foolish face of praise— 
Who but must laugh, if such a man there be? 
Who would not weep, if Atricus were he? 


THOMAS GRAY 
1716-1771 


Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard 


The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 

The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea, 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 


Now, fades the glimmering landscape on the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds: 


Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of such as, wandering near her secret bower, 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 


Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree’s shade 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 

The rude Forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 
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The breezy call of incense-breathing morn, 

The swallow twittering from the straw-built shed, 
The cock’s shrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 

No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 


For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn 
Or busy housewife ply her evening care: 

No children run to lisp their sire’s return, 

Or climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 


Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield! 

How bow’d the woods beneath their sturdy stroke! 


Let not Ambition mock their useful toil, 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure; 
Nor Grandeur hear with a disdainful smile 
The short and simple annals of the Poor. 


The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave 
Await alike th’ inevitable hour:— 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye Proud, impute to these the fault 
If Memory o’er their tomb no trophies raise, 
Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 


Can storied urn or animated bust 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath? 
Can Honour’s voice provoke the silent dust, 
Or Flattery soothe the dull cold ear of Death? 


Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have sway’d, 
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre: 
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But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the spoils of time, did ne’er unroll; 
Chill Penury repress’d their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the soul. 


Full many a gem of purest ray serene 

The dark unfathom’d caves of ocean bear: 
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntless breast 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood, 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 

Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country’s blood. 


Th’ applause of list’ning senates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to despise, 

To scatter plenty o’er a smiling land, 

And read their history in a nation’s eyes 


Their lot forbade: nor circumscribed alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined; 
Forbad to wade through slaughter to a throne, 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind; 


The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide, 
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame, 

Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride 

With incense kindled at the Muse’s flame. 


Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble strife 
Their sober wishes never learn’d to stray; 
Along the cool sequester’d vale of life 

They kept the noiseless tenour of their way. 


Yet e’en these bones from insult to protect 

Some frail memorial still erected nigh, 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck’d, 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 
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Their name, their years, spelt by th’ unletter’d Muse, 


The place of fame and elegy supply: 
And many 2 holy text around she strews 
That teach the rustic moralist to die. 


For who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey, 
This pleasing anxious being e’er resign’d, 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor cast one longing lingering look behind? 


On some fond breast the parting soul relies, 
Some pious drops the closing eye requires; 
E’en from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
E’en in our ashes live their wonted fires. 


For thee, who, mindful of th’ unhonour’d dead, 
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate; 

If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 

Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate,— 


Haply some hoary-headed swain may say, 
Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 
Brushing with hasty steps the dews away, 
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn; 


There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 

That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high, 
His listless length at noon-tide would he stretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 
Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove; 
Now drooping, woeful-wan, like one forlora, 
Or crazed with care, or cross’d in hopeless love. 


One morn [| miss’d him on the custom’d hill, 
Along the heath, and near his favourite tree; 
Another came; nor yet beside the nll, 

Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he: 
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The next with dirges due in sad array 
Slow through the church-way path we saw him borne,— 
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay 
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn. 


THE EPITAPH 


Here rests his head upon the lap of Earth 
A Youth, to Fortune and to Fame unknown; 
Fair Science frown’d not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark’d him for her own. 


Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere; 

Heaven did a recompense as largely send: 

He gave to Misery all he had, a tear, 

He gain’d from Heaven, ’twas all he wish’d, a friend. 


No farther seek his merits to disclose, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repose,) 
The bosom of his Father and his God. 


WLS AM "COE N's 
1721-1759 
Ode Written in 1746 


How sleep the Brave who sink to rest 
By all their country’s wishes blest! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallowed mould, 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy’s feet have ever trod. 


By fairy hands their knell is rung, 

By forms unseen their dirge is sung: 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay; 
And Freedom shall awhile repair 

To dwell a weeping hermit there! 
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Ode to Evening 


If aught of oaten stop or pastoral song 

May hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest ear 
Like thy own solemn springs, 
Thy springs, and dying gales; 


O Nymph reserved,—while now the bright-hair’d sun 
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O’erhang his wavy bed, 


Now air is hush’d, save where the weak-eyed bat 
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern wing, 
Or where the beetle winds 
His small but sullen horn, 


As oft he rises midst the twilight path, 
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum,— 
Now teach me, maid composed, 
To breathe some soften’d strain 


Whose numbers, stealing through thy dark’ning vale, 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit; 

As musing slow I hail 

Thy genial loved return. 


For when thy folding star arising shows 

His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 
The fragrant Hours, and Elves 
Who slept in flowers the day. 


And many a Nymph who wreathes her brows with sedge, 
And sheds the freshening dew, and, lovelier still, 

The pensive Pleasures sweet, 

Prepare thy shadowy car. 


Then let me rove some wild and heathy scene; 
Or find some ruin, ’midst its dreary dells, 
Whose walls more awful nod 
By thy religious gleams. 
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Or, if chill blustering winds, or driving rain, 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut 
That, from the mountain’s side, 
Views wilds, and swelling floods, 


And hamlets brown, and dim-discovered spires; 
And hears their simple bell; and marks o’er all 
Thy dewy fingers draw 
The gradual dusky veil, 


While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont, 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve! 
While Summer loves to sport 
Beneath thy lingering light; 


While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves; 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air, 
Affrights thy shrinking train, 
And rudely rends thy robes; 


So long, sure-found beneath the sylvan shed, 
Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 
Thy gentlest influence own, 
And love thy favorite name! 


WILLIAM COWPER 


7 Bats) OO 


On the Recerpt of His Mother's Picture 


Could Time, his flight reversed, restore the hours, 
When, playing with thy vesture’s tissued flowers, 
The violet, the pink, and jessamine, 
I pricked them into paper with a pin 
(And thou wast happier than myself the while, 
Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head and smile), 
Could those few pleasant days again appear, 
Might one wish bring them, would I wish them here? 
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I would not trust my heart—the dear delight 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might.— 
But no—what here we call our life is such 

So little to be loved, and thou so much, 
That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion’s coast 
(The storms all weathered and the ocean crossed) 
Shoots into port at some well-havened isle, 
Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons smile, 


That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 
My boast is not, that I deduce my birth 
From loins enthroned and rulers of the earth; 
But higher far my proud pretensions rise— 
The son of parents passed into the skies! 

And now, farewell—Time unrevoked has run 
His wonted course, yet what I wished is done. 
By contemplation’s help, not sought in vain, 
I seem to have lived my childhood o’er again; 
To have renewed the joys that once were mine, 
Without the sin of violating thine: 

And, while the wings of Fancy still are free, 
And I can view this mimic show of thee, 
Time has but half succeeded in his theft— 
Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 


Loss of the ‘‘ Royal George” 
Toll for the Brave— 


The brave that are no more! 
All sunk beneath the wave 
Fast by their native shore! 


Eight hundred of the brave, 
Whose courage well was tried, 
Had made the vessel heel 
And laid her on her side. 
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A land-breeze shook the shrouds 
And she was overset; 

Down went the Royal George, 
With all her crew complete. 


Toll for the brave! 

Brave Kempenfelt is gone; 
His last sea-fight is fought, 
His work of glory done. 


It was not in the battle; 
No tempest gave the shock; 
She sprang no fatal leak, 
She ran upon no rock. 


His sword was in its sheath, 
His fingers held the pen, 
When Kempenfelt went down 
With twice four hundred men. 


—Weigh the vessel up 

Once dreaded by our foes! 
And mingle with our cup 
The tears that England owes. 


Her timbers yet are sound, 

And she may float again 

Full charged with England’s thunder, 
And plow the distant main; 


But Kempenfelt is gone, 

His victories are o’er; 

And he and his eight hundred 
Shall plow the wave no more. 


PR? BOW 
ROMANCE AND DEMOCRACY 


THOMAS CHATTERTON 
1752-1776 


Minstrel’s Song 


FROM ‘‘AELLA”’ 


O sing unto my roundelay, 
O drop the briny tear with me; 
Dance no more at holyday, 
Like a running river be: 

My love is dead, 

Gone to his death-bed 
All under the willow-tree. 


Black his cryne as the winter night, 
White his robe as the summer snow, 
Red his face as the morning light, 
Cold he lies in the grave below: 

My love is dead, 

Gone to his death-bed 


All under the willow-tree. 


Sweet his tongue as the throstle’s note, 
Quick in dance as thought can be, 
Deft his tabor, cudgel stout; 
O he lies by the willow-tree! 

My love is dead, 

Gone to his death-bed 


All under the willow-tree. 


Hark! the raven flaps his wing 
In the brier’d dell below; 
Hark! the death-owl loud doth sing 
To the nightmares, as they go: 
My love is dead, 
Gone to his death-bed 


All under the willow-tree. 


See! the white moon shines on high; 
Whiter is my true love’s shroud: 
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Whiter than the morning sky, 
Whiter than the evening cloud: 
My love is dead, 
Gone to his death-bed 
All under the willow-tree. 


Here upon my true-love’s grave 
Shall the barren flowers be laid; 
Not one holy saint to save 
All the coldness of a maid: 

My love is dead, 

Gone to his death-bed 
All under the willow-tree. 


With my hands I’ll dent the briers 
Round his holy corse to gre: 
Ouph and fairy, light your fires, 
Here my body still shall be: 

My love is dead, 

Gone to his death-bed 
All under the willow-tree. 


Come, with acorn-cup and thorn, 
Drain my heart’s blood away; 
Life and all its good I scorn, 
Dance by night, or feast by day: 
My love is dead, 
Gone to his death-bed 


All under the willow-tree. 


WTLLTAM BAK E 
1757 eg, 


Song 


How sweet I roamed from field to field, 


And tasted all the summer’s pride, 
Till I the Prince of Love beheld 
Who in the sunny beams did glide. 
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He showed me lilies for my hair, 
And blushing roses for my brow; 
He led me through his gardens fair 
Where all his golden pleasures grow. 


With sweet May-dews my wings were wet, 
And Phoebus fired my vocal rage; 

He caught me in his silken net, 

And shut me in his golden cage. 


He loves to sit and hear me sing, 

Then, laughing, sports and plays with me; 
Then stretches out my golden wing, 

And mocks my loss of liberty. 


To the Muses 


Whether on Ida’s shady brow, 
Or in the chambers of the East, 
The chambers of the Sun that now 
From ancient melody have ceased; 


Whether in Heaven ye wander fair, 
Or the green corners of the Earth, 
Or the blue regions of the air, 
Where the melodious winds have birth; 


Whether on crystal rocks ye rove 
Beneath the bosom of the sea, 
Wandering in many a coral grove; 
Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry: 


How have you left your ancient love 
That bards of old enjoyed in you! 

The languid strings do scarcely move, 
The sound is forced, the notes are few. 
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Introduction 


To “SONGS OF INNOCENCE” 


Piping down the valleys wild, 
Piping songs of pleasant glee, 
On a cloud I saw a child, 
And he laughing said to me: 


‘Pipe a song about a lamb!” 
So I piped with merry cheer. 
“Piper, pipe that song again;” 
So I piped: he wept to hear. 


“‘Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe; 
Sing thy songs of happy cheer!” 

So I sang the same again, 

While he wept with joy to hear. 


“Piper, sit thee down and write 
In a book that all may read.” 
So he vanished from my sight; 
And I plucked a hollow reed, 


And I made a rural pen, 

And I stained the water clear, 
And I wrote my happy songs 

Every child may joy to hear. 


The Lamb 


Little lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee, 
Gave thee life and bade thee feed 
By the stream and o’er the mead; 
Gave thee clothing of delight, 
Softest clothing, woolly, bright; 
Gave thee such a tender voice, 
Making all the vales rejoice? 
Little lamb, who made thee? 
Dost thou know who made thee? 
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Little lamb, I’ll tell thee; 

Little lamb, I’ll tell thee. 

He is calléd by thy name, 

For He calls himself a Lamb; 

He is meek and He is mild, 

He became a little child. 

I a child and thou a lamb, 

We are calléd by His name, 
Little lamb, God bless thee! 
Little lamb, God bless thee! 


Auguries of Innocence 


To see the world in a grain of sand, 
And a heaven in a wild flower; 

Hold infinity in the palm of your hand, 
And eternity in an hour. 


The Tiger 


Tiger, tiger, burning bright 

In the forests of the night, 

What immortal hand or eye 

Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 


In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
On what wings dare he aspire? 


What the hand dare seize the fire? 


And what shoulder, and what art, 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 


And when thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand? and what dread feet? 


What the hammer? What the chain? 
In what furnace was thy brain? 

What the anvil? What dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 
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Strife. 
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When the stars threw down their spears, 
And watered heaven with their tears, 
Did He smile His work to see? 

Did He who made the lamb make thee? 


Tiger, tiger, burning bright 

In the forests of the night, 

What immortal hand or eye 

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 


ROBERT BURNS 
1759-1796 


Mary Mortson 


O Mary, at thy window be! 

It is the wish’d, the trysted hour. 
Those smiles and glances let me see, 
That make the miser’s treasure poor. 
How blithely wad I bide the stoure!, 
A weary slave frae sun to sun, 

Could I the rich reward secure, 

The lovely Mary Morison! 


Yestreen when to the trembling string 
The dance gaed thro’ the lighted ha’, 
To thee my fancy took its wing,— 

I sat, but neither heard nor saw: 

Tho’ this was fair, and that was braw, 
And yon the toast of a’ the town, 

I sigh’d, and said amang them a’, 

“Ye are na Mary Morison.” 


O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace 
Wha for thy sake wad gladly dee? 

Or canst thou break that heart of his, 
Whase only faut is loving thee? 

If love for love thou wilt na gie, 

At least be pity to me shown; 

A thought ungentle canna be 

The thought o’ Mary Morison. 
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Green Grow the Rashes 


Cuorus.—Green grow the rashes,! O! 
Green grow the rashes, O! 
The sweetest hours that e’er I spend 
Are spent amang the lasses, O. 


There’s nought but care on ev’ry han’, 
In every hour that passes, O: 

What signifies the life o’ man, 
An ’t were na for the lasses, O? 


The war’ly? race may riches chase, 
An’ riches still may fly them, O; 

An’ tho’ at last they catch them fast, 
Their hearts can ne’er enjoy them, O. 


But gie me a cannie® hour at e’en, 
My arms about my dearie, O; 
An’ war’ly cares, an’ war’ly men, 

May a’ gae tapsalteerie,‘ O. 


For you sae douce, ye sneer at this; 
Ye’re nought but senseless asses, O: 

The wisest man the warl’ e’er saw, 
He dearly lov’d the lasses, O. 


Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O: 
Her prentice han’ she try’d on man, 
An’ then she made the lasses, O. 


To a Mouse 


ON TURNING HER UP IN HER NEST WITH THE PLOUGH, NOVEMBER 1785 


Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim’rous beastie, 

O, what a panic’s in thy breastie! 

Thou need na start awa sae hasty, 
Wi? bickering brattle! 

I wad be laith to rin an’ chase thee, 
Wi’ murd’ring pattle!® 


1Rushes. 2Worldly. 3Quiet. 4Topsy-turvy. 5Paddle. 
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1Sometimes. 
4Weak. 
10Without. 


I’m truly sorry man’s dominion 

Has broken nature’s social union, 

An’ justifies that ill opinion 
Which makes thee startle 

At me, thy poor earth-born companion, 
An’ fellow-mortal! 


I doubt na, whyles,! but thou may thieve: 
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live! 
A daimen icker in a thrave? 

°S a sma’ request; 
I’ll get a blessin wi’ the lave,’ 

An’ never miss ’t! 


Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin! 

Its silly* wa’s® the win’s® are strewin! 

An’ naething, now, to big’ a new ane, 
O’ foggage® green! 

An’ bleak, December’s winds ensuin 
Baith snell® an’ keen! 


Thou saw the fields laid bare and waste, 
An’ weary winter comin fast, 
An’ cozie here beneath the blast 
Thou thought to dwell, 
Till crash! the cruel coulter past 
Out thro’ thy cell. 


That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble! 
Now thou’s turn’d out for a’ thy trouble, 
But! house or hald, 
To thole the winter’s sleety dribble 
An’ cranreuch!" cauld! 


But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane! 
In proving foresight may be vain: 


2An occasional ear of grain in twenty-four sheaves. 


5Walls. 6Winds. 7Build. 8Rank grass. 


UHoar-frost. 2Not alone. 


3Remainder. 
Biting. 


1Askew. 
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The best laid schemes 0’ mice an’ men 
Gang aft a-gley,! 

An’ lea’e us nought but grief an’ pain 
For promis’d joy. 


Still thou art blest, compar’d wi’ me! 
The present only toucheth thee: 
But, och! I backward cast my ee 

On prospects drear! 
An’ forward, tho’ I canna see, 

I guess an’ fear! 


John Anderson My Jo 


John Anderson my jo,? John, 
When we were first acquent, 

Your locks were like the raven, 
Your bonie brow was brent;? 

But now your brow is beld,* John, 
Your locks are like the snaw; 

But blessings on your frosty pow, 
John Anderson my jo. 


John Anderson my jo, John, 
We clamb the hill thegither; 
And monie a canty® day, John, 
We’ve had wi’ ane anither: 
Now we maun totter down, John, 
And hand in hand we'll go, 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 
John Anderson my jo. 


2Sweetheart. 3Smooth. ‘Bald. 5Happy. ' 
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1Shopkeepers. 


6Wretch. 
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Tam o° Shanter 


A TALE 


Of Brownyis and of Bogillis full is this Buke. 


AWIN DOUGLAS. 


When chapman billies! leave the street, 
And drouthy? neibors neibors meet; 

As market days are wearing late, 

And folk begin to tak the gate, 

While we sit bousing at the nappy,’ 
An’ getting fou and unco‘ happy, 

We think na on the lang Scots miles, 
The mosses, waters, slaps® and stiles, 
That lie between us and our hame, 
Where sits our sulky, sullen dame, 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm, 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 


This truth fand honest Tam o’ SHANTER, 
As he frae Ayr ae night did canter: 
(Auld Ayr, wham ne’er a town surpasses, 
For honest men and bonie lasses). 


O Tam! had’st thou but been sae wise, 
As taen thy ain wife Kate’s advice! 
She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum,® 
A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum;? 
That frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thou was na sober; 
That ilka® melder® wi’ the Miller, 
Thou sat as lang as thou had siller; 
That ev’ry naig was ca’d!° a shoe on 
The Smith and thee gat roarin fou on; 
That at the Lord’s house, ev’n on Sunday, 
Thou drank wi’ Kirkton Jean till Monday; 
She prophesied that late or soon, 
Thou wad be found, deep drown’d in Doon, 


2Thirsty. 3Ale. ‘Very, uncommonly. 
TLazy talker. 8Every. 9Grinding. 10D riven. 
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Or catch’d wi’ warlocks! in the mirk,? 
By Alloway’s auld, haunted kirk. 


Ah, gentle dames! it gars? me greet,* 
To think how mony counsels sweet, 
How mony lengthen’d, sage advices, 


The husband frae the wife despises! 


But to our tale:—Ae market night, 
Tam had got planted unco right, 
Fast by an ingle,® bleezing finely, 
Wi reaming swats® that drank divinely; 
And at his elbow, Souter Johnie, 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony: 
Tam lo’ed him like a very brither; 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi’ sangs an’ clatter; 
And aye the ale was growing better: 
The Landlady and Tam grew gracious, 
Wi’ favours secret, sweet and precious: 
The Souter tauld his queerest stories; 
The Landlord’s laugh was ready chorus: 
The storm without might rair and rustle, 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 


Care, mad to see a man sae happy, 
E’en drown’d himsel amang the nappy. 
As bees flee hame wi’ lades o’ treasure, 
The minutes wing’d their way wi’ pleasure; 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious, 
O’er a’ the ills o’ life victorious! 


But pleasures are like poppies spread, 
You seize the flow’r, its bloom is shed; 
Or like the snow falls in the river, 

A moment white—then melts for ever; 
Or like the Borealis race, 
That flit ere you can point their place; 
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Or like the rainbow’s lovely form 
Evanishing amid the storm.— 
Nae man can tether time or tide; 
The hour approaches Tam maun ride; 
That hour, 0’ night’s black arch the key-stane, 
That dreary hour he mounts his beast in; 
And sic a night he taks the road in, 
As ne’er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as ’t wad blawn its last; 
The rattling show’rs rose on the blast; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow’d; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow’d: 
That night, a child might understand, 
The Deil had business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his gray mare, Meg, 
A better never lifted leg, 
Tam skelpit! on thro’ dub? and mire, 
Despising wind, and rain, and fire; 
Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet; 
Whiles crooning o’er some auld Scots sonnet; 
Whiles glow’ring round wi’ prudent cares, 
Lest bogles* catch him unawares; 
Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh, 
Whare ghaists and houlets‘ nightly cry.— 

By this time he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw, the chapman smoor’d;5 
And past the birks® and meikle’ stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak’s neck-bane; 
And thro’ the whins,® and by the cairn,® 
Whare hunters fand the murder’d bairn; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mungo’s mither hang’d hersel.— 
Before him Doon pours all his floods; 
The doubling storm roars thro’ the woods; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole; 
Near and more near the thunders roll: 
When, glimmering thro’ the groaning trees, 
Kirk-Alloway seem’d in a bleeze; 
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Thro’ ilka bore the beams were glancing; 

And loud resounded mirth and dancing.— 
Inspiring bold John Barleycorn! 

What dangers thou canst make us scorn! 

Wi tippenny we fear nae evil; 

Wi’ usquebae,! we’ll face the devil! 

The swats sae ream’d? in Tammie’s noddle, 


_ Fair play, he cared na deils a boddle.? 
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But Maggie stood, right sair astonish’d, 

Till, by the heel and hand admonish’d, 

She ventured forward on the light; 

And vow! Tam saw an unco sight! 
Warlocks and witches in a dance; 

Nae cotillion brent-new! frae France, 

But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 

Put life and mettle in their heels. 

A winnock-bunker’ in the east, 

There sat auld Nick, in shape o’ beast; 

A tousie tyke,® black, grim, and large, 

To gie them music was his charge: 

He screw’d the pipes and gart’? them skirl,8 

Till roof and rafters a’ did dirl.— 

Coffins stood round, like open presses, 

That shaw’d the Dead in their last dresses; 

And (by some devilish cantraip® sleight) 

Each in its cauld hand held a light. 

By which heroic Tam was able 

To note upon the haly table, 

A murderer’s banes, in gibbet-airns; 

Twa span-lang, wee, unchristened bairns; 

A thief, new-cutted frae a rape, 

Wi his last gasp his gab” did gape; 

Five tomahawks, wi’ blude red-rusted; 

Five scimitars, wi’ murder crusted; 

A garter which a babe had strangled; 

A knife, a father’s throat had mangled, 

Whom his ain son of life bereft, 

The grey hairs yet stack to the heft; 


2Foamed. 3Copper piece. “Brand-new. 
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Wi’ mair of horrible and awfu’, 
Which even to name wad be unlawfu’. 
As Tammie glowr’d, amaz’d and curious, 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious; 
The Piper loud and louder blew, 
The dancers quick and quicker flew, 
They reel’d, they set, they cross’d, they cleekit,, 
Till ilka carlin swat? and reekit,® 7 
And coost her duddies‘ to the wark,® 
And linkit at it in her sark!® 


Now Tam, O Tam! had they been queans,? 
A’ plump and strapping in their teens! 
Their sarks, instead o’ creeshie® flainen, 
Been snaw-white seventeen-hunder linen!— 
Thir® breeks" 0’ mine, my only pair, 

That aince were plush, o’ guid blue hair, 
I wad hae gi’en them off my hurdies," 
For ae blink o’ the bonnie burdies;2 
But wither’d beldams,” auld and droll, 
Rigwoodie hags wad spean a foal," 
Louping® an’ flinging on a crummock,!® 
I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 

But Tam kenn’d what was what fu’ brawlie,!” 
There was ae winsome wench and waulie,8 
That night enlisted in the core,” 

(Lang after keen’d on Carrick shore; 
For mony a beast to dead she shot, 
And perish’d mony a bonny boat, 

And shook baith meikle corn and bear, 
And kept the country-side in fear). 
Her cutty-sark,” 0’ Paisley harn,”! 
That while a lassie she had worn, 

In longitude tho’ sorely scanty, 


41Clutched. 2Sweated. 3Reeked, steamed. 4Cast her clothes off. 5Work., 
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It was her best, and she was vauntie.'— 
Ah! little keen’d thy reverend grannie, 
That sark she coft? for her wee Nannie, 
Wi twa pund Scots (’t was a’ her riches), 
Wad ever graced a dance o’ witches! 
But here my muse her wing maun cour; 
Sic flights are far beyond her pow’r; 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang 
(A souple jade she was, and strang), 
And how Tam stood, like ane bewitch’d, 
And thought his very een enrich’d; 
Even Satan glowr’d, and fidged* fu’ fain, 
And hotch’dé and blew wi’ might and main: 
Till first ae caper, syne® anither, 
Tam tint® his reason a’ thegither, 
And roars out, ‘‘ Weel done, Cutty-sark!” 
And in an instant all was dark: 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 
As bees bizz out wi’ angry fyke,’ 
When plundering herds assail their byke,® 
As open pussie’s® mortal foes, 
When, pop! she starts before their nose; 
As eager runs the market crowd, 
When “Catch the thief!”’ resounds aloud; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wy? mony an eldritch” skreech and hollow. 
Ah, Tam! Ah, Tam! thou’ll get thy fairin!4# 
In hell they’ll roast thee like a herrin! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin! 
Kate soon will be a woefu’ woman! 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key-stane o’ the brig;” 
There, at them thou thy tail may toss, 
A running stream they dare na cross, 
But ere the key-stane she could make, 


The fient® a tail she had to shake! 
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For Nannie, far before the rest, 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest, 
And flew at Tam wi’ furious ettle;! 
But little wist she Maggie’s mettle! 
Ae spring brought off her master hale, 
But left behind her ain grey tail: 
The carlin claught her by the rump, 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 
Now, wha this tale o’ truth shall read, 
Ilk man, and mother’s son, take heed: 
Whene’er to Drink you are inclin’d, 
Or Cutty-sarks rin in your mind, 
Think, ye may buy the joys o’er dear; 
Remember Tam o’ Shanter’s mare. 


The Banks o’ Doon 


Ye banks and braes 0’ bonnie Doon 
How can ye blume sae fair! 

How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae fu’ o’ care! 


Thou’lt break my heart, thou bonnie bird 
That sings upon the bough; 

Thou minds me o’ the happy days 
When my fause luve was true. 


Thou ‘It break my heart, thou bonnie bird 
That sings beside thy mate; 

For sae I sat, and sae I sang, 
And wist na 0’ my fate. 


Aft hae I roved by bonnie Doon 
To see the woodbine twine, 

And ilka bird sang 0’ its luve; 
And sae did I 0’ mine. 


Wi lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 
Frae aff its thorny tree; 

And my fause luver staw the rose, 
But left the thorn wi’ me. 


1Aim. 
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Ae Fond Kiss 


Ae fond kiss, and then we sever; 

Ae fareweel, and then forever! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee. 

_ Who shall say that Fortune grieves him, 
While the star of hope she leaves him? 
Me, nae cheerful twinkle lights me; 

Dark despair around benights me. 


I'll ne’er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy: 
But to see her was to love her; 
Love but her, and love for ever, 
Had we never lov’d sae kindly, 
Had we never lov’d sae blindly, 
Never met—or never parted, 

We had ne’er been broken-hearted. 


Fare-thee-weel, thou first and fairest! 
Fare-thee-weel, thou best and dearest! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, 

Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure! 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever! 

Ae fareweel, alas, for ever! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 


Scots, Wha Hae wt Wallace Bled 


ROBERT BRUCE'S ADDRESS AT BANNOCKBURN 


Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led, 
Welcome to your gory bed, 

Or to victorie! 


Now’s the day, and now’s the hour; 
See the front o’ battle lour; 
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See approach proud Edward’s power— 
Chains and slaverie! 


Wha will be a traitor knave? 
Wha can fill a coward’s grave? 
Wha sae base as be a slave? 

Let him turn and flee! 


Wha, for Scotland’s King and Law, 

Freedom’s sword will strongly draw, 

Free-man stand, or Free-man fa’, 
Let him follow me! 


By Oppression’s woes and pains! 
By your sons in servile chains! 
We will drain our dearest veins, 


But they shall be free! 


Lay the proud Usurpers low! 

Tyrants fall in every foe! 

Liberty’s in every blow!— 
Let us do or die! 


O My Luve Is Like a Red, Red Rose 


O my luve is like a red, red rose, 
That’s newly sprung in June: 

O my luve is like the melodie, 
That’s sweetly play’d in tune. 


As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 
So deep in luve am J; 

And I will luve thee still, my dear, 
Till a’ the seas gang dry. 


Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun; 
And I will luve thee still, my dear, 
While the sands o’ life shall run. 
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And fare-thee-weel, my only luve! 
And fare-thee-weel a while! 

And I will come again, my luve, 
Tho’ it were ten thousand mile. 


O Wert Thou in the Cauld Blast 


O wert thou in the cauld blast, 
On yonder lea, on yonder lea, 
My plaidie to the angry airt,! 
I'd shelter thee, I’d shelter thee; 
Or did Misfortune’s bitter storms 
Around thee blaw, around thee blaw, 
Thy bield? should be my bosom, 


To share it a’, to share it a’. 


Or were I in the wildest waste, 

Sae black and bare, sae black and bare, 
The desert were a Paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there; 
Or were I Monarch o’ the globe, 

Wi’ thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign, 
The brightest jewel in my Crown 

Wad be my Queen, wad be my Queen. 


WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 
F'FOSUWSSO 


Lines Composed a Few Miles above Tintern Abbey 


ON REVISITING THE BANKS OF THE WYE, DURING A TOUR, JULY 13, 1798 


Five years have past; five summers, with the length 
Of five long winters! and again I hear 

These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs 
With a soft inland murmur.—Once again 

Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs, 


That on a wild secluded scene impress 


Direction, hence wind. Shelter. 
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Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect 
The landscape with the quiet of the sky. 
The day is come when I again repose 
Here, under this dark sycamore, and view 
These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts, 
Which at this season, with their unripe fruits, 
Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves 
*Mid groves and copses. Once again I see 
These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines 
Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms, 
Green to the very door: and wreaths of smoke 
Sent up, in silence, from among the trees! 
With some uncertain notice, as might seem 
Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods, 
Or of some Hermit’s cave, where by his fire 
The Hermit sits alone. 

These beauteous forms, 
Through a long absence, have not been to me 
As is a landscape to a blind man’s eye: 
But oft, in lonely rooms, and ’mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart; 
And passing even into my purer mind, 
With tranquil restoration :—feelings too 
Of unremember’d pleasure: such, perhaps, 
As have no slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man’s life, 
His little, nameless, unremember’d acts 
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust, 
To them I may have owed another gift, 
Of aspect more sublime; that blesseu mood, 
In which the burthen of the mystery, 
In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unintelligible world, 
Is lighten’d:—that serene and blessed mood, 
In which the affections gently lead us on,— 
Until, the breath of this corporeal frame 
And even the motion of our human blood 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul: 
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While with an eye made quiet by the power 
Of harmony, and the deep power of joy, 
We see into the life of things. 

If this 
Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft— 
In darkness and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world, 
Have hung upon the beatings of my heart— 
How oft, in spirit, have I turn’d to thee, 
O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer thro’ the woods, 
How often has my spirit turn’d to thee! 

And now, with gleams of half-extinguish’d thought, 

With many recognitions dim and faint, 
And somewhat of a sad perplexity, 
The picture of the mind revives again: 
While here I stand, not only with the sense 
Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts 
That in this moment there is life and food 
For future years. And so I dare to hope, 
Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first 
I came among these hills; when like a roe 
I bounded o’er the mountains, by the sides 
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams, 
Wherever nature led: more like a man 
Flying from something that he dreads, than one 
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then 
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days, 
And their glad animal movements all gone by) 
To me was all in all.—I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock, 
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood, 
Their colours and their forms, were then to me 
An appetite; a feeling and a love, 
That had no need of a remoter charm, 
By thought supplied, or any interest 
Unborrowed from the eye.—The time is past, 
And all its aching joys are now no more, 
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this 
Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur; other gifts 
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Have followed, for such loss, I would believe, 
Abundant recompence. For I have learned 
To look on nature, not as in the hour 

Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes 
The still, sad music of humanity, 

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue. And I have felt 

A presence that disturbs me with the joy 

Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime 

Of something far more deeply interfused, 
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 
And the round ocean and the living air, 

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man: 
A motion and a spirit, that impels 

All thinking things, all objects of all thought, 


And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still 


A lover of the meadows and the woods, 
And mountains; and of all that we behold 
From this green earth; of all the mighty world 
Of eye and ear, both what they half create, 
And what perceive; well pleased to recognise 
In nature and the language of the sense, 
The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse, 
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul 
Of all my moral being. 

Nor perchance, 
If I were not thus taught, should I the more 
Suffer my genial spirits to decay: 
For thou art with me, here, upon the banks 
Of this fair river; thou, my dearest Friend, 
My dear, dear Friend, and in thy voice I catch 
The language of my former heart and read 
My former pleasures in the shooting lights 
Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while 
May I behold in thee what I was once, 
My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make, 
Knowing that Nature never did betray 
The heart that loved her; ’tis her privilege, 
Through all the years of this our life, to lead 
From joy to joy; for she can so inform 
The mind that is within us, so impress 
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With quietness and beauty, and so feed 

With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues, 
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men, 
Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all 

The dreary intercourse of daily life, 

Shall e’er prevail against us, or disturb 

Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold 

Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon 
Shine on thee in thy solitary walk; 

And let the misty mountain-winds be free 

To blow against thee: and, in after years, 
When these wild ecstasies shall be matured 
Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind 

Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms, 

Thy memory be as a dwelling-place 

For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then, 
If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief, 

Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts 
Of tender joy wilt thou remember me, 

And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance— 
If I should be where I no more can hear 

Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams 
Of past existence—wilt thou then forget 

That on the banks of this delightful stream 
We stood together; and that I, so long 

A worshipper of Nature, hither came 
Unwearied in that service: rather say 

With warmer love—oh! with far deeper zeal 
Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget 
That after many wanderings, many years 

Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs, 
And this green pastoral landscape, were to me 
More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake! 


Michael 


A PASTORAL POEM 
If from the public way you turn your steps 


Up the tumultuous brook of Greenhead Ghyll, 
You will suppose that with an upright path 
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Your feet must struggle; in such bold ascent 
The pastoral mountains front you, face to face. 
But, courage! for around that boisterous brook 
The mountains have all opened out themselves, 
And made a hidden valley of their own. 

No habitation can be seen; but they 

Who journey thither find themselves alone 
With a few sheep, with rocks and stones, and kites 
That overhead are sailing in the sky. 

It is in truth an utter solitude; 

Nor should I have made mention of this dell 
But for one object which you might pass by, 
Might see and notice not. Beside the brook 
Appears a straggling heap of unhewn stones! 
And to that simple object appertains 

A story—unenriched with strange events, 

Yet not unfit, I deem, for the fireside, 

Or for the summer shade. It was the first 

Of those domestic tales that spake to me 

Of shepherds, dwellers in the valleys, men 
Whom I already loved; not verily 

For their own sakes, but for the fields and hills 
Where was their occupation and abode. 

And hence this tale, while I was yet a boy 
Careless of books, yet having felt the power 
Of Nature, by the gentle agency 

Of natural objects, led me on to feel 

For passions that were not my own, and think 
(At random and imperfectly, indeed) 

On man, the heart of man, and human life. 
Therefore, although it be a history 

Homely and rude, I will relate the same 

For the delight of a few natural hearts; 

And, with yet fonder feeling, for the sake 

Of youthful poets, who among these hills 

Will be my second self when I am gone. 


Upon the forest-side in Grasmere Vale 

There dwelt a shepherd, Michael was his name; 
An old man, stout of heart and strong of limb. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
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as 


Of an unusual strength: his mind was keen, 
Intense, and frugal, apt for all affairs, 
And in his shepherd’s calling he was prompt 
And watchful more than ordinary men. 
Hence had he learned the meaning of all winds, 
Of blasts of every tone; and, oftentimes, 
When others heeded not, he heard the South 
Make subterraneous music, like the noise 
Of bagpipers on distant Highland hills. 
The shepherd, it such warning, of his flock 
Bethought him, and he to himself would say, 
“The winds are now devising work for me!” 
And, truly, at all times the storm, that drives 
The traveler to a shelter, summoned him 
Up to the mountains: he had been alone 
Amid the heart of many thousand mists, 
That came to him, and left him, on the heights. 
So lived he till his eightieth year was past. 
And grossly that man errs who should suppose 
That the green valleys, and the streams and rocks, 
Were things indifferent to the shepherd’s thoughts. 
Fields, where with cheerful spirits he had breathed 
The common air; hills, which with vigorous step 
He had so often climbed; which had impressed 
So many incidents upon his mind 
Of hardship, skill or courage, joy or fear; 
Which, like a book, preserved the memory 
Of the dumb animals, whom he had saved, 
Had fed or sheltered, linking to such acts 
The certainty of honorable gain; 
Those fields, those hills—what could they less?—had laid 
Strong hold on his affections, were to him 
A pleasurable feeling of blind love, 
The pleasure which there is in life itself. 

His days had not been passed in singleness. 
His helpmate was a comely matron, old— 
Though younger than himself full twenty years. 
She was a woman of a stirring life, 
Whose heart was in her house: two wheels she had 
Of antique form; this large, for spinning wool; 
That small, for flax; and if one wheel had rest 
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It was because the other was at work. 
The pair had but one inmate in their house, 
An only child, who had been born to them 
When Michael, telling o’er his years, began 
To deem that he was old,—in shepherd’s phrase, 
With one foot in the grave. This only son, 
With two brave sheep-dogs tried in many a storm, 
The one of an inestimable worth, 
Made all their household. I may truly say 
That they were as a proverb in the vale 
For endless industry. When day was gone, 
And from their occupations out of doors 
The son and father were come home, even then 
Their labor did not cease; unless when all 
Turned to the cleanly supper-board, and there, 
Each with a mess of pottage and skimmed milk, 
Sat round the basket piled with oaten cakes, 
And their plain home-made cheese. Yet when the meal 
Was ended, Luke (for so the son was named) 
And his old father both betook themselves 
To such convenient work as might employ 
Their hands by the fireside; perhaps to card 
Wool for the housewife’s spindle, or repair 
Some injury done to sickle, flail, or scythe, 
Or other implement of house or field. 

Down from the ceiling, by the chimney’s edge, 
That in our ancient uncouth country style 
With huge and black projection over-browed 
Large space beneath, as duly as the light 
Of day grew dim the housewife hung a lamp; 
An aged utensil, which had performed 
Service beyond all others of its kind. 
Early at evening did it burn—and late, 
ourviving comrade of uncounted hours, 
Which, going by from year to year, had found 
And left the couple neither gay, perhaps, 
Nor cheerful, yet with objects and with hopes, 
Living a life of eager industry. 
And now, when Luke had reached his eighteenth year, 
There by the light of this old lamp they sate, 
Father and son, while far into the night 
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The housewife plied her own peculiar work, 
Making the cottage through the silent hours 
Murmur as with the sound of summer flies. 
This light was famous in its neighborhood, 

And was a public symbol of the life 

That thrifty pair had lived. For, as it chanced, 
Their cottage on a plot of rising ground 

Stood single, with large prospect, north and south, 
High into Easedale, up to Dunmail-Raise, 

And westward to the village near the lake; 

And from this constant light, so regular 

And so far seen, the house itself, by all 

Who dwelt within the limits of the vale, 


Both old and young, was named The Evening Star. 


Thus living on through such a length of years, 
The shepherd, if he loved himself, must needs 
Have loved his helpmate; but to Michael’s heart 
This son of his old age was yet more dear— 

Less from instinctive tenderness, the same 

Fond spirit that blindly works in the blood of all— 
Than that a child, more than all other gifts 

That earth can offer to declining man, 

Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thoughts, 
And stirrings of inquietude, when they 

By tendency of nature needs must fail. 

Exceeding was the love he bare to him, 

His heart and his heart’s joy! For oftentimes 

Old Michael, while he was a babe in arms, 

Had done him female service, not alone 

For pastime and delight, as is the use 

Of fathers, but with patient mind enforced 

To acts of tenderness; and he had rocked 

His cradle, as with a woman’s gentle hand. 

And, in a later time, ere yet the boy 

Had put on boy’s attire, did Michael love, 

Albeit of a stern unbending mind, 

To have the Young-one in his sight, when he 

Had work by his own door, or when he sat 

With sheep before him on his Shepherd’s stool, 
Beneath that large old Oak, which near their door 
Stood,—and, from its enormous breadth of shade 
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Chosen for the shearer’s covert from the sun, 
Thence in our rustic dialect was called 

The Clipping Tree, a name which yet it bears. 
There, while they two were sitting in the shade, 
With others round them, earnest all and blithe, 
Would Michael exercise his heart with looks 

Of fond correction and reproof bestowed 

Upon the Child, if he disturbed the sheep 

By catching at their legs, or with his shouts 

Scared them, while they lay still beneath the shears. 


And when by Heaven’s good grace the Boy grew up 
A healthy lad, and carried in his cheek 
Two steady roses that were five years old, 
Then Michael from a winter coppice cut 
With his own hand a sapling, which he hooped 
With iron, making it throughout in all 
Due requisites a perfect Shepherd’s Staff, 
And gave it to the Boy; wherewith equipt 
He as a watchman oftentimes was placed 
At gate or gap, to stem or turn the flock; 
And, to his office prematurely called, 
There stood the Urchin, as you will divine, 
Something between a hinderance and a help; 
And for this cause not always, I believe, 
Receiving from his Father hire of praise; 
Though nought was left undone which staff, or voice, 
Or looks, or threatening gestures, could perform. 


But soon as Luke, full ten years old, could stand 
Against the mountain blasts; and to the heights, 
Not fearing toil, nor length of weary ways, 

He with his Father daily went, and they 

Were as companions, why should I relate 

That objects which the Shepherd loved before 
Were dearer now? that from the Boy there came 
Feelings and emanations—things which were 
Light to the sun and music to the wind; 

And that the Old Man’s heart seemed born again? 
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Thus in his Father’s sight the boy grew up: 
And now, when he had reached his eighteenth year, 
He was his comfort and his daily hope. 


While in this sort the simple Household lived 
From day to day, to Michael’s ear there came 
Distressful tidings. Long before the time 
Of which I speak, the Shepherd had been bound 
In surety for his brother’s son, a man 
Of an industrious life, and ample means,— 
But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly 
Had prest upon him,—and old Michael now 
Was summoned to discharge the forfeiture, 

A grievous penalty, but little less 
Than half his substance. This unlooked-for claim, 
At the first hearing, for a moment took 
More hope out of his life than he supposed 
That any old man ever could have lost. 
As soon as he had gathered so much strength 
That he could look his trouble in the face, 
It seemed that his sole refuge was to sell 
A portion of his patrimonial fields. 
Such was his first resolve; he thought again, 
And his heart failed him. “Isabel,” said he, 
Two evenings after he had heard the news, 
“T have beeu toiling more than seventy years, 
And in the open sunshine of God’s love 
Have we all lived; yet if these fields of ours 

- Should pass into a stranger’s hand, I think 
That I could not lie quiet in my grave. 
Our lot is a hard lot; the sun himself 
Has scarcely been more diligent than I; 
And I have lived to be a fool at last 
To my own family. An evil man 
That was, and made an evil choice, if he 
Were false to us; and if he were not false, 
There are ten thousand to whom loss like this 
Had been no sorrow. I forgive him;—but 
’Twere better to be dumb than to talk thus. 
When I began, my purpose was to speak 
Of remedies and of a cheerful hope. 
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Our Luke shall leave us, Isabel; the land 
Shall not go from us, and it shall be free’ 
He shall possess it, free as is the wind 
That passes over it. We have, thou know’st, 
Another kinsman—he will be our friend 
In this distress. He is a prosperous man, 
Thriving in trade—and Luke to him shall go, 
And with his kinsman’s help and his own thrift 
He quickly will repair this loss, and then 
He may return to us. If here he stay, 
What can be done? Where everyone is poor, 
What can be gained?” At this the old man paused, 
And Isabel was silent, for her mind 
Was busy, looking back into past times. 
“There’s Richard Bateman,” thought she to herself, 
“He was a parish-boy—at the church-door 
They made a gathering for him, shillings, pence, 
And halfpennies, wherewith the neighbors bought 
A basket, which they filled with pedlar’s wares; 
And, with this basket on his arm, the lad 
Went up to London, found a master there, 
Who, out of many, chose the trusty boy 
To go and overlook his merchandise 
Beyond the seas; where he grew wondrous rich, 
And left estates and monies to the poor, 
And at his birth-place built a chapel, floored 
With marble which he sent from foreign lands.” 
These thoughts, and many others of like sort, 
Passed quickly through the mind of Isabel, 
And her face brightened. The old man was glad, 
And thus resumed: “Well, Isabel! this scheme 
These two days has been meat and drink to me. 
Far more than we have lost is left us yet. 
We have enough—I wish indeed that I 
Were younger;—but this hope is a good hope. 
Make ready Luke’s best garments, of the best 
Buy for him more, and let us send him forth 
To-morrow, or the next day, or to-night :-— 
If he could go, the boy should go to-night.” 

Here Michael ceased, and to the fields went forth 
With a light heart. The housewife for five days 
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Was restless morn and night, and all day long 

Wrought on with her best fingers to prepare 

Things needful for the journey of her son. 

But Isabel was glad when Sunday came 

To stop her in her work: for, when she lay 

By Michael’s side, she through the last two nights 

Heard him, how he was troubled in his sleep: 

And when they rose at morning she could see 

That all his hopes were gone. That day at noon 

She said to Luke, while they two by themselves 

Were sitting at the door, “Thou must not go: 

We have no other child but thee to lose, 

None to remember—do not go away, 

For if thou leave thy father he will die.” 

The youth made answer with a jocund voice; 

And Isabel, when she had told her fears, 

Recovered heart. That evening her best fare 

Did she bring forth, and all together sat 

Like happy people round a Christmas fre. 
With daylight Isabel resumed her work; 

And all the ensuing week the house appeared 

As cheerful as a grove in spring. At length 

The expected letter from their kinsman came, 

With kind assurances that he would do 

His utmost for the welfare of the boy; 

To which requests were added that forthwith 

He might be sent to him. Ten times or more 

The letter was read over; Isabel 

Went forth to show it to the neighbors round; 

Nor was there at that time on English land 

A prouder heart than Luke’s. When Isabel 

Had to her house returned, the Old Man said 

‘*He shall depart to-morrow.” To this word 

The Housewife answered, talking much of things 

Which, if at such short notice he should go, 

Would surely be forgotten. But at length 

She gave consent, and Michael was at ease. 


Near the tumultuous brook of Greenhead Ghyll, 
In that deep Valley, Michael had designed 
To build a Sheep-fold; and, before he heard 


264. 


ROMANCE AND DEMOCRACY 


The tidings of his melancholy loss, 

For this same purpose he had gathered up 

A heap of stones, which by the Streamlet’s edge 
Lay thrown together, ready for the work. 

With Luke that evening thitherward he walked; 
As soon as they had reached the place he stopped 
And thus the Old Man spake to him:—‘“‘My Son, 
To-morrow thou wilt leave me: with full heart 

I look upon thee, for thou art the same 

That wert a promise to me ere thy birth, 

And all thy life hast been my daily joy. 

I will relate to thee some little part 

Of our two histories; twill do thee good 

When thou art from me, even if I should speak 
Of things thou canst not know of.—After thou 
First camest into the world—as oft befalls 

To new-born infants—thou didst sleep away 

Two days, and blessings from thy Father’s tongue 
Then fell upon thee. Day by day passed on, 
And still I loved thee with increasing love. 

Never to living ear came sweeter sounds 

Than when I heard thee by our own fireside 
First uttering, without words, a natural tune; 
When thou, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy 

Sing at thy Mother’s breast. Month followed month, 
And in the open fields my life was passed 

And on the mountains; else I think that thou 
Hadst been brought up upon thy Father’s knees. 
But we were playmates, Luke: among these hills, 
As well thou knowest, in us the old and young 
Have played together, nor with me didst thou 
Lack any pleasure which a boy can know.” 

Luke had a manly heart; but at these words 

He sobbed aloud. The Old Man grasped his hand, 
And said, “Nay, do not take it so—I see 

That these are things of which I need not speak 
—Even to the utmost I have been to thee 

A kind and a good Father: and herein 

I but repay a gift which I myself 

Received at others’ hands; for, though now old 
Beyond the common life of man, I still 
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Remember them who loved me in my youth. 
Both of them sleep together: here they lived, 

As all their Forefathers had done; and when 

At length their time was come, they were not loth 
To give their bodies to the family mould. 

I wished that thou shouldst live the life they lived. 
But, ’tis a long time to look back, my Son, 

And see so little gain from threescore years. 
These fields were burthened when they came to me} 
Till I was forty years of age, not more 

Than half of my inheritance was mine. 

\ toiled and toiled; God blessed me in my work. 
And till these three weeks past the land was free. 
—It looks as if it never could endure 

Another Master. Heaven forgive me, Luke, 

If I judge ill for thee, but it seems good 

That thou shouldst go.” At this the Old Man paused; 
Then, pointing to the Stones near which they stood, 
Thus, after a short silence, he resumed: 

“This was a work for us; and now, my Son, 

It is a work for me. But, lay one stone— 

Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine own hands, 
Nay, Boy, be of good hope;—we both may live 
To see a better day. At eighty-four 

I still am strong and hale;—do thou thy part; 

I will do mine.—I will begin again 

With many tasks that were resigned to thee: 

Up to the heights, and in among the storms, 

Will I without thee go again, and do 

All works which I was wont to do alone, 

Before I knew thy face. Heaven bless thee, boy! 
Thy heart these two weeks has been beating fast 
With many hopes; it should be so—yes—yes— 

I know that thou couldst never have a wish 

To leave me, Luke: thou hast been bound to me 
Only by links of love: when thou art gone, 

What will be left to us!}—But I forget 

My purposes. Lay now the cornerstone, 

As I requested; and hereafter, Luke, 

When thou art gone away, should evil men 

Be thy companions, think of me, my son, 
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And of this moment; hither turn thy thoughts, 
And God will strengthen thee; amid all fear 
And all temptation, Luke, I pray that thou 
May’st bear in mind the life thy fathers lived, 
Who, being innocent, did for that cause 
Bestir them in good deeds. Now fare thee well— 
When thou return’st, thou in this place wilt see 
A work which is not here: a covenant 
*Twill be between us; but, whatever fate 
Befall thee, I shall love thee to the last, 
And bear thy memory with me to the grave.” 
The shepherd ended here; and Luke stooped down, 
And, as his father had requested, laid 
The first stone of the sheepfold. At the sight 
The old man’s grief broke from him; to his heart 
He pressed his son, he kisséd him and wept; 
And to the house together they returned. 
—Hushed was that house in peace, or seeming peace, 
Ere the night fell:—with morrow’s dawn the boy 
Began his journey, and when he had reached 
The public way, he put on a bold face; 
And all the neighbors, as he passed their doors, 
Came forth with wishes and with farewell prayers, 
That followed him till he was out of sight. 


A good report did from their kinsman come, 
Of Luke and his well-doing: and the boy 
Wrote loving letters, full of wondrous news, 
Which, as the housewife phrased it, were throughout 
“The prettiest letters that were ever seen.”’ 
Both parents read them with rejoicing hearts. 
So, many months passed on: and once again 
The shepherd went about his daily work 
With confident and cheerful thoughts; and now 
Sometimes when he could find a leisure hour 
He to that valley took his way, and there 
Wrought at the Sheepfold. Meantime Luke began 
To slacken in his duty; and at length 
He in the dissolute city gave himself 
To evil courses: ignominy and shame 
Fell on him, so that he was driven at last 


WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 


To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas. 

There is a comfort in the strength of love; 
*Twill make a thing endurable, which else 
Would overset the brain, or break the heart. 

I have conversed with more than one who well 
Remember the old man, and what he was 

Years after he had heard this heavy news. 

His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of an unusual strength. Among the rocks 

He went, and still looked up to sun and cloud 
And listened to the wind; and, as before, 
Performed all kinds of labor for his Sheep, 

And for the land his small inheritance. 

And to that hollow Dell from time to time 

Did he repair, to build the Fold of which 

His flock had need. Tis not forgotten yet 

The pity which was then in every heart 

For the Old Man—and ’tis believed by all 

That many and many a day he thither went, 
And never lifted up a single stone. 

There, by the Sheepfold, sometimes was he seen 
Sitting alone, with that his faithful Dog, 

Then old, beside him, lying at his feet. 

The length of full seven years, from time to time, 
He at the building of this Sheepfold wrought, 
And left the work unfinished when he died. 
Three years, or little more, did Isabel 

Survive her Husband: at her death the estate 
Was sold, and went into a stranger’s hand. 

The Cottage which was named the Evening Star 
Is gone—the ploughshare has been through the ground 
On which it stood; great changes have been wrought 
In all the neighborhood :—yet the Oak is left 
That grew beside their door; and the remains 
Of the unfinished Sheepfold may be seen 

Beside the boisterous brook of Greenhead Ghyll. 
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SONNETS 
Milton! Thou Shouldst Be Living at This Hou 


Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour: 
England hath need of thee: she is a fen 

Of stagnant waters: altar, sword, and pen, 
Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower, 
Have forfeited their ancient English dower 
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men; 
Oh! raise us up, return to us again; 

And give us manners, virtue, freedom, power. 
Thy soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart: 
Thou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea: 
Pure as the naked heavens, majestic, free, 

So didst thou travel on life’s common way, 
In cheerful godliness; and yet thy heart 

The lowliest duties on herself did lay. 


It Is a Beauteous Evening 


It is a beauteous evening, calm and free; 

The holy time is quiet as a Nun 

Breathless with adoration; the broad sun 

Is sinking down in its tranquillity; 

The gentleness of heaven is on the sea: 

Listen! the mighty Being is awake, 

And doth with his eternal motion make 

A sound like thunder—everlastingly. 

Dear Child! dear Girl! that walkest with me here, 
If thou appear’st untouched by solemn thought, 
Thy nature is not therefore less divine: 

Thou liest in Abraham’s bosom all the year; 
And worshipp’st at the Temple’s inner shrine, 
God being with thee when we know it not. 


/ 


Earth Has Not Anything to Show More Fair 


Earth has not anything to show more fair: 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty: 
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This City now doth, like a garment, wear 
The beauty of the morning; silent, bare, 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky; 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
Never did sun more beautifully steep 

In his first splendour valley, rock, or hill; 
Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep! 

The river glideth at his own sweet will: 
Dear God! the very houses seem asleep; 
And all that mighty heart is lying still! 


The World Is too Much with Us 


The world is too much with us; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers: 
Little we see in Nature that is ours; 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon! 
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon; 
The winds that will be howling at all hours, 
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers; 
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune; 

It moves us not.—Great God! I’d rather be 

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn; 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn 
Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea; 

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathéd horn. 


I Wandered Lonely as a Cloud 


I wandered lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 

A host of golden daffodils; 

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 
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Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 


The waves beside them danced, but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:— 
A poet could not but be gay, 

In such a jocund company; 

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought: 


For oft, when on my couch I lie 

In vacant or in pensive mood, 

They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude, 

And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the Daffodills 


She Dwelt Among the Untrodden Ways 


She dwelt among the untrodden ways 
Beside the springs of Dove, 

A maid whom there were none to praise 
And very few to love: 


A violet by a mossy stone 
Half hidden from the eye! 
—Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky. 


She lived unknown, and few could know 
When Lucy ceased to be; 

But she is in her grave, and, oh, 
The difference to me! 


WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 27 


The Solitary Reaper 


Behold her, single in the field, 

Yon solitary highland lass! 
Reaping and singing by herself; 
Stop here, or gently pass! 

Alone she cuts, and binds the grain, 
And sings a melancholy strain; 

O listen! for the vale profound 

Is overflowing with the sound. 


No nightingale did ever chaunt 
More welcome notes to weary bands 
Of travellers in some shady haunt, 
Among Arabian sands: 

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard 
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird, 
Breaking the silence of the seas 
Among the farthest Hebrides. 


Will no one tell me what she sings? 
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow 
For old, unhappy, far-off things, 
And battles long ago: 

Or is it some more humble lay, 
Familiar matter of to-day? 

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain, 
That has been, and may be again? 


Whate’er the theme, the maiden sang 
As if her song could have no ending; 
I saw her singing at her work, 

And o’er the sickle bending;— 

I listened motionless and still, 

And when I mounted up the hill, 
The music in my heart I bore, 

Long after it was heard no more. 
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Ode on Intimations of Immortality 


FROM RECOLLECTIONS OF EARLY CHILDHOOD 


There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream, 
The earth, and every common sight, 
To me did seem 
Apparelled in celestial light, 
The glory and the freshness of a dream. 
It is not now as it hath been of yore;— 
Turn wheresoe’er I may, 
By night or day, 
The things which I have seen I now can see no more. 


The Rainbow comes and goes, 
And lovely is the Rose; 
The Moon doth with delight 

Look round her when the heavens are bare; 
Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair; 

The sunshine is a glorious birth; 

But yet I know, where’er I go, 

That there hath past away a glory from the earth. 


Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song. 
And while the young lambs bound 
As to the tabor’s sound, 
To me alone there came a thought of grief: 
A timely utterance gave that thought relief, 
And I again am strong. 
The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep;— 
No more shall grief of mine the season wrong: 
I hear the echoes through the mountains throng, 
The winds come to me from the fields of sleep, 
And all the earth is gay; 
Land and sea 
Give themselves up to jollity, 
And with the heart of May 
Doth every beast keep holiday ;— 
Thou child of joy 
Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy Shepherd-boy! 
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Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call 
Ye to each other make; I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee; 
My heart is at your festival, 
My head hath its coronal, 
The fulness of your bliss, I feel—I feel it all. 
Oh evil day! if I were sullen 
While Earth herself is adorning 
This sweet May-morning; 
And the children are culling 
On every side 
In a thousand valleys far and wide, 
Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm 
And the babe leaps up on his mother’s arm:— 
I hear, I hear, with joy J hear! 
—But there’s a tree, of many, one, 
A single field which I have look’d upon, 


Both of them speak of something that is gone: 


The pansy at my feet 

Doth the same tale repeat: 
Whither is fled the visionary gleam? 
Where is it now, the glory and the dream? 


Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting; 
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting, 
And cometh from afar; 
Not in entire forgetfulness, 
And not in utter nakedness, 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home: 
Heaven lies about us in our infancy! 
Shades of the prison-house begin to close 
Upon the growing Boy, 
But he beholds the light, and whence it flows, 
He sees it in his joy; 

The Youth, who daily farther from the east 
Must travel, still is Nature’s priest, 
And by the vision splendid 

Is on his way attended; 


273 


274 ROMANCE AND DEMOCRACY 


At length the Man perceives it die away, 
And fade into the light of common day. 


Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own; 
Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind, 
And, even with something of a Mother’s mind 
And no unworthy aim, 
The homely Nurse doth all she can 
To make her foster-child, her inmate, Man, 
Forget the glories he hath known, 
And that imperial palace whence he came. 


Behold the Child among his new-born blisses, 
A six years’ darling of a pigmy size! 
See, where ’mid work of his own hand he lies, 
Fretted by sallies of his mother’s kisses, 
With light upon him from his father’s eyes! 
See, at his feet. some little plan or chart, 
Some fragment from his dream of human life, 
Shaped by himself with newly-learnéd art; 

A wedding or a festival, 

A mourning or a funeral; 

And this hath now his heart, 
And unto this he frames his song: 
Then will he fit his tongue 

To dialogues of business, love, or strife; 

But it will not be long 

Ere this be thrown aside, 
And with new joy and pride 
The little actor cons another part; 
Filling from time to time his ‘“humourous stage” 
With all the Persons, down to palsied Age, 
That life brings with her in her equipage; 

As if his whole vocation 

Were endless imitation. 


Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie 
Thy soul’s immensity; 

Thou best philosopher, who yet dost keep 

Thy heritage, thou eye among the blind, 


WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 275 


That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal deep, 
Haunted for ever by the eternal Mind,— 
Mighty Prophet! Seer blest! 
On whom those truths do rest 
Which we are toiling all our lives to find, 
In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave; 
Thou, over whom thy Immortality 
Broods like the day, a master o’er a slave, 
A Presence which is not to be put by; 
Thou little child, yet glorious in the might 
Of heaven-born freedom on thy being’s height, 
Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke 
The years to bring the inevitable yoke, 
Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife? 
Full soon thy soul shall have her earthly freight, 
And custom lie upon thee with a weight 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life! 


O joy! that in our embers 
Is something that doth live, 
That nature yet remembers 
What was so fugitive! 
The thought of our past years in me doth breed 
Perpetual benediction: not indeed 
For that which is most worthy to be blest; 
Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of childhood, whether busy or at rest, 
With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast:— 
—Not for these I raise 
The song of thanks and praise; 
But for those obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward things, 
Fallings from us, vanishings; 
Blank misgivings of a creature 
Moving about in worlds not realized, 
High instincts, before which our mortal nature 
Did tremble like a guilty thing surprised: 
But for those first affections, 
Those shadowy recollections, 
Which, be they what they may, 
Are yet the fountain-light of all our day, 
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Are yet a master-light of all our seeing; 
Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake, 
To perish never; 
Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavor, 
Nor man nor boy 
Nor all that is at enmity with joy, 
Can utterly abolish or destroy! 
Hence, in a season of calm weather 
Though inland far we be, 
Our souls have sight of that immortal sea 
Which brought us hither; 
Can in a moment travel thither— 
And see the children sport upon the shore, 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore. 


Then sing, ye birds, sing, sing a joyous song! 
And let the young lambs bound 
As to the tabor’s sound! 
We, in thought, will join your throng 
Ye that pipe and ye that play, 
Ye that through your hearts to-day 
Feel the gladness of the May! 
What though the radiance which was once so bright 
Be now for ever taken from my sight, 
Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendor in the grass, of glory in the flower; 
We will grieve not, rather find 
Strength in what remains behind; 
In the primal sympathy 
Which having been must ever be; 
In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering; 
In the faith that looks through death, 
In years that bring the philosophic mind. 


And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves, 
Forbode not any severing of our loves! 

‘Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might; 

I only have relinquished one delight 
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To live beneath your more habitual sway: 
I love the brooks which down their channels fret 
Even more than when I tripped lightly as they; 
The innocent brightness of a new-born day 

Is lovely yet; 
The clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober coloring from an eye 
That hath kept watch o’er man’s mortality; 
Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 
Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 
Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears, 
To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 


Boyhood 
FROM “THE PRELUDE” 


Wisdom and spirit of the universe! 

Thou Soul that art the eternity of thought, 
That givest forms and images a breath 

And everlasting motion, not in vain 

By day or starlight thus from my first dawn 
Of childhood didst thou intertwine for me 
The passions that build up the human soul; 
Not with the mean and vulgar works of man, 
But with high objects, with enduring things— 
With life and nature—purifying thus 

The elements of feeling and of thought, 

And sanctifying, by such discipline, 

Both pain and fear, until we recognize 

A grandeur in the beatings of the heart. 

Nor was this fellowship vouchsafed to me 
With stinted kindness. In November days, 
When vapours rolling down the valley made 
A lonely scene more lonesome, among woods, 
At noon and ’mid the calm of summer nights, 
When, by the margin of the trembling lake, 
Beneath the gloomy hills homeward I went 
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In solitude, such intercourse was mine; 
Mine was it in the fields both day and night, 
And by the waters, all the summer long. 


And in the frosty season, when the sun 

Was set, and visible for many a mile 

The cottage windows blazed through twilight gloom, 
1 heeded not their summons: happy time 

It was indeed for all of us—for me 

It was a time of rapture! Clear and loud 

The village clock tolled six,—I wheeled about, 
Proud and exulting like an untired horse 

That cares not for his home. All shod with steel, 
We hissed along the polished ice in games 
Confederate, imitative of the chase 

And woodland pleasures,—the resounding horn, 
The pack loud chiming, and the hunted hare. 

So through the darkness and the cold we flew, 
And not a voice was idle; with the din 

Smitten, the precipices rang aloud; 

The leafless trees and every icy crag 

Tinkled like iron; while far distant hills 

Into the tumult sent an alien sound 

Of melancholy not unnoticed, while the stars 
Eastward were sparkling clear, and in the west 
The orange sky of evening died away. 

Not seldom from the uproar [ retired 

Into a silent bay, or sportively 

Glanced sideway, leaving the tumultuous throng, 
To cut across the reflex of a star 

That fled, and, flying still before me, gleamed 
Upon the glassy plain; and oftentimes, 

When we had given our bodies to the wind, 

And all the shadowy banks on either side 

Came sweeping through the darkness, spinning stil] 
The rapid line of motion, then at once 

Have I, reclining back upon my heels, 

Stopped short; yet still the solitary cliffs 
Wheeled by me—even as if the earth had rolled 
With visible motion her diurnal round 

Behind me did they stretch in solemn train, 
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Feebler and feebler, and I stood and watched 
Till all was tranquil as a dreamless sleep. 


Ye presences of Nature in the sky 

And on the earth! Ye Visions of the hills! 
And Souls of lonely places! can I think 

A vulgar hope was yours when ye employed 

Such ministry, when ye, through many a year 

Haunting me thus among my boyish sports, 

On caves and trees, upon the woods and hills, 

Impressed, upon all forms, the characters 

Of danger or desire; and thus did make 

The surface of the universal earth, 

With triumph and delight, with hope and fear, 

Work like a sea? 


Alpine Descent 


FROM “THE PRELUDE” 


Downwards we hurried fast, 
And, with the half-shaped road which we had missed, 
Entered a narrow chasm. ‘The brook and road 
Were fellow-travellers in this gloomy strait, 
And with them did we journey several hours 
At a slow pace. The immeasurable height 
Of woods decaying, never to be decayed, 
The stationary blasts of waterfalls, 
And in the narrow rent at every turn 
Winds thwarting winds, bewildered and forlorn, 
The torrents shooting from the clear blue sky, 
The rocks that muttered close upon our ears, 
Black drizzling crags that spake by the way-side 
As if a voice were in them, the sick sight 
And giddy prospect of the raving stream, 
The unfettered clouds and region of the Heavens, 
Tumult and peace, the darkness and the light— 
Were all like workings of one mind, the features 
Of the same face, blossoms upon one tree; 
Characters of the great Apocalypse, 
The types and symbols of Eternity, 
Of first, and last, the midst, and without end. 
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Lochinvar 


FROM “‘MARMION”’ 


Oh, young Lochinvar is come out of the west: 
Through all the wide border his steed was the best; 
And save his good broadsword he weapons had none; 
He rode all unarmed and he rode all alone. 

So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war, 

There never was knight like the young Lochinvar! 


He stayed not for brake, and he stopped not for stone; 
He swam the Esk River where ford there was none: 
But ere he alighted at Netherby gate, 

The bride had consented, the gallant came late; 

For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war, 

Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar. 


So boldly he entered the Netherby Hall, 

Among bride’smen, and kinsmen, and brothers, and all: 
Then spoke the bride’s father, his hand on his sword 
(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word), 
“O come ye in peace here, or come ye in war, 

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?”— 


“IT long wooed your daughter, my suit you denied;— 
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide! 
And now am I come, with this lost love of mine, 

To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine: 
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far, 
That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.” 


The bride kissed the goblet: the knight took it up, 
He quaffed off the wine, and he threw down the cup. 
She looked down to blush, and she looked up to sigh, 
With a smile on her lips, and a tear in her eye. 

He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar,— 
“Now tread we a measure!” said young Lochinvar. 
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So stately his form, and so lovely her face, 

That never a hall such a galliard did grace: 

While her mother did fret, and her father did fume, 

And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume; 
And the bride-maidens whispered, ‘‘’T were better by far 

To have matched our fair cousin with young Lochinvar.” 


One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear, 

When they reached the hall door, and the charger stood near; 
So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung, 

So light to the saddle before her he sprung! 

‘‘She is won! we are gone, over bank, bush, and scaur: 


They'll have fleet steeds that follow,’ quoth young Lochinvar. 


There was mounting ’mong Graemes of the Netherby clan: 
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they ran; 
There was racing and chasing on Canobie Lee, 

But the lost bride of Netherby ne’er did they see. 

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war, 

Have ye e’er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar? 


Marmion and Douglas 


FROM “‘MARMION” 


Not far advanced was morning day 
When Marmion did his troop array 
To Surrey’s camp to ride; 
He had safe-conduct for his band 
Beneath the royal seal and hand, 
And Douglas gave a guide. 
The ancient eari with stately grace 
Would Clara on her palfrey place, 
And whispered in an undertone, 
“Let the hawk stoop, his prey is flown.” 
The train from out the castle drew, 
But Marmion stopped to bid adieu: 
“Though something I might plain,” he said, 
“Of cold respect to stranger guest, 
Sent hither by your king’s behest, 
While in Tantallon’s towers I stayed, 
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Part we in friendship from your land, 
And, noble earl, receive my hand.” 
But Douglas round him drew his cloak, 

Folded his arms, and thus he spoke:— 

“My manors, halls, and bowers shall still 
Be open at my sovereign’s will 

To each one whom he lists, howe’er 

Unmeet to be the owner’s peer. 

My castles are my king’s alone, 

From turret to foundation-stone,— 

The hand of Douglas is his own, 

And never shall in friendly grasp 

The hand of such as Marmion clasp.” 


Burned Marmion’s swarthy cheek like fire, 

And shook his very frame for ire. 
And—*“‘This to me!”’ he said. 

“An ’t were not for thy hoary beard, 

Such hand as Marmion’s had not spared 
To cleave the Douglas’ head! 

And first I tell thee, haughty peer, 

He who does England’s message here, 

Although the meanest in her state, 

May well, proud Angus, be thy mate; 

And, Douglas, more I tell thee here, 
Even in thy pitch of pride, 

Here in thy hold, thy vassals near,— 

Nay, never look upon your lord, 

And lay your hands upon your sword,— 
I tell thee, thou ’rt defied! 


“And if thou saidst I am not peer 
To any lord in Scotland here, 
Lowland or Highland, far or near, 
Lord Angus, thou hast lied!” 
On the earl’s cheek the flush of rage 
O’ercame the ashen hue of age; 
Fierce he broke forth,—‘‘And darest thou then 
To beard the lion in his den, 
The Douglas in his hall? 
And hopest thou hence unscathed to got— 
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No, by Saint Bride of Bothwell, no! 
Up drawbridge, grooms—what, warder, ho! 
Let the portcullis fall!” 


Lord Marmion turned,—well was his need,— 
And dashed the rowels in his steed, 

Like arrow through the archway sprung,— 
~The ponderous grate behind him rung; 

To pass there was such scanty room, 

The bars descending razed his plume. 


Coronach 


FROM “THE LADY OF THE LAKE” 


He is gone on the mountain, 
He is lost to the forest, 
Like a summer-dried fountain, 
When our need was the sorest. 
The fount reappearing 
From the raindrops shall borrow, 
But to us comes no cheering, 
To Duncan no morrow! 


The hand of the reaper 
Takes the ears that are hoary, 
But the voice of the weeper 
Wails manhood in glory. 
The autumn winds rushing 
Waft the leaves that are serest, 
But our flower was in flushing 
When blighting was nearest. 


Fleet foot on the correi, 
Sage counsel in cumber, 
Red hand in the foray, 
How sound is thy slumber! 
Like the dew on the mountain 
Like the foam on the river 
Like the bubble on the fountain, 
Thou art gone, and for ever! 
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S AMM UIE "Dray VOR COLE Ra DIG E 


An ancient 
Mariner meeteth 
three Gallante 
bidden toa 
wedding-feast, 
and detaineth 
one. 


The Wedding- 
Guest is spell- 
und by the eye 
of the old seafar- 
ing man, and 
constrained to 
hear his tale. 


The Mariner 

tells how the 

ship sailed south- 
ward with a good 
wind and fair 
weather, till it 
reached the Line, 


1772-1834 
The Rime of the Ancient Mariner 


PART THE FIRST 


It is an ancient Mariner, 

And he stoppeth one of three. 

“By thy long grey beard and glittering eye, 
Now wherefore stopp’st thou me? 


The Bridegroom’s doors are opened wide, 
And I am next of kin; 

The guests are met, the feast is set: 
May’st hear the merry din.” 


He holds him with his skinny hand, 
“There was a ship,” quoth he. 

“Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!” 
Eftsoons his hand dropt he. 


He holds him with his glittering eye— 
The Wedding-Guest stood still, 

And listens like a three years’ child: 
The Mariner hath his will. 


The Wedding-Gues¢ sat on a stone: 
He cannot choose but hear; 


And thus spake on that ancient man, 
The bright-eyed Mariner. 


“The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared, 
Merrily did we drop 

Below the kirk, below the hill, 

Below the lighthouse top. 


“The Sun came up upon the left, 

Out of the sea came he! 

And he shone bright, and on the right 
Went down into the sea. 


The Wedding- 

Guest heareth the 
bridal music; but 
the mariner con- 
tinueth his tale. © 


The ship drawn 
by a storm to- 
ward the south 
pole. 


The land of ice. 
and of fearful 
sounds, where no 
living thing was 
to be seen. 
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“Higher and higher every day, 
Till over the mast at noon—”’ 
The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast, 
For he heard the loud bassoon. 


The bride hath paced into the hall, 
Red as a rose is she; 

Nodding their heads before her goes 
The merry minstrelsy. 


The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast, 
Yet he cannot choose but hear; 
And thus spake on that ancient man, 


The bright-eyed Mariner. 


“And now the Storm-blast came, and he 
Was tyrannous and strong: 

He struck with his o’ertaking wings, 
And chased us south along. 


“With sloping masts and dipping prow, 
As who pursued with yell and blow 

Still treads the shadow of his foe 

And forward bends his head, 

The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast, 
And southward ay we fled. 


‘**And now there came both mist and snow 
And it grew wondrous cold: 

And ice, mast-high, came floating by, 

As green as emerald. 


‘*And through the drifts the snowy clifts 
Did send a dismal sheen: 

Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken— 
The ice was all between. 


“The ice was here, the ice was there, 
The ice was all around: 


It cracked and growled, and roared and howled, 


Like noises in a swound! 
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Till a great sea- 
bird, called the 
Albatross, came 
through the 
snow-fog, and 
was received 
with great joy 
and hospitality. 


And lo! the Alba- 
tross proveth a 
bird of good 
omen, and 
followeth the 
ship as it re- 
turned north- 
ward through fog 
and floating ice. 


The ancient 
Mariner in- 
hospitably — kill- 
eth the pious 
bird of good 
omen. 


His shipmates 
cry out against 
the ancient 
Mariner for 
killing the bird 
of good luck. 
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“At length did cross an Albatross: 
Thorough the fog it came; 

As if it had been a Christian soul, 
We hailed it in God’s name. 


“Tt ate the food it ne’er had eat, 
And round and round it flew. 

The ice did split with a thunder-fit; 
The helmsman steered us through! 


“And a good south wind sprung up behind; 
The Albatross did follow, 

And every day, for food or play, 

Came to the mariner’s hollo! 


“In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud, 

It perched for vespers nine; 

Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white, 
Glimmered the white moonshine.” 


““God save thee, ancient Mariner! 

From the fiends, that plague thee thus!— 
Why look’st thou so?”—‘‘ With my cross-bow 
I shot the Albatross.” 


PART THE SECOND 


“The Sun now rose upon the right: 
Out of the sea came he, 

Still hid in mist, and on the left 
Went down into the sea. 


“And the good south wind still blew behind, 
But no sweet bird did follow, 
Nor any day for food or play 
Came to the mariner’s hollo! 


“And I had done a hellish thing, 

And it would work ’em woe: 

For all averred, I had killed the bird 
That made the breeze to blow. 

Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay, 
That made the breeze to blow! 


But when the 
fog cleared off, 
they justifv the 
same and thus 
make themselves 
accomplices in 
the crime. 


The fair breeze. 


continues; the 
ship enters the 
Pacific Ocean, 
and sails north- 
ward, even till it 
reaches the Line. 


The ship hath 
been suddenly 
becalmed. 


And the Alba- 
tross begins to 
be avenged. 
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“Nor dim nor red, like God’s own head, 
The glorious Sun uprist: 

Then all averred, I had killed the bird 
That brought the fog and mist. 

*Twas right, said they, such birds to slay, 
That bring the fog and mist. 


“The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, 
The furrow followed free; 

We were the first that ever burst 

Into that silent sea. 


“Down dropt the breeze, the sails dropt down, 
*Twas sad as sad could be; 

And we did speak only to break 

The silence of the sea! 


“All in a hot and copper sky, 

The bloody Sun, at noon, 

Right up above the mast did stand, 
No bigger than the Moon. 


“Day after day, day after day, 
We stuck, nor breath nor motion; 
As idle as a painted ship 

Upon a painted ocean. 


“Water, water, every where, 
And all the boards did shrink; 
Water, water, every where, 
Nor any drop to drink. 


“The very deep did rot: O Christ! 
That ever this should be! 

Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 
Upon the slimy sea. 


“About, about, in reel and rout 
The death-fires danced at night; 
The water, like a witch’s oils, 
Burnt green, and blue and white. 
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A Spirit had *“And some in dreams assuréd were 
followed them; 


ee the i Of the Spirit that plagued us so; 
visible _ inhabi- ~~ Nine fathom deep he had followed us 


tants of this 


planet neither From the land of mist and snow. 


departed souls 

nor angels; con- 

cerning he 

Poa ote “And every tongue, through utter drought, 
latonic = Con- Was withered at the root; 


stantinopolitan, 


Michael Pscllus. We could not speak, no more than if 


may beconsulted. 


They are very We had been choked with soot. 
numerous, and 
there is no cli- 
mate or element 


without one or == Ah! well a-day! what evil looks 
Had I from old and young! 
The shipmates, | Instead of the cross, the Albatross 


in their sore dis- 

tress, would fain About my neck was hung. 
throw the whole 

guilt on the 

ancient Mariner: 

in sign whereof 


they hang the PART THE THIRD 
dead sea-bird 


round his neck. «*'There passed a weary time. Each throat 
Was parched, and glazed each eye. 

A weary time! a weary time! 

How glazed each weary eye, 


When looking westward, I beheld 


‘The ancient A something in the sky. 
Mariner behold- 
eth a sign in the 
element afar off. 


“At first it seemed a little speck, 

And then it seemed a mist; 

It moved and moved, and took at last 
A certain shape, I wist. 


“A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist! 
And still it neared and neared: 
As if it dodged a water-sprite, 
It plunged and tacked and veered. 


At its, nearest “With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
seemeth him to We could nor laugh nor wail; 

st 2 deat ransom eneouen utter drought all dumb we stood! 
soca Hote it my arm, I sucked the blood, 


honds of thirst. = And cried, ‘A sail! a sail!’ 


A flash of joy; 


And horror 
follows. For can 
it be a ship that 
comes onwar 
without wind or 
tide? 


It seemeth him 
but the skeleton 
of a ship. 


And its ribs are 
seen as bars on 
the face of the 
setting Sun. 


The Spectre- 
Woman and her 
Death-mate, and 
no other on 
hoard the 
skeleton ship. 


—— 
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“With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
Agape they heard me call: 

Gramercy! they for joy did grin, 

And all at once their breath drew in, 

As they were drinking all. 


“*See! see!’ (I cried) ‘she tacks no more! 
‘Hither to work us weal; 

Without a breeze, without a tide, 

She steadies with upright keel!’ 


“The western wave was all a-flame. 

The day was well nigh done! 

Almost upon the western wave 

Rested the broad bright Sun; 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the Sun. 


“And straight the Sun was flecked with bars, 
(Heaven’s Mother send us grace!) 

As if through a dungeon-grate he peered 
With broad and burning face. 


“Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 
How fast she nears and nears! 

Are those her sails that glance in the Sun, 
Like restless gossameres? 


“Are those her ribs through which the Sun 
Did peer, as through a grate? 

And is that Woman all her crew? 

Is that a DeaTH? and are there two? 

Is Deatu that woman’s mate? 


“Her lips were red, her looks were free, 
Her locks were yellow as gold: 

Her skin was as white as leprosy, 

The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she, 
Who thicks man’s blood with cold. 
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Death and Life- 
in-Death have 
diced for the 
ship’s crew, and 
she (the latter) 
winneth the 
ancient Mariner. 


No twilight 
within the courts 
of the sun. 


At the rising of 
the Moon, 


Ou after 
another, 


His _ship-mates 
drop down dead; 


But Life-in- 
Death begins her 
work on the 
ancient Mariner. 


The Wedding- 
Guest feareth 
that a Spirit is 
talking to him; 
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“The naked hulk alongside came, 

And the twain was casting dice; 

‘The game is done! I’ve won, I’ve won!’ 
Quoth she, and whistles thrice. 


“The Sun’s rim dips; the stars rush out: 
At one stride comes the dark; 

With far-heard whisper, o’er the sea, 
Off shot the spectre-bark. 


“We listened and looked sideways up! 

Fear at my heart, as at a cup, 

My life-blood seemed to sip! 

The stars were dim, and thick the night, 

The steersman’s face by his lamp gleamed white; 
From the sails the dew did drip— 

Till clomb above the eastern bar 

The horned Moon, with one bright star 

Within the nether tip. 


“One after one, by the star-dogged Moon, 
Too quick for groan or sigh, 
Each turned his face with a ghastly pang, 
And cursed me with his eye. 


“Four times fifty living men, 

(And [ heard nor sigh nor groan) 
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump, 
They dropped down one by one. 


“The souls did from their bodies fly,— 
They fled to bliss or woe! 

And every soul, it passed me by, 

Like the whizz of my cross-bow!”’ 


PART THE FOURTH 


“T fear thee, ancient Mariner! 

I fear thy skinny hand! 

And thou art long, and lank, and brown, 
As is the ribbed sea-sand. 
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But the ancient 
Mariner assureth 
him of his bodily 
life, and pro- 
ceedeth to relate 
his horrible 
penance. 


He despiseth the 
creatures of the 
calm, 


And envieth that 

they should live, 
and so many lie 
ead. 


But the curse 
liveth for him in 
the eye of the 
dead men. 


“T fear thee and thy glittering eye, 

And thy skinny hand, so brown.” — 
“Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest! 
This body dropt not down. 


“Alone, alone, all, all alone, 
Alone on a wide wide sea! 

And never a saint took pity on 
My soul in agony. 


“The many men, so beautiful! 

And they all dead did lie: 

And a thousand thousand slimy things 
Lived on; and so did I. 


“T looked upon the rotting sea, 
And drew my eyes away; 

1 looked upon the rotting deck, 
And there the dead men lay. 


“T looked to heaven, and tried to pray; 
But or ever a prayer had gusht, 

A wicked whisper came, and made 

My heart as dry as dust. 


‘IT closed my lids, and kept them close, 

And the balls like pulses beat; 

For the sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky 
Lay like a load on my weary eye, 

And the dead were at my feet. 


“The cold sweat melted from their limbs, 
Nor rot nor reek did they: 

The look with which they looked on me 
Had never passed away. 


‘An orphan’s curse would drag to hell 

A spirit from on high; 

But oh! more horrible than that 

Is the curse in a dead man’s eye! 

Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse, 
And yet I could not die. 


292 


in his loneliness 
and fixedness he 
yearneth to- 
wards the 
journeying Moon 
and the _ stars 
that still sojourn, 
yet still move 
onward; and 
everywhere the 
blue sky belongs 
to them, and is 


their appointed 
rest, and their 
native country 


and their own 
natural homes, 
which they enter 
unannounced, as 
lords that are 
certainly ex- 
pected and yet 
there is a silent 
joy at their 
arrival. 


By the light of 
the Moon_ he 
beholdeth God’s 
creatures of the 
great calm. 


Their beauty and 
their happiness, 


He blesseth them 
in his heart. 


The spell begins 
to break. 
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“The moving Moon went up the sky, 
And nowhere did abide: 

Softly she was going up, 

And a star or two beside— 


“Her beams bemocked the sultry main, 
Like April hoar-frost spread; 

But where the ship’s huge shadow lay, 
The charméd water burnt alway 


A still and awful red. 


“Beyond the shadow of the ship, 

I watched the water-snakes: 

They moved in tracks of shining white, 
And when they reared, the elfish light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 


“Within the shadow of the ship 

I watched their rich attire: 

Blue, glossy green, and velvet black, 
They coiled and swam; and every track 


Was a flash of golden fire. 


“O happy living things! no tongue 
Their beauty might declare: 

A spring of love gushed from my heart, 
And I blessed them unaware: 

Sure my kind saint took pity on me, 
And I blessed them unaware. 


“The selfsame moment I could pray; 
And from my neck so free 

The Albatross fell off, and sank 

Like lead into the sea.” 


ART THE FIFTH 


“Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing, 

Beloved from pole to pole! 

To Mary Queen the praise be given! 
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven, 
That slid into my soul. 
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By grace of the 
holy Mother, the 
ancient Mariner 
is refreshed with 
rain, 


He heareth 
sounds and seeth 
strange sights 
and commotions 
in the sky and 
the element. 


The bodies of the 
ship’s crew are 
inspired, and the 
ship moves on; 


“The silly buckets on the deck, 

That had so long remained, 

I dreamt that they were filled with dew; 
And when I awoke, it rained. 


““My lips were wet, my throat was cold, 
My garments all were dank; 

Sure I had drunken in my dreams, 

And still my body drank. 


“TI moved, and could not feel my limbs: 
I was so light—almost 

I thought that I had died in sleep, 

And was a blessed ghost. 


“And soon I heard a roaring wind: 
It did not come anear; 

But with its sound it shook the sails, 
That were so thin and sere. 


“The upper air burst into life! 

And a hundred fire-flags sheen, 

To and fro they were hurried about! 
And to and fro, and in and out, 
The wan stars danced between. 


*‘And the coming wind did roar more loud, 

And the sails did sigh like sedge; 

And the rain poured down from one black cloud; 
The Moon was at its edge. 


“The thick black cloud was cleft, and still 
The Moon was at its side: 

Like waters shot from some high crag, 
The lightning fell with never a jag, 

A river steep and wide. 


“The loud wind never reached the ship, 
Yet now the ship moved on! 

Beneath the lightning and the Moon 
The dead men gave a groan. 
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but not by the 
souls of the men, 
aor by daemons 
of earth or 
middle air, but 
by a blessed 
troop of angelic 
spirits, sent 
down by the 
invocation of the 
guardian saint. 
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“They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose, 
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes; 

It had been strange, even in a dream, 

To have seen those dead men rise. 


“The helmsman steered, the ship moved on; 
Yet never a breeze up blew; 

The mariners all ’gan work the ropes, 
Where they were wont to do; 

They raised their limbs like lifeless tools— 
We were a ghastly crew. 


“The body of my brother’s son 
Stood by me, knee to knee: 

The body and I pulled at one rove, 
But he said nought to me.” 


“T fear thee, ancient Mariner!” 

“Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest! 

*Twas not those souls that fled in pain, 
Which to their corses came again, 

But a troop of spirits blest: 


“For when it dawned—they dropt their arms, 
And clustered round the mast; 

Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths, 
And from their bodies passed. 


‘Around, around, flew each sweet sound, 
Then darted to the Sun; 

Slowly the sounds came back again, 
Now mixed, now one by one. 


“Sometimes a-dropping from the sky 

I heard the sky-lark sing; 

Sometimes all little birds that are, 
How they seemed to fill the sea and air 
With their sweet jargoning! 


The lonesome 
Spirit from the 
south-pole 
carries on the 
ship as far as 
the Line, in 
obedience to the 
angelic troop, 
but still requir- 
eth vengeance. 


The Polar Spirit’s 
fellow daemons, 
the invisible 
inhabitants of 
the element, 
take part in his 
wrong and two}; 
of them relate, 
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“And now ’twas like all instruments, 
Now like a lonely flute; 

And now it is an angel’s song, 

That makes the heavens be mute. 


“Tt ceased; yet still the sails made on 


A pleasant noise till noon, 

A noise like of a hidden brook 

In the leafy month of June, 

That to the sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune. 


“Till noon we quietly sailed on, 
Yet never a breeze did breathe: 
Slowly and smoothly went the ship, 
Moved onward from beneath. 


“Under the keel nine fathom deep, 
From the land of mist and snow, 
The spirit slid: and it was he 

That made the ship to go. 

The sails at noon left off their tune, 
And the ship stood still also. 


“The Sun, right up above the mast, 
Had fixed her to the ocean: 

But in a minute she ’gan stir, 

With a short uneasy motion— 


Backwards and forwards half her length 


With a short uneasy motion. 


“Then, like a pawing horse let go, 
She made a sudden bound: 

It flung the blood into my head, 
And I fell down in a swound. 


“How long in that same fit I lay, 
I have not to declare; 

But ere my living life returned, 

I heard and in my soul discerned 
Two voices in the air. 
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one to the other, 
that penance 
long and heavy 
for the ancient 
Mariner hath 
been accorded to 
the Polar Spirit, 
who returneth 
southward. 


The Mariner 
hath been cast 
into a trance; 
for the angelic 
power causeth 
the vessel to 
drive northward 
faster than hu- 
man life could 
endure. 


ROMANCE AND DEMOCRACY 


«Ts it he?’ quoth one, ‘Is this the man? 
By him who died on cross, 

With his cruel bow he laid full low 

The harmless Albatross. 


“<The spirit who bideth by himself 
In the land of mist and snow, 

He loved the bird that loved the man 
Who shot him with his bow.’ 


“The other was a softer voice, 

As soft as honeydew: 

Quoth he, ‘The man hath penance done, 
And penance more will do.’ 


PART THE SIXTH 


First Voice 
““But tell me, tell me! speak again, 
Thy soft response renewing— 
What makes that ship drive on so fast? 
What is the ocean doing?’ 


Second Voice 
“**Still as a slave before his lord, 
The ocean hath no blast; 
His great bright eye most silently 
Up to the Moon is cast— 


“*Tf he may know which way to £03 
For she guides him smooth or grim. 
See, brother, see! how graciously 
She looketh down on him.’ 


First Voice 


“But why drives on that ship so fast, 
Without or wave or wind?’ 


Second Voice 
“*The air is cut away before, 


And closes from behind. 


The super- 
natural motion 
is retarded; the 
Mariner awakes, 
and his penance 
begins anew. 


The curse is 
finally expiated. 
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““Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high! 
Or we shall be belated: 

For slow and slow that ship will go, 
When the Mariner’s trance is abated.’ 


“T woke, and we were sailing on 

As in a gentle weather: 

*Twas night, calm night, the moon was high; 
The dead men stood together. 


“All stood together on the deck, 
For a charnel-dungeon fitter: 


All fixed on me their stony eyes, 
That in the Moon did glitter. 


“The pang, the curse, with which they died, 
Had never passed away: 

I could not draw my eyes from theirs, 

Nor turn them up to pray. 


“And now this spell was snapt: once more 
I viewed the ocean green, 

And looked far forth, yet little saw 

Of what had else been seen— 


“Like one, that on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 

And having once turned round walks on, 
And turns no more his head; 

Because he knows, a frightful fiend 

Doth close behind him tread. 


“But soon there breathed a wind on me, 
Nor sound nor motion made: 

Its path was not upon the sea, 

In ripple or in shade. 


“Tt raised my hair, it fanned my cheek 
Like a meadow-gale of spring— 

It mingled strangely with my fears, 
Yet it felt like a welcoming. 
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And the ancient 
Mariner behold- 
eth his native 
country. 


The Angelic 
spirits leave the 
dead bodies, 


And appear in 
their own forms 
of light. 


ROMANCE AND DEMOCRACY 


“Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship 

Yet she sailed softly too: 

Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze— 
On me alone it blew. 


“Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed 
The light-house top I see? 
Is this the hill? is this the kirk? 


Is this mine own countree? 


“We drifted o’er the harbour-bar, 
And I with sobs did pray— 

O let me be awake, my God! 

Or let me sleep alway. 


“The harbour-bay was clear as glass, 
So smoothly it was strewn! 

And on the bay the moonlight lay, 
And the shadow of the Moon. 


“The rock shone bright, the kirk no less, 
That stands above the rock: 

The moonlight steeped in silentnes 

The steady weathercock. 


“And the bay was white with silent light 
Till rising from the same, 

Full many shapes, that shadows were, 

In crimson colours came. 


“A little distance from the prow 
Those crimson shadows were: 

I turned my eyes upon the deck— 
Oh, Christ! what saw I there! 


“Kach corse lay flat, lifeless and flat, 
And, by the holy rood! 

A man all light, a seraph-man, 

On every corse there stood. 


The Hermit of 
the 
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“This seraph-band, each waved his hand: 
It was a heavenly sight! 

They stood as signals to the land, 

Each one a lovely light: 


“This seraph-band, each waved his hand, 
No voice did they impart— 

No voice; but oh! the silence sank 

Like music on my heart. 


“But soon I heard the dash of oars, 
I heard the Pilot’s cheer; 
My head was turned perforce away, 
And I saw a boat appear. 


“The Pilot and the Pilot’s boy, 

I heard them coming fast: 

Dear Lord in Heaven! it was a joy 
The dead men could not blast. 


“T saw a third—I heard his voice: 

It is the Hermit good! 

He singeth loud his godly hymns 
That he makes in the wood. 

He’ll shrive my soul, he’ll wash away 


The Albatross’s blood. 


PART THE SEVENTH 


“This Hermit good lives in that wood 
Which slopes down to the sea. 

How loudly his sweet voice he rears! 
He loves to talk with marineres 

That come from a far countree. 


‘He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve— 
He hath a cushion plump: 

It is the moss that wholly hides 

The rotted old oak-stump. 
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Approacheth 
the ship with 
wonder. 


The ship sud- 
denly sinketh, 


The ancient 

Mariner is saved 

in the Pilot’s 
oat. 
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“The skiff-boat neared: I heard them talk, 
‘Why, this is strange, I trow! 

Where are those lights so many and fair, 
That signal made but now?’ 


“Strange, by my faith!’ the Hermit said— 
‘And they answered not our cheer! 

The planks look warped! and see those sails, 
How thin they are and sere! 

I never saw aught like to them, 

Unless perchance it were 


“Brown skeletons of leaves that lag 
My forest-brook along; 

When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow, 
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below, 
That eats the she-wolf’s young.’ 


“Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look’— 
(The Pilot made reply) 

‘I am a-feared’—‘ Push on, push on!’ 
Said the Hermit cheerily. 


“The boat came closer to the ship, 
But I nor spake nor stirred; 

The boat came close beneath the ship, 
And straight a sound was heard. 


“Under the water it rumbled on, 
Still louder and more dread: 

It reached the ship, it split the bay; 
The ship went down like lead. 


“Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound, 
Which sky and ocean smote, 

Like one that hath been seven days drowned 
My body lay afloat; 

But swift as dreams, myself I found 

Within the Pilot’s boat. 


Set 


The ancient 
Mariner 
earnestly 
entreateth _ the 
Hermit to shrive 
him; and the 
penance of life 
falls on him. 


And ever and 

anon throughout 
his future life an 
agony constrain- 
eth him to travel 
from land to land, 
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“Upon the whirl, where sank the ship, 
The boat spun round and round; 

And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 


“TI moved my lips—the Pilot shrieked 
And fell down in a fit; 

The holy Hermit raised his eyes, 

And prayed where he did sit. 


“T took the oars: the Pilot’s boy, 

Who now doth crazy go, 

Laughed loud and long, and all the while 
His eyes went to and fro. 

‘Ha! ha!’ quoth he, ‘full plain I see, 
The Devil knows how to row.’ 


“And now, all in my own countree, 

I stood on the firm land! 

The Hermit stepped forth from the boat, 
And scarcely he could stand. 


“QO shrive me, shrive me, holy man!’ 
The Hermit crossed his brow. 
‘Say quick,’ quoth he, ‘I bid thee say— 
What manner of man art thou?’ 


“Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched 
With a woeful agony, 

Which forced me to begin my tale; 

And then it left me free. 


**Since then, at an uncertain hour, 
That agony returns: 

And till my ghastly tale is told, 
This heart within me burns. 


“T pass, like night, from land to land; 
I have strange power of speech; 

That moment that his face I see, 

I know the man that must hear me: 
To him my tale I teach. 
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and to teach, by 
his own example, 
love and rever- 
ence to all things 
that God made 
and loveth 


ROMANCE AND DEMOCRACY 


‘What loud uproar bursts from that door! 
The wedding-guests are there: 

But in the garden-bower the bride 

And bride-maids singing are: 

And hark the little vesper bell, 

Which biddeth me to prayer! 


“© Wedding-Guest! this soul hath been 
Alone on a wide wide sea: 

So lonely ’twas, that God Himself 
Scarce seeméd there to be. 


*‘O sweeter than the marriage-feast, 
’Tis sweeter far to me, 

To walk together to the kirk 

With a goodly company !— 


“To walk together to the kirk, 

And all together pray, 

While each to his great Father bends, 
Old men, and babes, and loving friends, 
And youths and maidens gay! 


“Farewell, farewell! but this I tell 
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest! 
He prayeth well, who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast. 


“He prayeth best, who loveth best 
All things both great and small; 
For the dear God who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all.” 


The Mariner, whose eye is bright, 
Whose beard with age is hoar, 

Is gone: and now the Wedding-Guest 
Turned from the bridegroom’s door. 


He went like one that hath been stunned, 
And is of sense forlorn: 

A sadder and a wiser man, 

He rose the morrow morn. 
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Kubla Khan 
In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 


A stately pleasure-dome decree: 

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 

Through caverns measureless to man 
Down to a sunless sea. 


So twice five miles of fertile ground 

With walls and towers were girdled round: 

And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills, 
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 


But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover! 

A savage place! as holy and enchanted 

As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 

By woman wailing for her demon-lover! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 
A mighty fountain momently was forced: 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail: 

And ’mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 

It flung up momently the sacred river. 

Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 
Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean: 

And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voices prophesying war! 


The shadow of the dome of pleasure 
Floated midway on the waves; 
Where was heard the mingled measure 
From the fountain and the caves. 

It was a miracle of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice! 
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A damsel with a dulcimer 
In a vision once I saw: 
It was an Abyssinian maid, 
And on her dulcimer she played, 
Singing of Mount Abora. 
Could I revive within me 
Her symphony and song, 
To such a deep delight ’twould win me, 
That with music loud and long, 
I would build that dome in air, 
That sunny dome! those caves of ice! 
And all who heard should see them there, 
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair! 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 
And close your eyes with holy dread, 
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 
And drank the milk of Paradise. 


Christabel 


PART THE FIRST 


Tis the middle of night by the castle clock, 
And the owls have awakened the crowing cock; 
Tu—whit! Tu—whoo! 

And hark, again! the crowing cock, 

How drowsily it crew. 

Sir Leoline, the Baron rich, 

Hath a toothless mastiff, which 

From her kennel beneath the rock 

Maketh answer to the clock, 

Four for the quarters, and twelve for the hour; 
Ever and ay, by shine and shower, 

Sixteen short howls, not over loud; 

Some say, she sees my lady’s shroud. 


Is the night chilly and dark? 

The night is chilly, but not dark. 

The thin grey cloud is spread on high, 
It covers but not hides the sky. 
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The moon is behind, and at the full; 

And yet she looks both small and dull. 
The night is chill, the cloud is grey: 

*Tis a month before the month of May, 
And the Spring comes slowly up this way. 


The lovely lady, Christabel, 

Whom her father loves so well, 

What makes her in the wood so late, 

A furlong from the castle gate? 

She had dreams all yesternight 

Of her own betrothed knight; 

And she in the midnight wood will pray 
For the weal of her lover that’s far away. 


She stole along, she nothing spoke, 

The sighs she heaved were soft and low, 
And naught was green upon the oak, 
But moss and rarest mistletoe: 

She kneels beneath the huge oak tree, 
And in silence prayeth she. 


The lady sprang up suddenly, 

The lovely lady, Christabel! 

It moaned as near, as near can be, 

But what it is, she cannot tell.— 

On the other side it seems to be, 

Of the huge, broad-breasted, old oak tree. 


The night is chill; the forest bare; 

Is it the wind that moaneth bleak? 
There is not wind enough in the air 
To move away the ringlet curl 

From the lovely lady’s cheek— 

There is not wind enough to twirl 

The one red leaf, the last of its clan, 
That dances as often as dance it can, 
Hanging so light, and hanging so high, 


On the topmost twig that looks up at the sky. 
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Hush, beating heart of Christabel! 

Jesu, Maria, shield her well! 

She folded her arms beneath her cloak, 

And stole to the other side of the oak. 
What sees she there? 


There she sees a damsel bright, 

Drest in a silken robe of white, 

That shadowy in the moonlight shone: 
The neck that made that white robe wan, 
Her stately neck, and arms were bare; 
Her blue-veined feet unsandal’d were, 
And wildly glittered here and there 
The gems entangled in her hair. 

I guess, ’twas frightful there to see 

A lady so richly clad as she— 
Beautiful exceedingly! 


“Mary mother, save me now!” 

Said Christabel, “And who art thou?” 

The lady strange made answer meet, 

And her voice was faint and sweet :— 

“Have pity on my sore distress, 

I scarce can speak for weariness: 

Stretch forth thy hand, and have no fear!” 
Said Christabel, ‘How camest thou here?” 
And the lady, whose voice was faint and sweet, 
Did thus pursue her answer meet :— 


“My sire is of a noble line, 

And my name is Geraldine: 

Five warriors seized me yestermorn, 

Me, even me, a maid forlorn: 

They choked my cries with force and fright, 
And tied me on a palfrey white. 

The palfrey was as fleet as wind, 

And they rode furiously behind. 

They spurred amain, their steeds were white: 
And once we crossed the shade of night. 

As sure as Heaven shall rescue me, 

I have no thought what men they be; 
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Nor do I know how long it is 

(For I have lain entranced, I wis) 

Since one, the tallest of the five, 

Took me from the palfrey’s back, 

A weary woman, scarce alive. 

Some muttered words his comrades spoke: 
He placed me underneath this oak; 

He swore they would return with haste; 
Whither they went I cannot tell— 

I thought I heard, some minutes past, 
Sounds as of a castle bell. 

Stretch forth thy hand,” thus ended she, 
‘And help a wretched maid to flee.” 


Then Christabel stretched forth her hand, 
And comforted fair Geraldine: 

“O well, bright dame! may you command 
The service of Sir Leoline; 

And gladly our stout chivalry 

Will he send forth and friends withal 

To guide and guard you safe and free 
Home to your noble father’s hall.” 


She rose: and forth with steps they passed 
That strove to be, and were not, fast. 

Her gracious stars the lady blest, 

And thus spake on sweet Christabel: 

‘All our household are at rest, 

The hall as silent as the cell; 

Sir Leoline is weak in health 

And may not well awakened be, 

But we will move as if in stealth 

And I beseech your courtesy, 

This night, to share your couch with me.” 


They crossed the moat, and Christabel 

Took the key that fitted well; 

A little door she opened straight, 

All in the middle of the gate; 

The gate that was ironed within and without, 
Where an army in battle array had marched out. 
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The lady sank, belike through pain, 

And Christabel with might and main 
Lifted her up, a weary weight, 

Over the threshold of the gate: 

Then the lady rose again, 

And moved, as she were not in pain. 


So free from danger, free from fear, 

They crossed the court: right glad they were. 
And Christabel devoutly cried 

To the lady by her side, 

“Praise we the Virgin all divine 

Who hath rescued thee from thy distress!” 
“Alas, alas!’’ said Geraldine, 

“T cannot speak for weariness.” 

So free from danger, free from fear, 

They crossed the court: right glad they were. 


Outside her kennel, the mastiff old 
Lay fast asleep, in moonshine cold. 
The mastiff old did not awake, 

Yet she an angry moan did make! 
And what can ail the mastiff bitch? 
Never till now she uttered yell 
Beneath the eye of Christabel. 
Perhaps it is the owlet’s scritch: 
For what can ail the mastiff bitch? 


They passed the hall, that echoes still, 

Pass as lightly as you will! 

The brands were flat, the brands were dying, 
Amid their own white ashes lying; 

But when the lady passed, there came 

A tongue of light, a fit of flame; 

And Christabel saw the lady’s eye, 

And nothing else saw she thereby, 

Save the boss of the shield of Sir Leoline tall, 
Which hung in a murky old niche in the wall. 
“O softly tread,” said Christabel, 

“My father seldom sleepeth well.” 
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Sweet Christabel her feet doth bare, 

And jealous of the listening air 

They steal their way from stair to stair, 
Now in glimmer, and now in gloom, 

And now they pass the Baron’s room, 

As still as death, with stifled breath! 

And now have reached her chamber door; 
And now doth Geraldine press down 

The rushes of the chamber floor. 


The moon shines dim in the open air, 
And not a moonbeam enters here. 

But they without its light can see 

The chamber carved so curiously, 
Carved with figures strange and sweet, 
All made out of the carver’s brain, 
For a lady’s chamber meet: 

The lamp with twofold silver chain 

Is fastened to an angel’s feet. 


The silver lamp burns dead and dim; 

But Christabel the lamp will trim. 

She trimmed the lamp, and made it bright, 
And left it swinging to and fro, 

While Geraldine, in wretched plight, 

Sank down upon the floor below. 


**O weary lady, Geraldine, 

I pray you, drink this cordial wine! 
It is a wine of virtuous powers; 

My mother made it of wild flowers.” 


**And will your mother pity me, 

Who am a maiden most forlorn?” 

Christabel answered—‘‘ Woe is me! 

She died the hour that I was born. 

I have heard the grey-haired friar tell, 

How on her deathbed she did say, 

That she should hear the castle-bell 

Strike twelve upon my wedding-day. 

O mother dear! that thou wert here!” 
“T would,” said Geraldine, “‘she were!” 
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But soon with altered voice, said she— 
‘Off, wandering mother! Peak and pine! 
I have power to bid thee flee.”’ 

Alas! what ails poor Geraldine? 

Why stares she with unsettled eye? 

Can she the bodiless dead espy? 

And why with hollow voice cries she, 
“Off, woman, off! this hour is mine— 
Though thou her guardian spirit be, 

Off, woman, off! ’tis given to me.” 


Then Christabel knelt by the lady’s side, 
And raised to heaven her eyes so blue— 
“Alas!” said she, “this ghastly ride— 
Dear lady! it hath wildered you!” 

The lady wiped her moist cold brow, 
And faintly said, ‘‘’Tis over now!” 
Again the wild-flower wine she drank: 
Her fair large eyes ’gan glitter bright, 
And from the floor whereon she sank, 
The lofty lady stood upright: 

She was most beautiful to see, 

Like a lady of a far countrée. 


And thus the lofty lady spake— 

“All they who live in the upper sky, 
Do love you, holy Christabel! 

And you loue them, and for their sake 
And for the good which me befel, 
Even [| in my degree will try, 

Fair maiden, to requite you well. 

But now unrobe yourself; for I 

Must pray, ere yet in bed I lie.” 


Quoth Christabel, “‘So let it be!” 
And as the lady bade, did she. 
Her gentle limbs did she undress, 
And lay down in her loveliness. 


But through her brain of weal and woe 
So many thoughts moved to and fro, 
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That vain it were her lids to close; 
So half-way from the bed she rose 
And on her elbow did recline 

To look at the lady Geraldine. 


Beneath the lamp the lady bowed, 
And slowly rolled her eyes around; 
Then drawing in her breath aloud, 
Like one that shuddered, she unbound 
The cincture from beneath her breast: 
Her silken robe, and inner vest, 

Dropt to her feet, and full in view, 
Behold! her bosom and half her side— 
A sight to dream of, not to tell! 

O shield her! shield sweet Christabel! 


Yet Geraldine nor speaks nor stirs; 
Ah! what a stricken look was hers! 
Deep from within she seems half-way 
To lift some weight with sick assay, 
And eyes the maid and seeks delay; 
Then suddenly, as one defied, 
Collects herself in scorn and pride, 
And lay down by the Maiden’s side!-— 
And in her arms the maid she took, 
Ah well-a-day! 
And with low voice and doleful look 
These words did say: 
“In the touch of this bosom there worketh a spell, 
Which is lord of thy utterance, Christabel! 
Thou knowest to-night, and wilt know to-morrow, 
This mark of my shame, this seal of my sorrow; 
But vainly thou warrest, 
For this is alone in 
Thy power to declare 
That in the dim forest 
Thou heardst a low moaning, 
And found’st a bright lady, surpassingly fair; 
And didst bring her home with thee, in love and charity, 
To shield her and shelter her from the damp air.” 
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It was a lovely sight to see 
The lady Christabel, when she 
Was praying at the old oak tree. 

Amid the jagged shadows 

Of mossy leafless boughs, 

Kneeling in the moonlight, 

To make her gentle vows; 
Her slender palms together prest, 
Heaving sometimes on her breast; 
Her face resigned to bliss or bale— 
Her face, oh call it fair not pale, 
And both blue eyes more bright than clear, 
Each about to have a tear. 


With open eyes (ah woe is me!) 

Asleep, and dreaming fearfully, 
Fearfully dreaming, yet I wis, 
Dreaming that alone, which is— 

O sorrow and shame! Can this be she, 
The lady, who knelt at the old oak tree? 
And lo! the worker of these harms, 
That holds the maiden in her arms, 
Seems to slumber still and mild, 

As a mother with her child. 


A star hath set, a star hath risen, 

O Geraldine! since arms of thine 

Have been the lovely lady’s prison. 

O Geraldine! one hour was thine— 

Thou’st had thy will! By tairn and rill, 
The night-birds all that hour were still. 

But now they are jubilant anew, 

From cliff and tower, tu—whoo! tu—whoo! 
‘Tu—whoo! tu—whoo! from wood and fell! 


And see! the lady Christabel 

Gathers herself from out her trance; 

Her limbs relax, her countenance 

Grows sad and soft; the smooth thin lids 
Close o’er her eyes; and tears she sheds— 
Large tears that leave the lashes bright! 
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And oft the while she seems to smile 
As infants at a sudden light! 


Yea, she doth smile, and she doth weep. 
Like a youthful hermitess, 

Beauteous in a wilderness, 

Who, praying always, prays in sleep. 
And, if she move unquietly, 
Perchance, ’tis but the blood so free 
Comes back and tingles in her feet. 
No doubt, she hath a vision sweet. 
What if her guardian spirit ’twere, 
What if she knew her mother near? 
But this she knows, in joys and woes, 
That saints will aid if men will call: 
For the blue sky bends over all! 


WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR 
1775-1864 
Rose Aylmer 


Ah, what avails the sceptred race! 
Ah, what the form divine! 

What every virtue, every grace! 
Rose Aylmer, all were thine. 


Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 
May weep, but never see, 

A night of memories and sighs 

I consecrate to thee. 


Dirce 


Stand close around, ye Stygian set, 
With Dirce in one boat conveyed, 
Or Charon, seeing, may forget 
That he is old, and she a shade. 
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On His Seventy-Fifth Birthday 


I strove with none; for none was worth my strife, 
Nature I loved, and next to Nature, Art; 

I warmed both hands before the fire of life, 
It sinks, and I am ready to depart. 


THOMAS CAMPBELL 
1777-1844 


Hohenlinden 


On Linden, when the sun was low, 
All bloodless lay the untrodden snow; 
And dark as winter was the flow 

Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 


But Linden saw another sight, 

When the drum beat at dead of night 

Commanding fires of death to light 
The darkness of her scenery. 


By torch and trumpet fast arrayed 

Each horseman drew his battle-blade, 

And furious every charger neighed 
To join the dreadful revelry. 


Then shook the hills with thunder riven: 

Then rushed the steed to battle driven; 

And louder than the bolts of Heaven 
Far flashed the red artillery. 


But redder yet that light shall glow 

On Linden’s hills of stainéd snow; 

And bloodier yet the torrent flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 


THOMAS MOORE 


*Tis morn; but scarce yon level sun 

Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun, 

Where furious Frank and fiery Hun 
Shout in their sulphurous canopy. 


The combat deepens. On, ye Brave 

Who tush to glory, or the grave! 

Wave, Munich, all thy banners wave, 
And charge with all thy chivalry! 


Few, few shall part, where many meet! 
The snow shall be their winding-sheet, 
And every turf beneath their feet 

Shall be a soldier’s sepulchre. 


tH O MeATS> MrOro RE 
1779-1852 
Oft, in the Stilly Night 


Oft, in the stilly night, 
Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me: 
The smiles, the tears, 
Of boyhood’s years, 
The words of love then spoken; 
The eyes that shone, 
Now dimmed and gone, 
The cheerful hearts now broken! 
Thus, in the stilly night, 
Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 


When I remember all 

The friends so linked together 
I’ve seen around me fall, 

Like leaves in wintry weather, 
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I feel like one 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deserted, 
Whose lights are fled, 
Whose garlands dead, 
And all but him departed! 
Thus, in the stilly night, 
Ere Slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 


°Tis the Last Rose of Summer 


*Tis the last rose of summer, 
Left blooming alone; 

All her lovely companions 
Are faded and gone; 

No flower of her kindred, 
No rose-bud is nigh, 

To reflect back her blushes 
Or give sigh for sigh. 


T’ll not leave thee, thou lone one! 
To pine on the stem; 
Since the lovely are sleeping, 
Go, sleep thou with them. 
Thus kindly I scatter 
Thy leaves o’er the bed, 
Where thy mates of the garden 
Lie scentless and dead. 


So soon may I follow, 
When friendships decay, 
And from Love’s shining circle 
The gems drop away! 
When true hearts lie withered, 
And fond ones are flown, 
Oh! who would inhabit 
This bleak world alone? 


> ROT 
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GEORGE GORDON, LORD BYRON 
1788-1824 


She Walks in Beauty 


She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 
And all that’s best of dark and bright 
_ Meet in her aspect and her eyes: 
Thus mellowed to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 


One shade the more, one ray the less, 
Had half impaired the nameless grace, 
Which waves in every raven tress, 
Or softly lightens o’er her face; 
Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place. 


And on that cheek, and o’er that brow, 
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 

The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 
But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent! 


When We Two Parted 


When we two parted 
In silence and tears, 

Half broken-hearted 
To sever for years, 

Pale grew thy cheek and cold, 
Colder thy kiss; 

Truly that hour foretold 
Sorrow to this. 


The dew of the morning 
Sunk chill on my brow= 

It felt like the warning 
Of what I feel now. 
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Thy vows are all broken, 
And light is thy fame; 

I hear thy name spoken, 
And share in its shame. 


They name thee before me, 
A knell to mine ear; 

A shudder comes o’er me— 
Why wert thou so dear? 
They know not I knew thee, 

Who knew thee too well:— 
Long, long shall I rue thee, 
Too deeply to tell. 


In secret we met— 
In silence I grieve, 

That thy heart could forget, 
Thy spirit deceive. 

If I should meet thee 
After long years, 

How should I greet thee?— 
With silence and tears. 


To England 


FROM “CHILDE HAROLD” 


I’ve taught me other tongues—and in strange eyes 
Have made me not a stranger; to the mind 
Which is itself, no changes bring surprise; 
Nor is it harsh to make, nor hard to find 
A country with—ay, or without mankind; 
Yet was I born where men are proud to be, 
Not without cause; and should I leave behind 
The inviolate island of the sage and free, 
And seek me out a home by a remoter sea, 


Perhaps I loved it well: and should I lay 
My ashes in a soil which is not mine, 
My spirit shall resume it—if we may 
Unbodied choose a sanctuary. I twine 
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My hopes of being remembered in my line 
With my land’s language: if too fond and far 
These aspirations in their scope incline,— 
If my fame should be, as my fortunes are, 


Of hasty growth and blight, and dull Oblivion bar 


My name from out the temple where the dead 
Are honored by the nations—let it be— 

And light the laurels on a loftier head! 

And be the Spartan’s epitaph on me— 

“Sparta hath many a worthier son than he.” 
Meantime I seek no sympathies nor need; 

The thorns which I have reaped are of the tree 
I planted,—they have torn me,—and I bleed: 
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I should have known what fruit would spring from such a seed. 


And I Have Loved Thee, Ocean! 


FROM ‘“‘CHILDE HAROLD” 


There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, 
There is a rapture on the lonely shore, 
There is society where none intrudes, 
By the deep Sea, and music in its roar: 
I love not Man the less, but Nature more, 
From these our interviews, in which I steal 
From all I may be, or have been before, 
To mingle with the Universe, and feel 

What I can ne’er express, yet cannot all conceal. 


Roll on, thou deep and dark blue Ocean—roll! 
Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain; 
Man marks the earth with ruin—his control 
Stops with the shore;—upon the watery plain 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain 
A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own, 
When, for a moment, like a drop of rain, 

He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan, 


Without a grave, unknell’d, uncoffin’d, and unknown. 
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His steps are upon thy paths—thy fields 
Are not a spoil for him—thou dost arise 
And shake him from thee; the vile strength he wields 
For earth’s destruction thou dost all despise, 
Spurning him from thy bosom to the skies, 
And send’st him, shivering in thy playful spray 
And howling, to his Gods, where haply lies 
His petty hope in some near port or bay, 
And dashest him again to earth:—there let him lay. 


The armaments which thunderstrike the walls 

Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake, 

And monarchs tremble in their capitals, 

The oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make 

Their clay creator the vain title take 

Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war; 

These are thy toys, and, as the snowy flake, 

They melt into thy yeast of waves, which mar 
Alike the Armada’s pride, or spoils of Trafalgar. 


Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee— 

Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are they? 

Thy waters wasted them while they were free, 

And many a tyrant since; their shores obey 

The stranger, slave, or savage; their decay 

Has dried up realms to deserts:—not so thou, 

Unchangeable save to thy wild waves’ play— 

Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow— 
Such as creation’s dawn beheld, thou rollest now. 


Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty’s form 

Glasses itself in tempests; in all time, 

Calm or convulsed—in breeze, or gale, or storm, 

Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime 

Dark-heaving;—boundless, endless, and sublime— 

The image of Eternity—the throne 

Of the Invisible; even from out thy slime 

The monsters of the deep are made; each zone 
Obeys thee; thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, alone. 


GEORGE GORDON, LORD BYRON 321 


And I have loved thee, Ocean! and my joy 
Of youthful sports was on thy breast to be 
Borne, like thy bubbles, onward: from a boy 
I wanton’d with thy breakers—they to me 
Were a delight; and if the freshening sea 
Made them a terror—’twas a pleasing fear, 
For I was as it were a child of thee, 
And trusted to thy billows far and near, 

And laid my hand upon thy mane—as I do here. 


Waterloo 


FROM “CHILDE HAROLD” 


There was a sound of revelry by night, 
And Belgium’s capital had gathered then 
Her Beauty and her Chivalry, and bright 
The lamps shone o’er fair women and brave men; 
A thousand hearts beat happily; and when 
Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 
Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spake again, 
And aJjl went merry as a marriage-bell; 
But hush! hark! a deep sound strikes like a rising knell! 


Did ye not hear it?—No; ’twas but the wind, 
Or the car rattling o’er the stony street; 
On with the dance! let joy be unconfined; 
No sleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet 
To chase the glowing Hours with flying feet— 
But, hark!—that heavy sound breaks in once more 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat; 
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before! 

Arm! Arm! it is—it is—the cannon’s opening roar! 


Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro, 
And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress, 
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago 
Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness; 
And there were sudden partings, such as press 
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The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs 
Which ne’er might be repeated; who could guess 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes, 

Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could rise! 


And there was mounting in hot haste: the steed, 
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car, 
Went pouring forward with impetuous speed, 
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war; 
And the deep thunder peal on peal afar; 
And near, the beat of the alarming drum 
Roused up the soldier ere the morning star; 
While thronged the citizens with terror dumb, 
Or whispering, with white lips—‘‘ The foe! They come! they come!” 


Last noon beheld them full of lusty life, 

Last eve in Beauty’s circle proudly gay, 

The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife, 

The morn the marshalling in arms,—the day 

Battle’s magnificently stern array! 

The thunder-clouds close o’er it, which when rent, 

The earth is cover’d thick with other clay, 

Which her own clay shall cover, heap’d and pent, 
Rider and horse—friend, foe—in one red burial blent! 


Sky, Mountains, River! 


FROM “‘CHILDE HAROLD” 


The sky is changed!—and such a change! Oh night, 
And storm, and darkness, ye are wondrous strong, 
Yet lovely in your strength, as is the light 
Of a dark eye in woman! Fear along, 
From peak to peak, the rattling crags among 
Leaps the live thunder! Not from one lone cloud, 
But every mountain now hath found a tongue, 
And Jura answers, through her misty shroud, 

Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her alond! 
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And this is in the night:—Most glorious night! 

Thou wert not sent for slumber! let me be 

A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,— 

A portion of the tempest and of thee! 

How the lit lake shines, a phosphoric sea, 

And the big rain comes dancing to the earth! 

And now again ’tis black,—and now, the glee 

Of the loud hills shakes with its mountain-mirth, 
As if they did rejoice o’er a young earthquake’s birth. 


. . . Sky, mountains, river, winds, lake, lightnings! ye! 
With night, and clouds, and thunder, and a soul 
To make these felt and feeling, well may be 
Things that have made me watchful; the far roll 
Of your departing voices, is the knoll 
Of what in me is sleepless,—if I rest. 
But where of ye, oh tempests! is the goal? 
Are ye like those within the human breast? 
Or do ye find, at length, like eagles, some high nest? 


So We'll Go No More A-Roving 


So we’ll go no more a-roving 
So late into the night, 

Though the heart be still as loving, 
And the moon be still as bright. 


For the sword outwears its sheath, 
And the soul wears out the breast, 
And the heart must pause to breathe, 

And love itself have rest. 


Though the night was made for loving, 
And the day returns too soon, 

Yet we’ll go no more a-roving 
By the light of the moon. 
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Don Juan’s Education 


FROM “DON JUAN” 


His classic studies made a little puzzle, 

Because of filthy loves of gods and goddesses, 
Who in the earlier ages raised a bustle, 

But never put on pantaloons or bodices; 
His reverend tutors had at times a tussle, 

And for their A/neids, Iliads, and Odysseys, 
Were forced to make an odd sort of apology, 
For Donna Inez! dreaded the Mythology. 


Ovid’s a rake, as half his verses show him, 

Anacreon’s morals are a still worse sample, 
Catullus scarcely has a decent poem, 

I don’t think Sappho’s Ode a good example, 
Although Longinus tells us there is no hymn 

Where the sublime soars forth on wings more ample; 
But Virgil’s songs are pure, except that horrid one 
Beginning with “Formosum Pastor Corydon.” 


Lucretius’ irreligion is too strong 
For early stomachs, to prove wholesome food; 
I can’t help thinking Juvenal was wrong, 
Although no doubt his real intent was good, 
For speaking out so plainly in his song, 
So much indeed as to be downright rude; 
And then what proper person can be partial 
To all those nauseous epigrams of Martial? 


Juan was taught from out the best edition, 
Expurgated by learned men, who place, 

Judiciously, from out the schoolboy’s vision, 
The grosser parts; but fearful to deface 

Too much their modest bard by this omission, 
And pitying sore his mutilated case, 

They only add them all in an appendix, 

Which saves, in fact, the trouble of an index; 


1Don Juan’s mother. 
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For there we have them all ‘“‘at one fell swoop,” 
Instead of being scattered through the pages; 
They stand forth marshalled in a handsome troop, 
To meet the ingenuous youth of future ages, 
Till some less rigid editor shall stoop 
To call them back into their separate cages, 
Instead of standing staring altogether, 
Like garden gods—and not so decent either. 


The Shipwreck 


FROM “DON JUAN” 


*Twas twilight, and the sunless day went down 
Over the waste of waters; like a veil, 

Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the frown, 
Of one whose hate is masked but to assail. 

Thus to their hopeless eyes the night was shown, 
And grimly darkled o’er the faces pale, 

And the dim desolate deep: twelve days had Fear 

Been their familiar, and now Death was here. 


. .. Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell— 
Then shrieked the timid, and stood still the brave,— 
Then some leaped overboard with dreadful yell, 
As eager to anticipate their grave; 
And the sea yawned around her like a hell, 
And down she sucked with her the whirling wave, 
Like one who grapples with his enemy, 
And strives to strangle him before he die. 


And first one universal shriek there rushed, 
Louder than the loud ocean, like a crash 

Of echoing thunder; and then all was hushed, 
Save the wild wind and the remorseless dash 

Of billows; but at intervals there gushed, 
Accompanied with a convulsive splash, 

A solitary shriek, the bubbling cry 

Of some strong swimmer in his agony. 
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The Isles of Greece 


FROM “DON JUAN” 


The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece! 
Where burning Sappho loved and sung, 

Where grew the arts of war and peace,— 
Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung! 

Eternal summer gilds them yet, 

But all, except their sun, is set. 


The Scian and the Teian muse, 
The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute, 
Have found the fame your shores refuse; 
Their place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds which echo further west 
Than your sires’ “Islands of the Blest.” 


The mountains look on Marathon— 
And Marathon looks on the sea; 
And musing there an hour alone, 
I dreamed that Greece might still be free; 
For standing on the Persians’ grave, 
I could not deem myself a slave. 


A king sate on the rocky brow 
Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis; 
And ships, by thousands, lay below, 
And men in nations;—all were his! 
He counted them at break of day— 
And when the sun set where were they? 


And where are they? and where art thou, 
My country? On thy voiceless shore 
The heroic lay is tuneless now— 
The heroic bosom beats no more! 
And must thy lyre, so long divine, 
Degenerate into hands like mine? 
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’Tis something, in the dearth of fame, 
Though linked among a fettered race, 

To feel at least a patriot’s shame, - 
Even as I sing, suffuse my face; 

For what is left the poet here? 

For Greeks a blush—for Greece a tear. 


Must we but weep o’er days more blest? 
Must we but blush?—Our fathers bled. 

Earth! render back from out thy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead! 

Of the three hundred grant but three, 

To make a new Thermopylz! 


What, silent still? and silent all? 
Ah! no;—the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall, 
And answer, “Let one living head, 
But one arise,—we come, we come!” 
Tis but the living who are dumb. 


In vain—in vain: strike other chords; 
Fill high the cup with Samian wine! 
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes, 
And shed the blood of Scio’s vine! 
Hark! rising to the ignoble call— 
How answers each bold Bacchanal! 


You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet, 
Where is the Pyrrhic phalanx gone? 
Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nobler and the manlier one? 
You have the letters Cadmus gave— 
Think ye he meant them for a slave? 


Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 
We will not think of themes like these! 
It made Anacreon’s song divine: 
He served—but served Polycrates— 
A tyrant; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 
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The tyrant of the Chersonese 

Was freedom’s best and bravest friend; 
That tyrant was Miltiades! 

Oh! that the present hour would lend 


Another despot of the kind! 
Such chains as his were sure to bind. 


Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 
On Suli’s rock, and Parga’s shore, 
Exists the remnant of a line 
Such as the Doric mothers bore; 
And there, perhaps, some seed is sown, 
The Heracleidan blood might own. 


Trust not for freedom to the Franks— 
They have a king who buys and sells: 
In native swords, and native ranks, 
The only hope of courage dwells; 
But Turkish force, and Latin fraud, 
Would break your shield, however broad. 


Fill high the bowl with Samian wine! 
Our virgins dance beneath the shade— 
I see their glorious black eyes shine; 
But gazing on each glowing maid, 
My own the burning tear-drop laves, 
To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 


Place me on Sunium’s marbled steep, 
Where nothing, save the waves and I, 
May hear our mutual murmurs sweep; 
There, swan-like, let me sing and die: 
A land of slaves shall ne’er be mine— 
Dash down yon cup of Samian wine! 


The Death of Haidée 


FROM “DON JUAN” 


High and inscrutable the old man stood, 
Calm in his voice, and calm within his eye— 
Not always signs with him of calmest mood: 
He looked upon her, but gave no reply: 


GEORGE GORDON, LORD BYRON 329 


Then turned to Juan, in whose cheek the blood 
Oft came and went, as there resolved to die; 

In arms, at least, he stood, in act to spring 

On the first foe whom Lambro’s call might bring. 


“Young man, your sword;”’ so Lambro once more said: 
Juan replied, “Not while this arm is free.” 

The old man’s cheek grew pale, but not with dread, 
And drawing from his belt a pistol he 

Replied: “Your blood be then on your own head.” 
Then looked close at the flint, as if to see 

*Twas fresh—for he had lately used the lock— 

And next proceeded quietly to cock. 


It has a strange quick jar upon the ear, 
That cocking of a pistol, when you know 
A moment more will bring the sight to bear 

Upon your person, twelve yards off, or so; 
A gentlemanly distance, not too near, 

If you have got a former friend for foe; 
But after being fired at once or twice, 
The ear becomes more Irish, and less nice. 


Lambro presented, and one instant more 

Had stopped this Canto, and Don Juan’s breath, 
When Haidée threw herself her boy before; 

Stern as her sire: ‘‘On me,” she cried, “let Death 
Descend—the fault is mine; this fatal shore 

He found—but sought not. I have pledged my faith; 
I love him—I will die with him: I knew 
Your nature’s frmness—know your daughter’s too.” 


A minute past, and she had been all tears, 
And tenderness, and infancy; but now 
She stood as one who championed human fears— 
Pale, statue-like, and stern, she wooed the blow; 
And tall beyond her sex, and their compeers, 
She drew up to her height, as if to show 
A fairer mark; and with a fixed eye scanned 
Her Father’s face—but never stopped his hand. 
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He gazed on her, and she on him; ’twas strange 
How like they looked! the expression was the same; , 
Serenely savage, with a little change 
In the large dark eye’s mutual-darted flame: 
For she, too, was as one who could avenge, 
If cause should be—a Lioness, though tame.) 
Her Father’s blood before her Father’s face 
Boiled up, and proved her truly of his race. 


I said they were alike, their features and 

Their stature, differing but in sex and years; 
Even to the delicacy of their hand 

There was resemblance, such as true blood wears; 
And now to see them, thus divided, stand 

In fixed ferocity, when joyous tears 
And sweet sensations should have welcomed both, 
Shows what the passions are in their full growth. 


The father paused a moment, then withdrew 
His weapon, and replaced it; but stood still, 
And looking on her, as to look her through, 
“Not J,” he said, “have sought this stranger’s ill! 
Not J have made this desolation: few 
Would bear such outrage; and forbear to kill; 
But I must do my duty—how thou hast 
Done thine, the present vouches for the past. 


“Let him disarm; or, by my father’s head, 
His own shall roll before you like a ball!” 
He raised his whistle, as the word he said, 
And blew; another answered to the call 
And rushing in disorderly, though led, 
And armed from boot to turban, one and all, 
Some twenty of his train came, rank on rank; 
He gave the word,—‘“‘Arrest or slay the Frank.” 


Then, with a sudden movement, he withdrew 

His daughter; while compressed within his clasp, 
*Twixt her and Juan interposed the crew; 

In vain she struggled in her father’s grasp— 
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His arms were like a serpent’s coil: then flew 
Upon their prey, as darts an angry asp, 
The file of pirates—save the foremost, who 
Had fallen, with his right shoulder half cut through. 


The second had his cheek laid open; but 

The third, a wary, cool old sworder, took 
The blows upon his cutlass, and then put 

His own well in; so well, ere you could look, 
His man was floored, and helpless at his foot, 

With the blood running like a little brook 
From two smart sabre gashes, deep and red— 
One on the arm, the other on the head. 


I leave Don Juan for the present, safe— 

Not sound, poor fellow, but severely wounded; 
Yet could his corporal pangs amount to half 

Of those with which his Haidée’s bosom bounded? 
She was not one to weep, and rave, and chafe, 

And then give way, subdued because surrounded; 
Her mother was a Moorish maid from Fez, 
Where all is Eden, or a wilderness. 


There the large olive rains its amber store 
In morble fonts; there grain, and flower, and fruit, 
Gush from the earth until the land runs o’er; 
But there, too, many a poison-tree has root, 
And Midnight listens to the lion’s roar, 
And long, long deserts scorch the camel’s foot, 
Or heaving whelm the helpless caravan; 
And as the soil is, so the heart of man. 


Afric is all the Sun’s, and as her earth 
Her human clay is kindled; full of power 
For good or evil, burning from its birth, 
The Moorish blood partakes the planet’s hour, 
And like the soil beneath it will bring forth: 
Beauty and love were Haidée’s mother’s dower; 
But her large dark eye showed deep Passion’s force, 
Though sleeping like a lion near a source. 
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Her daughter, tempered with a milder ray, 
Like summer clouds all silvery, smooth, and fair, 
Till slowly charged with thunder they display 
Terror to earth, and tempest to the air, 
Had held till now her soft and milky way; 
But overwrought with passion and despair, 
The fire burst forth from her Numidian veins, 
Even as the simoon sweeps the blasted plains. 


The last sight which she saw was Juan’s gore, 
And he himself o’ermastered and cut down: 
His blood was running on the very floor 
Where late he trod, her beautiful, her own; 
Thus much she viewed an instant and no more,— 
Her struggles ceased with one convulsive groan; 
On her sire’s arm, which until now scarce held 


Her writhing, fell she like a cedar felled. 


’ 

A vein had burst, and her sweet lips’ pure dyes 

Were dabbled with the deep blood which ran o’er; 
And her head drooped as when the lily lies 

O’ercharged with rain: her summoned handmaids bore 
Their lady to her couch with gushing eyes; 

Of herbs and cordials they produced their store, 
But she defied all means they could employ, 
Like one life could not hold, nor death destroy. 


Days lay she in that state unchanged, though chill— 
With nothing livid, still her lips were red; 
She had no pulse, but death seemed absent still; 
No hideous sign proclaimed her surely dead; 
Corruption came not in each mind to kill 
All hope; to look upon her sweet face bred 
New thoughts of life, for it seemed full of soul— 
She had so much, earth could not claim the whole. 


The ruling passion, such as marble shows 
When exquisitely chiselled, still lay there, 
But fixed as marble’s unchanged aspect throws 

O’er the fair Venus, but for ever fair; 


— 
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O’er the Laocoon’s all eternal throes, 

And ever-dying Gladiator’s air, 
Their energy like life forms all their fame, 
Yet looks not life, for they are still the same. 


She woke at length, but not as sleepers wake, 
Rather the dead, for life seemed something new, 
A strange sensation which she must partake 
Perforce, since whatsoever met her view 
Struck not on memory, though a heavy ache 
Lay at her heart, whose earliest beat still true 
Brought back the sense of pain without the cause, 
For, for a while, the furies made a pause. 


She looked on many a face with vacant eye, 
On many a token without knowing what; 
She saw them watch her without asking why, 
And recked not who around her pillow sat; 
Not speechless, though she spoke not; not a sigh 
Relieved her thoughts; dull silence and quick chat 
Were tried in vain by those who served; she gave 
No sign, save breath, of having left the grave. 


Her handmaids tended, but she heeded not; 
Her father watched, she turned her eyes away; 
She recognized no being, and no spot 
However dear or cherished in their day; 
They changed from room to reoom—but all forgot— 
Gentle, but without memory she lay; 
At length those eyes, which they would fain be weaning 
Back to old thoughts, waxed full of fearful meaning. 


And then a slave bethought her of a harp; 
The harper came, and tuned his instrument; 
At the first notes, irregular and sharp, 
On him her flashing eyes a moment bent, 
Then to the wall she turned as if to warp 
Her thoughts from sorrow through her heart re-sent; 
And he began a long low island-song 
Of ancient days, ere Tyranny grew strong. 
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Anon her thin wan fingers beat the wall 
In time to his old tune: he changed the theme, 
And sung of Love; the fierce name struck through all 
Her recollection; on her flashed the dream 
Of what she was, and is, if ye could call 
To be so being; in a gushing stream 
The tears rushed forth from her o’erclouded brain, 
Like mountain mists at length dissolved in rain. 


Short solace, vain relief!—Thought came too quick, 
And whirled her brain to madness; she arose 

As one who ne’er had dwelt among the sick, 
And flew at all she met, as on her foes; 

But no one ever heard her speak or shriek, 
Although her paroxysm drew towards its close;— 

Hers was a frenzy which disdained to rave, 

Even when they smote her, in the hope to save. 


Twelve days and nights she withered thus; at last, 
Without a groan, or sigh, or glance, to show 
A parting pang, the spirit from her passed: 
And they who watched her nearest could not know 
The very instant, till the change that cast 
Her sweet face into shadow, dull and slow, 
Glazed o’er her eyes—the beautiful, the black— 
Oh! to possess such lustre—and then lack! 


That isle is now all desolate and bare, 

Its dwellings down, its tenants passed away; 
None but her own and father’s grave is there, 
And nothing outward tells of human clay; 

Ye could not know where lies a thing so fair, 
No stone is there to show, no tongue to say, 

What was; no dirge, except the hollow sea’s, 

Mourns o’er the Beauty of the Cyclades. 


But many a Greek maid in a loving song 
Sighs o’er her name; and many an islander 
With her sire’s story makes the night less long; 
Valour was his, and beauty dwelt with her: 
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If she loved rashly, her life paid for wrong— 

A heavy price must all pay who thus err, 
In some shape; let none think to fly the danger, 
For soon or late Love is his own avenger. 
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The Burial of Sir John Moore 


Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note, 
As his corsé to the rampart we hurried; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O’er the grave where our hero we buried. 


We buried him darkly, at dead of night, 
The sods with our bayonets turning; 

By the struggling moonbeam’s misty light, 
And the lantern dimly burning. 


No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 
Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him, 
But he lay like a warrior taking his rest, 
With his martial cloak around him. 


Few and short were the prayers we said, 
And we spoke not a word of sorrow; 

But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead, 
And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 


We thought, as we hollowed his narrow bed 
And smoothed down his lonely pillow, 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o’er his head, 
And we far away on the billow! 


Lightly they’ll talk of the spirit that’s gone, 
And o’er his cold ashes upbraid him; 

But little he’ll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 
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But half of our weary task was done 
When the clock struck the note for retiring; 
And we heard the distant and random gun 
Of the enemy sullenly firing. 


Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 
From the field of his fame fresh and gory; 
We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone, 
But we left him alone with his glory. 
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Invocation 


FROM “‘ALASTOR” 


Earth, ocean, air, beloved brotherhood! 

If our great Mother has imbued my soul 

With aught of natural piety to feel 

Your love, and recompense the boon with mine; 
If dewy morn, and odorous noon, and even, 
With sunset and its gorgeous ministers, 

And solemn midnight’s tingling silentness; 

If autumn’s hollow sighs in the sere wood, 

And winter robing with pure snow and crowns 
Of starry ice the gray grass and bare boughs; 

If spring’s voluptuous pantings when she breathes 
Her first sweet kisses, have been dear to me; 

If no bright bird, insect, or gentle beast 

I consciously have injured, but still loved 

And cherished these my kindred; then forgive 
This boast, beloved brethren, and withdraw 

No portion of your wonted favour now! 


5 


Mother of this unfathomable world! 
Favour my solemn song, for I have loved 
Thee ever, and thee only; I have watched 
Thy shadow, and the darkness of thy steps, 
And my heart ever gazes on the depth 


PEeReyY BYSsHe SHELLEY 337 


Of thy deep mysteries. I have made my bed 

In charnels and on coffins, where black death 
Keeps record of the trophies won from thee, 
Hoping to still these obstinate questionings 

Of thee and thine, by forcing some lone ghost 

Thy messenger, to render up the tale 

Of what we are. In lone and silent hours, 

When night makes a weird sound of its own stillness, 
Like an inspired and desperate alchymist 

Staking his very life on some dark hope, 

Have I mixed awful talk and asking looks 

With my most innocent love, until strange tears 
Uniting with those breathless kisses, made 

Such magic as compels the charméd night 

To render up thy charge: .. . and, though ne’er yet 
Thou hast unveiled thy inmost sanctuary, 

Enough from incommunicable dream, 

And twilight phantasms, and deep noon-day thought, 
Has shone within me, that serenely now 

And moveless, as a long-forgotten lyre 

Suspended in the solitary dome 

Of some mysterious and deserted fane, 

I wait thy breath, Great Parent, that my strain 
May modulate with murmurs of the air, 

And motions of the forests and the sea, 

And voice of living beings, and woven hymns 

Of night and day, and the deep heart of man. 


Adonats 
I 


I weep for Adonais—he is dead! 
Oh, weep for Adonais! though our tears 
Thaw not the frost which binds so dear a head! 
And thou, sad Hour, selected from all years 
To mourn our loss, rouse thy obscure compeers, 
And teach them thine own sorrow; say: ‘‘ With me 
Died Adonais; till the Future dares 
Forget the Past, his fate aud fame shall be 

An echo and a light unto eternity!” 
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II 


Where wert thou, mighty Mother, when he lay, 

When thy son lay, pierced by the shaft which flies 

In darkness? where was lorn Urania 

When Adonais died? With veiléd eyes, 

’*Mid listening Echoes, in her Paradise 

She sate, while one, with soft enamoured breath, 

Rekindled all the fading melodies, 

With which, like flowers that mock the corse beneath, 
He had adorned and hid the coming bulk of death. 


III 


Oh, weep for Adonais—he is dead! 
Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep! 
Yet wherefore? Quench within their burning bed 
Thy fiery tears, and let thy loud heart keep, 
Like his, a mute and uncomplaining sleep; 
For he is gone where all things wise and fair 
Descend :—oh, dream not that the amorous Deep 
Will yet restore him to the vital air; 
Death feeds on his mute voice, and laughs at our despair. 


IV 


Most musical of mourners, weep again 
Lament anew, Urania!—He died, 
Who was the Sire of an immortal strain, 
Blind, old, and lonely, when his country’s pride, 
The priest, the slave, and the liberticide, 
Trampled and mocked with many a loathéd rite 
Of lust and blood; he went, unterrified, 
Into the gulf of death; but his clear Sprite 
Yet reigns o’er earth; the third among the sons of light. 


Vv 


Most musical of mourners, weep anew! 

Not all to that bright station dared to climb; 
And happier they their happiness who knew, 
Whose tapers yet burn through that night of time 
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In which suns perished; others more sublime, 
Struck by the envious wrath of man or God, 
Have sunk, extinct in their refulgent prime; 
And some yet live, treading the thorny road, 
Which leads, through toil and hate, to Fame’s serene abode. 


VI 


But now, thy youngest, dearest one has perished, 
The nursling of thy widowhood, who grew, 
Like a pale flower by some sad maiden cherished, 
And fed with true love tears, instead of dew; 
Most musical of mourners, weep anew! 
Thy extreme hope, the loveliest and the last, 
The bloom, whose petals nipt before they blew 
Died on the promise of the fruit, is waste; 

The broken lily lies—the storm is overpast. 


VII 


To that high Capital, where kingly Death 
Keeps his pale court in beauty and decay, 
He came; and bought, with price of purest breath, 
A grave among the eternal.—Come away! 
Haste, while the vault of blue Italian day 
Is yet his fitting charnel-roof! while still 
He lies, as if in dewy sleep he lay; 
Awake him not! surely he takes his fill 
Of deep and liquid rest, forgetful of all ill. 


VIII 


He will awake no more, oh, never more!— 
Within the twilight chamber spreads apace, 
‘The shadow of white Death, and at the door 
Invisible Corruption waits to trace 
His extreme way to her dim dwelling-place; 
The eternal Hunger sits, but pity and awe 
Soothe her pale rage, nor dares she to deface 
So fair a prey, till darkness, and the law 
Of change shall o’er his sleep the mortal curtain draw- 
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Ix 


Oh weep for Adonais!—The quick Dreams, 
The passion-wingéd Ministers of thought, 
Who were his flocks, whom near the living streams 
Of his young spirit he fed, and whom he taught 
The love which was its music, wander not,— 
Wander no more, from kindling brain to brain, 
But droop there, whence they sprung; and mourn their lot 
Round the cold heart, where, after their sweet pain, 
They ne’er will gather strength, or find a home again. 


XX XIX 


Peace, peace! he is not dead, he doth not sleep— 
He hath awakened from the dream of life— 
Tis we, who lost in stormy visions, keep 
With phantoms an unprofitable strife, 
And in mad trance, strike with our spirit’s knife 
Invulnerable nothings.—We decay 
Like corpses in a charnel; fear and grief 
Convulse us and consume us day by day, 
And cold hopes swarm like worms within our living clay. 


XL 


He has outsoared the shadow of our night; 

Envy and calumny and hate and pain, 

And that unrest which men miscall delight, 

Can touch him not and torture not again; 

From the contagion of the world’s slow stain 

He is secure, and now can never mourn 

A heart grown cold, a head grown grey in vain; 

Nor, when the spirit’s self has ceased to burn, 
With sparkless ashes load an unlamented urn. 


XLI 


He lives, he wakes—’tis Death is dead, not he; 
Mourn not for Adonais,—Thou young Dawn 
Turn all thy dew to splendour, for from thee 
The spirit thou lamentest is not gone; 
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Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to moan! 

Cease ye faint flowers and fountains, and thou Air 

Which like a mourning veil thy scarf hadst thrown 

O’er the abandoned Earth, now leave it bare 
Even to the joyous stars which smile on its despair! 


XLII 


He is made one with Nature: there is heard 

His voice in all her music, from the moan 

Of thunder to the song of night’s sweet bird; 

He is a presence to be felt and known 

In darkness and in light, from herb and stone, 

Spreading itself where’er that Power may move 

Which has withdrawn his being to its own; 

Which wields the world with never-wearied love, 
Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above. 


XLII 


He is a portion of the loveliness 
Which once he made more lovely: he doth bear 
His part, while the one Spirit’s plastic stress 
Sweeps through the dull dense world, compelling there 
All new successions to the forms they wear, 
Torturing th’ unwilling dross that checks its flight 
To its own likeness, as each mass may bear; 
And bursting in its beauty and its might 
From trees and beasts and men into the Heaven’s light. 


XLVII 


Who mourns for Adonais? O come forth 
Fond wretch! and know thyself and him aright. 
Clasp with thy panting soul the pendulous Earth; 
As from a centre, dart thy spirit’s light 
Beyond all worlds, until its spacious might 
Satiate the void circumference: then shrink 
Even to a point within our day and night; 
And keep thy heart light lest it make thee sink 
When hope has kindled hope, and lured thee to the brink. 
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XLVIII 


Or go to Rome, which is the sepulchre 

Oh! not of him, but of our joy: ’tis nought 

That ages, empires, and religions there 
Lie buried in the ravage they have wrought; 

For such as he can lend,—they borrow not 

Glory from those who made the world their prey; 
And he is gathered to the kings of thought 

Who waged contention with their time’s decay, 

And of the past are all that cannot pass away. 


XLIX 


Go thou to Rome, at once the Paradise, 
The grave, the city, and the wilderness; 
And where its wrecks like shattered mountains rise, 
And flowering weeds, and fragrant copses dress 
The bones of Desolation’s nakedness, 
Pass, till the Spirit of the spot shall lead 
Thy footsteps to a slope of green access 
Where, like an infant’s smile, over the dead 
A light of laughing flowers along the grass is spread. 


L 


And grey walls moulder round, on which dull Time 

Feeds, like slow fire upon a hoary brand; 

And one keen pyramid with wedge sublime, 

Pavilioning the dust of him who planned 

This refuge for his memory, doth stand 

Like flame transformed to marble; and beneath 

A field is spread, on which a newer band 

Have pitched in Heaven’s smile their camp of death, 
Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished breath. 


LI 


Here pause: these graves are all too young as yet 
To have outgrown the sorrow which consigned 
Its charge to each; and if the seal is set, 

Here, on one fountain of a mourning mind, 
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Break it not thou! too surely shalt thou find 
Thine own well full, if thou returnest home, 
Of tears and gall. From the world’s bitter wind 
Seek shelter in the shadow of the tomb. 

What Adonais is, why fear we to become? 


Lil 


The One remains, the many change and pass; 

Heaven’s light forever shines, Earth’s shadows fly; 

Life, like a dome of many-coloured glass, 

Stains the white radiance of Eternity, 

Until Death tramples it to fragments.—Die, 

If thou wouldst be with that which thou dost seek! 

Follow where all is fled!—Rome’s azure sky, 

Flowers, ruins, statues, music, words are weak 
The glory they transfuse with fitting truth to speak. 


LII 


Why linger, why turn back, why shrink, my Heart? 
Thy hopes are gone before: from all things here 
They have departed; thou shouldst now depart! 
A light is past from the revolving year, 
And man, and woman; and what still is dear 
Attracts to crush, repels to make thee wither. 
The soft sky smiles,—the low wind whispers near: 
*Tis Adonais calls! oh, hasten thither, 

No more let Life divide what Death can join together. 


LIV 


That Light whose smile kindles the Universe, 

That Beauty in which all things work and move, 

That Benediction which the eclipsing Curse 

Of birth can quench not, that sustaining Love 

Which through the web of being blindly wove 

By man and beast and earth and air and sea, 

Burns bright or dim, as each are mirrors of 

The fire for which all thirst; now beams on me 
Consuming the last clouds of cold mortality. 
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LV 


The breath whose might I have invoked in song 
Descends on me; my spirit’s bark is driven, 
Far from the shore, far from the trembling throng 
Whose sails were never to the tempest given; 
The massy earth and spheréd skies are riven! 
I am borne darkly, fearfully, afar; 
Whilst burning through the inmost veil of Heaven, 
The soul of Adonais, like a star, 

Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are. 


Ozymandias 


I met a traveler from an antique land 

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 

Stand in the desert. Near them on the sand, ; 
Half sunk, a shatter’d visage lies, whose frown 

And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 

Which yet survive, stamp’d on these lifeless things, 
The hand that mock’d them and the heart that fed; 
And on the pedestal these words appear: 

““My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!” 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare, 

The lone and level sands stretch far away. 


Stanzas Written in Dejection Near Naples 


The sun is warm, the sky is clear, 

The waves are dancing fast and bright, 

Blue isles and snowy mountains wear 

The purple noon’s transparent might: 

The breath of the moist earth is light 

Around its unexpanded buds; 

Like many a voice of one delight— 

The winds’, the birds’, the ocean-floods’-— 
The city’s voice itself is soft like Solitude’s. 


PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY 345 


I see the Deep’s untrampled floor 
Witk green and purple sea-weeds strown; 
I see the waves upon the shore, 
Like light dissolved in star-showers thrown: 
I sit upon the sands alone; 
The lightning of the noon-tide ocean 
Is flashing round me, and a tone 
-Arises from its measured motion— 
How sweet! did any heart now share in my emotion. 


Alas! I have nor hope nor health, 
Nor peace within nor calm around, 
Nor that content surpassing wealth 
The sage in meditation found, 
And walked with inward glory crowned— 
Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure; 
Others I see whom these surround— 
Smiling they live, and call life pleasure; 
To me that cup has been dealt in another measure. 


Yet now despair itself is mild 

Even as the winds and waters are; 

I could lie down like a tired child, 

And weep away the life of care 

Which I have borne, and yet must bear, 

Till death like sleep might steal on me, 

And I might feel in the warm air 

My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breathe o’er my dying brain its last monotony. 


Ode to the West Wind 
O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being, 


Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 


Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou, 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 
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The wingéd seeds, where they lie cold and low, 
Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow 


Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill: 


Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere; 
Destroyer and preserver; hear, oh, hear! 


II 


Thou on whose stream, mid the steep sky’s commotion, 
Loose clouds like earth’s decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 


Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 


Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 


Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge 
Of the horizon to the zenith’s height, 
The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 


Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 


Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: oh, hear! 


Ill 


Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams, 


Beside a pumice isle in Baiae’s bay, 
And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave’s intenser day, 
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All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic’s level powers 


Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 


Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear, 
And tremble and despoil themselves: oh, hear! 


IV 


If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear; 
If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee; 
A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 


The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontrollable! If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 


The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 
As then, when to outstrip thy skyey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision; I would ne’er have striven 


As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
Oh, lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 


I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed! 


A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud. 


v 


Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is: 
What if my leaves are falling like its own! 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 


Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone, 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce, 
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one! 
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Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth! 
And, by the incantation of this verse, 


Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to unawakened earth 


The trumpet of a prophecy! O Wind, 
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind? 


To a Skylark 


Hail to thee, blithe Spirit! 
Bird thou never wert, 
That from Heaven, or near it, 
Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 


Higher still and higher 
From the earth thou springest 
Like a cloud of fire; 
The blue deep thou wingest, 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 


In the golden lightning 
Of the sunken sun, 
O’er which clouds are bright’ning, 
Thou dost float and run; 
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 


The pale purple even 
Melts around thy flight; 
Like a star of Heaven, 
In the broad daylight 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight, 


Keen as are the arrows 
Of that silver sphere, 
Whose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear 
Until we hardly see—we feel that it is there; 
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All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud, 
As when night is bare, 
From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and Heaven is overflowed. 


What thou art we know not; 
What is most like thee? 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 


Like a Poet hidden 
In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns unbidden, 
Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not: 


Like a high-born maiden 
In a palace tower, 
Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower: 


Like a glowworm golden 
In a dell of dew, 
Scattering unbeholden 
Its aéreal hue 
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view: 


Like a rose embowered 
In its own green leaves, 
By warm winds deflowered, 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes faint with too much sweet those heavy-wingéd thieves. 


Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass, 
Rain-awakened flowers, 
All that ever was , 
Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass: 
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Teach us, Sprite or Bird, 
What sweet thoughts are thine: 
I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 


Chorus Hymeneal, 
Or triumphal chant, 
Matched with thine would be all 
But an empty vaunt, 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 


What objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain? 
What fields, or waves, or mountains? 
What shapes of sky or plain? 
What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain? 


With thy clear keen joyance 
Languor cannot be; 
Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee; 
Thou lovest—but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety. 


Waking or asleep, 
Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 
Than we mortals dream, 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream? 


We look before and after, 
And pine for what is not; 
Our sincerest laughter 
With some pain is fraught; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 


Yet if we could scorn 
Hate, and pride, and fear; 
If we were things born 
Not to shed a tear, 
I know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 
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Better than all measures 
Of delightful sound, 
Better than all treasures 
That in books are found, 
Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground! 


Teach me half the gladness 
That thy brain must know, 
Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow 
The world should listen then—as I am listening now. 


To Night 


Swiftly walk o’er the western wave, 
Spirit of Night! 

Out of the misty eastern cave, 

Where all the long and lone daylight, 

Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear, 

Which make thee terrible and dear,— 
Swift be thy flight! 


Wrap thy form in a mantle gray, 
Star-inwrought! 

Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day; 

Kiss her until she be wearied out, 

Then wander o’er city, and sea, and land, 

Touching all with thine opiate wand— 
Come, long-sought! 


When I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sighed for thee; 
When light rode high, and the dew was gone, 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree, 
And the weary Day turned to his rest, 
Lingering like an unloved guest, 

I sighed for thee. 
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Thy brother Death came, and cried, 
Wouldst thou me? 

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed, 

Murmured like a noontide bee, 

Shall I nestle near thy side? 

Wouldst thou me?—And I replied, 
No, not thee! 


Death will come when thou art dead, 
Soon, too soon— 

Sleep will come when thou art fled; 

Of neither would I ask the boon 

I ask of thee, beloved Night— 

Swift be thine approaching flight, 
Come soon, soon! 


Music, when Soft Voices Die 


Music, when soft voices die, 
Vibrates in the memory— 

Odours when sweet violets sicken, 
Live within the sense they quicken. 


Rose leaves, when the rose is dead, 

Are heap’d for the beloved’s bed; 

And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone, 
Love itself shall slumber on. 


A Lament 
O World! O Life! O Time 


On whose last steps I climb, 

Trembling at that where I had stood before; 
When will return the glory of your prime? 

No more—O never more! 


Out of the day and night 
A joy has taken flight: 
Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar 
Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight 
No more—O never more! 
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One Word Is too Often Profaned 


One word is too often profaned 
For me to profane it, 

One feeling too falsely disdained 
For thee to disdain it; 

One hope is too like despair 
For prudence to smother, 

And pity from thee more dear 
Than that from another. 


I can give not what men call love; 
But wilt thou accept not 

The worship the heart lifts above 
And the Heavens reject not: 

The desire of the moth for the star, 
Of the night for the morrow, 

The devotion to something afar 
From the sphere of our sorrow? 


When the Lamp Is Shatter’d 


When the lamp is shatter’d 

The light in the dust lies dead— 
When the cloud 1s scatter’d, 
The rainbow’s glory is shed, 
When the lute is broken, 

Sweet tones are remember’d not; 
When the lips have spoken, 
Loved accents are soon forgot. 


As music and splendour 

Survive not the lamp and the lute, 
The heart’s echoes render 

No song when the spirit is mute— 
No song but sad dirges, 

Like the wind through a ruin’d cell, 
Or the mournful surges 

That ring the dead seaman’s knell. 
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When hearts have once mingled, 

Love first leaves the well-built nest3 

The weak one is singled 

To endure what it once possest. 

O Love! who bewailest 

The frailty of all things here, 

Why choose you the frailest 

For your cradle, your home, and your bier? 


Its passions will rock thee 

As the storms rock the ravens on high; 
Bright reason will mock thee 

Like the sun from a wintry sky. 

From thy nest every rafter 

Will rot, and thine eagle home 

Leave thee naked to laughter, 

When leaves fall and cold winds come. 


A Dirge 


Rough wind, that moanest loud 
Grief too sad for song; 

Wild wind, when sullen cloud 
Knells all the night long; 

Sad storm, whose tears are vain, 

Bare woods, whose branches strain, 

Deep caves and dreary main,— 
Wail, for the world’s wrong! 
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On First Looking into Chapman’s Homer 


Much have I travell’d in the realms of gold, 
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen; 
Round many western islands have I been 


Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold. 
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Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 
That deep-brow’d Homer ruled as his demesne; 
Yet did I never breathe its pure serene 
Till [ heard Chapman speak out loud and bold: 
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into his ken; 
Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes 
He star’d at the Pacific—and all his men 
Look’d at each other with a wild surmise— 
Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 


The Eve of St. Agnes 


St. Agnes’ Eve—Ah, bitter chill it was! 

The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold; 

The hare limp’d trembling through the frozen grass, 
And silent was the flock in woolly fold: 

Numb were the Beadsman’s fingers, while he told 
His rosary, and while his frosted breath, 

Like pious incense from a censer old, 

Seem’d taking flight for heaven, without a death, 


Past the sweet Virgin’s picture, while his prayer he saith. 
g p pray 


His prayer he saith, this patient, holy man; 
Then takes his lamp, and riseth from his knees, 
And back returneth, meagre, barefoot, wan, 
Along the chapel aisle by slow degrees: 
The sculptur’d dead, on each side, seem to freeze, 
Emprison’d in black, purgatorial rails: 
Knights, ladies, praying in dumb orat’ries, 
He passeth by; and his weak spirit fails 

To think how they may ache ‘in icy hoods and mails. 


Northward he turneth through a little door, 

And scarce three steps, ere Music’s golden tongue 
Flatter’d to tears this aged man and poor; 

But no—already had his deathbell rung: 

The joys of all his life were said and sung: 

His was harsh penance on St. Agnes’ Eve: 
Another way he went, and soon among 
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Rough ashes sat he for his soul’s reprieve, 
And all night kept awake, for sinners’ sake to grieve. 


That ancient Beadsman heard the prelude soft; 
And so it chane’d, for many a door was wide, 
From hurry to and fro. Soon, up aloft, 
The silver, snarling trumpets ’gan to chide: 
The level chambers, ready with their pride, 
Were glowing to receive a thousand guests: 
The carved angels, ever eager-eyed, 
Star’d, where upon their heads the cornice rests, 
With hair blown back, and wings put cross-wise on their breasts. 


At length burst in the argent revelry, 
With plume, tiara, and all rich array, 
Numerous as shadows haunting faerily 
The brain, new stuff’d, in youth, with triumphs gay 
Of old romance. These let us wish away, 
And turn, sole-thoughted, to one Lady there, 
Whose heart had brooded, all that wintry day, 
On love, and wing’d St. Agnes’ saintly care, 
As she had heard old dames full many times declare. 


They told her how, upon St. Agnes’ Eve, 
Young virgins might have visions of delight, 
And soft adorings from their loves receive 
Upon the honey’d middle of the night, 
If ceremonies due they did aright; 
As, supperless to bed they must retire, 
And couch supine their beauties, lilly white; 
Nor look behind, nor sideways, but require 
Of Heaven with upward eyes for all that they desire. 


Full of this whim was thoughtful Madeline: 
The music, yearning like a God in pain, 
She scarcely heard: her maiden eyes divine, 
Fix’d on the floor, saw many a sweeping train 
Pass by—she heeded not at all: in vain 
Came many a tiptoe, amorous cavalier, 
And back retir’d; not cool’d by high disdain, 
But she saw not: her heart was otherwhere: 
She sigh’d for Agnes’ dreams, the sweetest of the year. 
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She danc’d along with vague, regardless eyes, 
Anxious her lips, her breathing quick and short: 
The hallow’d hour was near at hand: she sighs 
Amid the timbrels, and the throng’d resort 
Of whisperers in anger, or in sport; 
*Mid looks of love, defiance, hate, and ‘scorn 
Hoodwink’d with faery fancy; all amort, 
Save to St. Agnes and her lambs unshorn, 

And all the bliss to be before to-morrow morn. 


So, purposing each moment to retire, 
She linger’d still. Meantime, across the moors, 
Had come young Porphyro, with heart on fire 
For Madeline. Beside the portal doors, 
Buttress’d from moonlight, stands he, and implores 
All saints to give him sight of Madeline, 
But for one moment in the tedious hours, 
That he might gaze and worship all unseen; 
Perchance speak, kneel, touch, kiss—in sooth such things have been. 


He ventures in: let no buzz’d whisper tell: 
All eyes be muffled, or a hundred swords 
Will storm his heart, Love’s fev’rous citadel: 
For him, those chambers held barbarian hordes, 
Hyena foemen, and hot-blooded lords, 
Whose very dogs would execrations howl 
Against his lineage: not one breast affords 
Him any mercy, in that mansion foul, 

Save one old beldame, weak in body and in soul. 


Ah, happy chance! the aged creature came, 

Shuffling along with ivory-headed wand, 

To where he stood, hid from the torch’s flame, 

Behind a broad hall-pillar, far beyond 

The sound of merriment and chorus bland: 

He startled her; but soon she knew his face, 

And grasp’d his fingers in her palsied hand, 

Saying, “Mercy, Porphyro! hie thee from this place: 
They are all here to-night, the whole blood-thirsty race! 
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‘Get hence! get hence! there’s dwarfish Hildebrand: 

He had a fever late, and in the fit 

He cursed thee and thine, both house and land: 

Then there’s that old Lord Maurice, not a whit 

More tame for his gray hairs—Alas me! flit! 

Flit like a ghost away.”—‘“‘Ah, Gossip dear, 

We're safe enough; here in this arm-chair sit, 

And tell me how”—‘“‘Good Saints! not here, not here} 
Follow me, child, or else these stones will be thy bier.” 


He follow’d through a lowly arched way, 

Brushing the cobwebs with his lofty plume, 

And as she mutter’d ‘“‘ Well-a-well-a-day!” 

He found him in a little moonlight room, 

Pale, lattic’d, chill, and silent as a tomb. 

‘Now tell me where is Madeline,” said he, 

“O tell me, Angela, by the holy loom 

Which none but secret sisterhood may see, 
When they St. Agnes’ wool are weaving piously.” 


“St. Agnes! Ah! it is St. Agnes’ Eve— 
Yet men will murder upon holy days: 
Thou must hold water in a witch’s sieve, 
And be liege-lord of all the Elves and Fays, 
To venture so: it fills me with amaze 
To see thee, Porphyro!—St. Agnes’ Eve! 
God’s help! my lady fair the conjuror plays 
This very night: good angels her deceive! 
But let me laugh awhile, I’ve mickle time to grieve.” 


Feebly she laugheth in the languid moon, 

While Porphyro upon her face doth look, 

Like puzzled urchin on an aged crone 

Who keepeth clos’d a wond’rous riddle-book, 

As spectacled she sits in chimney nook. 

But soon his eyes grew brilliant, when she told 

His lady’s purpose; and he scarce could brook 

Tears, at the thought of those enchantments cold, 
And Madeline asleep in lap of legends old. 
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Sudden a thought came like a full-blown rose. 
Flushing his brow, and in his pained heart 
Made purple riot: then doth he propose 
A stratagem, that makes the beldame start: 
**A cruel man and impious thou art: 
Sweet lady, let her pray, and sleep, and dream 
Alone with her good angels, far apart 
From wicked men like thee. Go, go!—I deem 
Thou canst not surely be the same that thou didst seem.” 


“T will not harm her, by all saints I swear,” 
Quoth Porphyro: “O may I ne’er find grace 
When my weak voice shall whisper its last prayer, 
If one of her soft ringlets I displace, 
Or look with rufhan passion in her face: 
Good Angela, believe me by these tears; 
Or J will, even in a moment’s space, 
Awake, with horrid shout, my foemen’s ears, 
And beard them, though they be more fang’d than wolves and bears. 
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‘Ah! why wilt thou affright a feeble soul? 
A poor, weak, palsy-stricken, churchyard thing, 
Whose passing-bell may ere the midnight toll; 
Whose prayers for thee, each morn and evening, 
Were never miss’d.”—Thus plaining, doth she bring 
A gentler speech from burning Porphyro; 
So woful, and of such deep sorrowing, 
That Angela gives promise she will do 

Whatever he shall wish, betide her weal or woe. 


Which was, to lead him, in close secrecy, 
Even to Madeline’s chamber, and there hide 
Him in a closet, of such privacy 
That he might see her beauty unespied, 
And win perhaps that night a peerless bride, 
While legion’d faeries pac’d the coverlet, 
And pale enchantment held her sleepy-eyed. 
Never on such a night have lovers met, 
Since Merlin paid his Demon all the monstrous debt. 
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“Tt shall be as thou wishest,”’ said the Dame: 
‘All cates and dainties shall be stored there 
Quickly on this feast-night: by the tambour frame 
Her own lute thou wilt see: no time to spare, 
For I am slow and feeble, and scarce dare 
On such a catering trust my dizzy head. 
Wait here, my child, with patience; kneel in prayer 
The while: Ah! thou must needs the lady wed, 

Or may I never leave my grave among the dead.” 


So saying, she hobbled off with busy fear. 
The lover’s endless minutes slowly pass’d; 
The dame return’d, and whisper’d in his ear 
To follow her; with aged eyes aghast 
From fright of dim espial. Safe at last, 
Through many a dusky gallery, they gain 
The maiden’s chamber, silken, hush’d, and chaste; 
Where Porphyro took covert, pleas’d amain. 
His poor guide hurried back with agues in her brain. 


Her faltering hand upon the balustrade, 
Old Angela was feeling for the stair, 
When Madeline, St. Agnes’ charmed maid, 
Rose, like a mission’d spirit, unaware: 
With silver taper’s light, and pious care, 
She turn’d, and down the aged gossip led 
To a safe level matting. Now prepare, 
Young Porphyro, for gazing on that bed; 
She comes, she comes again, like ring-dove fray’d and fled. 


Out went the taper as she hurried in; 

Its little smoke, in pallid moonshine, died: 

She clos’d the door, she panted, all akin 

To spirits of the air, and visions wide: 

No uttered syllable, or, woe betide! 

But to her heart, her heart was voluble, 

Paining with eloquence her balmy side; 

As though a tongueless nightingale should swell 
Her throat in vain, and die, heart-stifled in her dell. 
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A casement high and triple-a:ch’d there was, 
All garlanded with carven imag’ries 
Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grass, 
And diamonded with panes of quaint device, 
Innumerable of stains and splendid dyes, 
As are the tiger-moth’s deep-damask’d wings; 
And in the midst, ’mong thousand heraldries, 
And twilight saints, and dim emblazonings, 
A shielded scutcheon blush’d with blood of queens and kings. 


Full on this casement shone the wintry moon, 

And threw warm gules on Madeline’s fair breast, 

As down she knelt for heaven’s grace and boon; 

Rose-bloom fell on her hands, together prest, 

And on her silver cross soft amethyst, 

And on her hair a glory, like a saint: 

She seem’d a splendid angel, newly drest, 

Save wings, for heaven:—Porphyro grew faint: 
She knelt, so pure a thing, so free from mortal taint. 


Anon his heart revives: her vespers done, 
Of all its wreathed pearls her hair she frees; 
Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one; 
Loosens her fragrant bodice; by degrees 
Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees: 
Half-hidden, like a mermaid in sea-weed, 
Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees, 
In fancy, fair St. Agnes in her bed, 

But dares not look behind, or all the charm is fled. 


Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest, 
In sort of wakeful swoon, perplex’d she lay, 
Until the poppied warmth of sleep oppress’d 
Her soothed limbs, and soul fatigued away: 
Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day; 
Blissfully haven’d both from joy and pain; 
Clasp’d like a missal where swart Paynims pray; 
Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain, 

As though a rose should shut, and be a bud again. 
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Stol’n to this paradise, and so entranced, 
Porphyro gazed upon her empty dress, 

And listen’d to her breathing, if it chanced 

To wake into a slumberous tenderness; 

Which when he heard, that minute did he bless, 
And breath’d himself: then from the closet crept, 
Noiseless as fear in a wide wilderness, 

And over the hush’d carpet, silent, stept, 


And ’tween the curtains peep’d, where, lo!—how fast she slept. 


Then by the bed-side, where the faded moon 
Made a dim, silver twilight, soft he set 
A table, and, half anguish’d, threw thereon 
A cloth of woven crimson, gold, and jet :— 
O for some drowsy Morphean amulet! 
The boisterous, midnight, festive clarion, 
The kettle-drum, and far-heard clarinet, 
Affray his ears, though but in dying tone:— 
The hall door shuts again, and all the noise is gone. 


And still she slept an azure-lidded sleep, 

In blanched linen, smooth, and lavender’d, 

While he from forth the closet brought a heap 

Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd; 

With jellies soother than the creamy curd, 

And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon; 

Manna and dates, in argosy transferr’d 

From Fez; and spiced dainties, every one, 
From silken Samarcand to cedar’d Lebanon. 


These delicates he heap’d with glowing hand 
On golden dishes and in baskets bright 
Of wreathed silver: sumptuous they stand 
In the retired quiet of the night, 
Filling the chilly room with perfume light.— 
“And now, my love, my seraph fair, awake! 
Thou art my heaven, and I thine eremite: 
Open thine eyes, for meek St. Agnes’ sake, 
Or I shall drowse beside thee, so my soul doth ache.” 
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Thus whispering, his warm, unaerved arm 
Sank in her pillow. Shaded was her dream 
By the dusk curtains:—’twas a midnight charm 
Impossible to melt as iced stream: 
The lustrous salvers in the moonlight gleam; 
Broad golden fringe upon the carpet lies: 
It seem’d he never, never could redeem 
From such a stedfast spell his lady’s eyes; 
So mus’d awhile, entoil’d in woofed phantasies. 


Awakening up, he took her hollow lute,— 
Tumultuous,—and, in chords that tenderest be, 
He play’d an ancient ditty, long since mute, 
In Provence call’d, ‘La belle dame sans mercy:” 
Close to her ear touching the melody;— 
Wherewith disturb’d, she utter’d a soft moan: 
He ceased—she panted quick—and suddenly 
Her blue affrayed eyes wide open shone: 
Upon his knees he sank, pale as smooth-sculptured stone. 


Her eyes were open, but she still beheld, 

Now wide awake, the vision of her sleep: 

There was a painful change, that nigh expell’d 

The blisses of her dream so pure and deep 

At which fair Madeline began to weep, 

And moan forth witless words with many a sigh; 

While still her gaze on Porphyro would keep; 

Who knelt, with joined hands and piteous eye, 
Fearing to move or speak, she look’d so dreamingly. 


**Ah, Porphyro!”’ said she, “but even now 
Thy voice was at sweet tremble in mine ear, 
Made tuneable with every sweetest vow; 
And those sad eyes were spiritual and clear: 
How chang’d thou art! how pallid, chill, and drear! 
Give me that voice again, my Porphyro, 
‘Those looks immortal, those complainings dear! 
Oh leave me not in this eternal woe, 
For if thou diest, my Love, I know not where to go.” 
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Beyond a mortal man impassion’d far 

At these voluptuous accents, he arose, 

Ethereal, flush’d and like a throbbing star 

Seen mid the sapphire heaven’s deep repose; 

Into her dream he melted, as the rose 

Blendeth its odour with the violet,— 

Solution sweet: meantime the frost-wind blows 

Like Love’s alarum pattering the sharp sleet 
Against the window-panes; St. Agnes’ moon hath set. 


Tis dark: quick pattereth the flaw-blown sleet: 
“This is no dream, my bride, my Madeline!” 
’Jis dark: the iced gusts still rave and beat: 
“No dream, alas! alas! and woe is mine! 
Porphyro will leave me here to fade and pine.— 
Cruel! what traitor could thee hither bring? 
I curse not, for my heart is lost in thine, 
Though thou forsakest a deceived thing;— 

A dove forlorn and lost with sick unpruned wing.” 


‘“My Madeline! sweet dreamer! Lovely bride! 
Say, may I be for aye thy vassal blest? 
Thy beauty’s shield, heart-shap’d and vermeil dyed? 
Ah, silver shrine, here will I take my rest 
After so many hours of toil and quest, 
A famish’d pilgrim,—sav’d by miracle. 
Though I have found, I will not rob thy nest 
Saving of thy sweet self; if thou think’st well 
To trust, fair Madeline, to no rude infidel. 


“Hark! ’tis an elfin-storm from faery land, 
Of haggard seeming, but a boon indeed: 
Arise—arise! the morning is at hand;— 
The bloated wassaillers will never heed :— 
Let us away, my love, with happy speed; 
There are no ears to hear, or eyes to see,— 
Drown’d all in Rhenish and the sleepy mead: 
Awake! arise! my love, and fearless be, 

For o’er the southern moors I have a home for thee.” 
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She hurried at his words, beset with fears, 
For there were sleeping dragons all around, 
At glaring watch, perhaps, with ready spears— 
Down the wide stairs a darkling way they found.— 
In all the house was heard no human sound. 
A chain-droop’d lamp was flickering by each door; 
The arras, rich with horseman, hawk, and hound, 
Flutter’d in the besieging wind’s uproar; 

And the long carpets rose along the gusty floor. 


They glide, like phantoms, into the wide hall; 

Like phantoms, to the iron porch, they glide; 

Where lay the Porter, in uneasy sprawl, 

With a huge empty flaggon by his side: 

The wakeful bloodhound rose, and shook his hide, 

But his sagacious eye an inmate owns: 

By one, and one, the bolts full easy slide:— 

The chains lie silent on the footworn stones;— 
The key turns, and the door upon its hinges groans. 


And they are gone: aye, ages long ago 
These lovers fled away into the storm. 
That night the Baron dreamt of many a woe, 
And all his warrior-guests, with shade and form 
Of witch, and demon, and large cofin-worm, 
Were long be-nightmar’d. Angela the old 
Died palsy-twitch’d, with meagre face deform; 
The Beadsman, after thousand aves told, 

For aye unsought for slept among his ashes cold. 


Ode to Psyche 


O Goddess! hear these tuneless numbers, wrung 
By sweet enforcement and remembrance dear, 
And pardon that thy secrets should be sung 
Even into thine own soft-conched ear: 
Surely I dreamt to-day, or did I see 
The winged Psyche with awaken’d eyes? 
I wander’d in a forest thoughtlessly, 
And, on the sudden. fainting with surprise, 
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Saw two fair creatures, couched side by side 
In deepest grass, beneath the whisp’ring roof 
Of leaves and trembled blossoms, where there ran 
A brooklet, scarce espied: 


*Mid hush’d, cool-rooted flowers, fragrant-eyed, 
Blue, silver-white, and budded Tyrian, 

They lay calm-breathing on the bedded grass; 
Their arms embraced, and their pinions too; 
Their lips touch’d not, but had not bade adieu, 

As if disjoined by soft-handed slumber, 

And ready still past kisses to outnumber 
At tender eye-dawn of aurorean love: 

The winged boy I knew; 
But who wast thou, O happy, happy dove? 
His Psyche true! 


O latest born and loveliest vision far 
Of all Olympus’ faded hierarchy! 
Fairer than Phoebe’s sapphire-region’d star, 
Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky; 
Fairer than these, though temple thou hast none, 
Nor altar heap’d with flowers; 
Nor virgin-choir to make delicious moan 
Upon the midnight hours; 
No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense sweet 
From chain-swung censer teeming; 
No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat 
Of pale-mouth’d prophet dreaming. 


O brightest! though too late for antique vows, 
Too, too late for the fond believing lyre, 

When holy were the haunted forest boughs, 
Holy the air, the water, and the fire; 

Yet even in these days so far retir’d 
From happy pieties, thy lucent fans, 
Fluttering among the faint Olympians, 

I see, and sing, by my own eyes inspir’d. 

So let me be thy choir, and make a moan 

Upon the midnight hours: 
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Thy voice, thy lute, thy pipe, thy incense sweet 
From swinged censer teeming; 

Thy shrine, thy grove, thy oracle, thy heat 
Of pale-mouth’d prophet dreaming. 


Yes, I will be thy priest, and build a fane 
In some untrodden region of my mind, 


Where branched thoughts, new grown with pleasant pain, 


Instead of pines shall murmur in the wind: 

Far, far around shall those dark-cluster’d trees 
Fledge the wild-ridged mountains steep by steep; 
And there by zephyrs, streams, and birds, and bees, 
The moss-lain Dryads shall be lull’d to sleep; 
And in the midst of this wide quietness 

A rosy sanctuary will I dress 

With the wreath’d trellis of a working brain, 

With buds, and bells, and stars without a name, 
With all the gardener Fancy e’er could feign, 

Who breeding flowers, will never breed the same: 
And there shall be for thee all soft delight 

That shadowy thought can win, 

A bright torch, and a casement ope at night, 

To let the warm Love in! 


Ode to the Nightingale 


My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 
My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk, 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 
One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk: 
Tis not through envy of thy happy lot, 
But being too happy in thine happiness,— 
That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees, 
In some melodious plot 
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 


O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been 

Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth, 
Tasting of Flora and the country green, 

Dance, and Provencal song, and sunburnt mirth! 


367 


368 ROMANCE AND DEMOCRACY 


O for a beaker full of the warm South, 
Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 
With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
And purple-stained mouth; 
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 
And with thee fade away into the forest dim: 


Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
What thou among the leaves has never known, 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret 
Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs, 
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies; 
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs, 
Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 


Away! away! for I will fly to thee, 
Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards, 
But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 
Though the dull brain perplexes and retards:- 
Already with thee! tender is the night, 
And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 
Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays; 
But here there is no light, 
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 


I cannot see what flowers are at my feet, 
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, 
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 
White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; 
Fast fading violets cover’d up in leaves; 
And mid-May’s eldest child, 
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 
The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 
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Darkling I listen; and, for many a time 
I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Call’d him soft names in many a mused rhyme, 
To take into the air my quiet breath; 
‘Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 
To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstasy! 
Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 
To thy high requiem become a sod. 


Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird! 
No hungry generations tread thee down; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown: 
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 
The same that oft-times hath 
Charm’d magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 


Forlorn! the very word is like a bell 
To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
As she is fam’d to do, deceiving elf. 
Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades 
Past the near meadows, over the still stream, 
Up the hill-side; and now ’tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades: 
Was it a vision, or a waking dream: 
Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep? 


Ode on a Grecian Urn 


Thou still unravish’d bride of quietness, 

Thou foster-child of silence and slow time, 
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 

A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme: 
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What leaf-fring’d legend haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, or of both, 
In Tempe or the dales of Arcady? 
What men or gods are these? What maidens loth? 
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape? 
What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstasy? 


Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on; 
Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear’d, 
Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone: 
Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare; 
Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss, 
Though winning near the goal—yet, do not grieve; 
She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss, 
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair! 


Ah, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed 
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu; 
And, happy melodist, unwearied, 
For ever piping songs for ever new; 
More happy love! more happy, happy love! 
For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d, 
For ever panting, and for ever young; 
All breathing human passion far above, 
That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy’d, 
A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 


Who are these coming to the sacrifice? 
To what green altar, O mysterious priest, 
Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 
And all her silken flanks with garlands drest? 
What little town by river or sea shore, 
Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel, 
Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn? 
And, little town, thy streets for evermore 
Will silent be; and not a soul to tell 
Why thou art desolate, can e’er return. 
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O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede 
Of marble men and maidens overwrought, 
With forest branches and the trodden weed; 
Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought 
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral! 

When old age shall this generation waste, 
Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st, 
‘Beauty is truth, truth beauty,’’—that is all 

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 


To Autumn 


Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness, 
Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun; 
Conspiring with him how to load and bless 
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run; 
To bend with apples the moss’d cottage-trees, 
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core; 
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel; to set budding more, 
And still more, later flowers for the bees, 
Until they think warm days will never cease, 
For Summer has o’er-brimmed their clammy cells. 


Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store? 
Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor, 
Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind; 
Or on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep, 
Drows’d with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers: 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 
Steady thy laden head across a brook; 
Or by a cyder-press, with patient look, 
Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 


Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they? 
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,— 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day, 
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 
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Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the river sallows, borne aloft 
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn; 
Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft 
The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft; 
And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 


The Den of the Titans 


FROM “‘HYPERION”’ 


It was a den where no insulting light 

Could glimmer on their tears; where their own groans 
They felt, but heard not, for the solid roar 

Of thunderous waterfalls and torrents hoarse, 
Pouring a constant bulk, uncertain where. 

Crag jutting forth to crag, and rocks that seem’d 
Ever as if just rising from a sleep, 

Forehead to forehead held their monstrous horns; 
And thus in thousand hugest phantasies 

Made a fit roofing to this nest of woe. 

Instead of thrones, hard flint they sat upon, 
Couches of rugged stone, and slaty ridge 
Stubborn’d with iron. All were not assembled: 
Some chain’d in torture, and some wandering. 
Coeus, and Gyges, and Briareus, 

Typhon, and Dolor, and Porphyrion, 

With many more, the brawniest in assault, 

Were pent in regions of laborious breath; 
Dungeon’d in opaque element, to keep 

Their clenched teeth still clench’d, and all their limbs 
Lock’d up like veins of metal, crampt and screw’d; 
Without a motion, save of their big hearts 
Heaving in pain, and horribly convuls’d 

With sanguine feverous boiling gurge of pulse. 
Mnemosyne was straying in the world; 

Far from her moon had Phoebe wandered; 

Ard many else were free to roam abroad, 

But for the main, here found they covert drear. 
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Scarce images of life, one here, one there, 

Lay vast and edgeways; like a dismal cirque 
Of Druid stones, upon a forlorn moor, 

When the chill rain begins at shut of eve, 

In dull November, and their chancel vault, 
The Heaven itself, is blinded throughout night. 


On Seeing the Elgin Marbles 


My spirit is too weak; mortality 

Weighs heavily on me like unwilling sleep, 
And each imagined pinnacle and steep 

Of godlike hardship tells me I must die 

Like a sick eagle looking at the sky. 

Yet ’tis a gentle luxury to weep 

That I have not the cloudy winds to keep 
Fresh for the opening of the morning’s eye. 
Such dim-conceivéd glories of the brain 
Bring round the heart an indescribable feud; 
So do these wonders a most dizzy pain, 
That mingles Grecian grandeur with the rude 
Wasting of old Time—with a billowy main, 
A sun, a shadow of a magnitude. 


When I Have Fears That I May Cease to Be 


When I have fears that I may cease to be 
Before my pen has glean’d my teeming brain, 
Before high-piled books, in charactery, 
Hold like rich garners the full ripen’d grain; 
When I behold, upon the night’s starr’d face, 
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance, 
And think that I may never live to trace 
Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance; 
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour, 
That I shall never look upon thee more, 
Never have relish in the faery power 
Of unreflecting love;—then on the shore 
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think 
Till love and fame to nothingness do sink. 
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The Eve of Saint Mark 


Upon a Sabbath-day it fell; 

Twice holy was the Sabbath-bell, 
That call’d the folk to evening prayer; 
The city streets were clean and fair 
From wholesome drench of April rains; 
And, on the western window panes, 
The chilly sunset faintly told 

Of unmatur’d green vallies cold, 

Of the green thorny bloomless hedge, 
Of rivers new with spring-tide sedge, 
Of primroses by shelter’d rills, 

And daisies on the aguish hills. 

Twice holy was the Sabbath-bell: 

The silent streets were crowded well 
With staid and pious companies, 
Warm from their fire-side orat’ries; 
And moving, with demurest air, 

To even-song, and vesper prayer. 

Each arched porch, and entry low, 
Was filled with patient folk and slow, 
With whispers hush, and shuffling feet, 
While play’d the organ loud and sweet. 


The bells had ceas’d, the prayers begun, 
And Bertha had not yet half done 

A curious volume, patch’d and torn, 
That all day long, from earliest morn, 
Had taken captive her two eyes, 
Among its golden broideries; 

Perplex’d her with a thousand things,— 
The stars of Heaven, and angel’s wings, 
Martyrs in a fiery blaze, 

Azure saints in silver rays, 

Moses’ breastplate, and the seven 
Candlesticks John saw in Heaven, 

The winged Lion of Saint Mark, 

And the Covenantal Ark, 

With its many mysteries, 

Cherubim and golden mice. 
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Bertha was a maiden fair, 

Dwelling in the old Minster-square; 
From her fire-side she could see, 
Sidelong, in rich antiquity, 

Far as the Bishop’s garden-wall; 
Where sycamores and elm-trees tall, 
Full-leav’d, the forest had outstript, 
By no sharp north-wind ever nipt, 

So shelter’d by the mighty pile. 
Bertha arose, and read awhile, 

With forehead ’gainst the window-pane. 
Again she try’d, and then again, 
Until the dusk eve left her dark 

Upon the legend of St. Mark. 

From plaited lawn-frill, fine and thin, 
She lifted up her soft warm chin, 
With aching neck and swimming eyes, 
And daz’d with saintly imageries. 


All was gloom, and silent all, 

Save now and then the still foot-fall 
Of one returning homewards late, 
Past the echoing minster-gate. 


The clamorous daws, that all the day 
Above tree-tops and towers play, 
Pair by pair had gone to rest, 

Each in its ancient belfry-nest, 
Where asleep they fall betimes, 

To music of the drowsy chimes. 


All was silent, all was gloom, 

Abroad and in the homely room! 

Down she sat, poor cheated soul! 

And struck a lamp from the dismal coal; 
Lean’d forward, with bright drooping hair 
And slant book, full against the glare. 
Her shadow, in uneasy guise, 

Hover’d about, a giant size, 
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On ceiling-beam and old oak chair, 

The parrot’s cage, and panel square; 
And the warm angled winter screen, 

On which were many monsters seen, 
Call’d doves of Siam, Lima mice, 

And legless birds of Paradise, 

Macaw, and tender Avadavat, 

And silken-furr’d Angora cat. 

Untir’d she read, her shadow still 
Glower’d about, as it would fll 

The room with wildest forms and shades, 
As though some ghostly queen of spades 
Had come to mock behind her back, 
And dance, and ruffle her garments black. 


Untir’d she read the legend page, 

Of holy Mark, from youth to age, 

On land, on sea, in pagan chains, 
Rejoicing for his many pains. 
Sometimes the learned eremite, 

With golden star, or dagger bright, 
Referr’d to pious poesies 

Written in smallest crow-quill size 
Beneath the text; and thus the rhyme 
Was parcell’d out from time to time: 
—‘‘ Als writith he of swevenis, 

Men han beforne they wake in bliss, 
Whanne that hir friendes thinke hem bound 
In crimped shroude farre under grounde; 
And how a litling child mote be 

A saint er its nativitie, 

Gif that the modre (God her blesse!) 
Kepen in solitarinesse, 

And kissen devoute the holy croce. 
Of Goddes love, and Sathan’s force,— 
He writith; and thinges many mo: 

Of swiche thinges I may not show. 
Bot I must tellen verilie 

Somdel of Sainté Cicilie, 

And chieflie what he auctorethe 


Of Sainté Markis life and dethe:” 


TOTENC KEATS 


At length her constant eyelids come 
Upon the fervent martyrdom; 
Then lastly to his holy shrine, 
Exalt amid the tapers’ shine 

At Venice,— 


To Sleep 


O soft embalmer of the still midnight, 
Shutting, with careful fingers and benign, 
Our gloom-pleas’d eyes, embower’d from the light, 
Enshaded in forgetfulness divine: 
O soothest Sleep! if so it please thee, close 
In midst of this mine hymn my willing eyes, 
Or wait the “‘Amen,” ere thy poppy throws 
Around my bed its lulling charities. 
Then save me, or the passed day will shine 
Upon my pillow, breeding many woes,— 
Save me from curious Conscience, that still lords 
Its strength for darkness, burrowing like a mole; 
Turn the key deftly in the oiled wards, 
And seal the hushed Casket of my Soul. 


La Belle Dame Sans Merci 


Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight, 
Alone and palely loitering; 

The sedge is wither’d from the lake, 
And no birds sing. 


Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight, 
So haggard and so woe-begone? 

The squirrel’s granary :s full, 
And the harvest’s done. 


I see a lily on thy brow, 

With anguish moist and fever dew; 
And on thy cheek a fading rose 

Fast withereth too. 
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I met a lady in the meads 
Full beautiful, a faery’s child; 

Her hair was long, her foot was light, 
And her eyes were wild. 


I set her on my pacing steed, 
And nothing else saw all day long; 
For sideways would she lean, and sing 
A faery’s song. 


I made a garland for her head, 

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 
She look’d at me as she did love, 

And made sweet moan. 


She found me roots of relish sweet, 
And honey wild, and manna dew; 
And sure in language strange she said, 

I love thee true. 


She took me to her elfin grot, 
And there she gaz’d and sighed deep, 
And there I shut her wild sad eyes— 
So kiss’d to sleep. 


And there we slumber’d on the moss, 
And there I dream’d, ah woe betide, 
The latest dream I ever dream’d 


On the cold hill side. 


I saw pale kings, and princes too, 
Pale warriors, death-pale were they all; 
Who cry’d—‘‘La belle Dame sans merci 
Hath thee in thrall!” 


I saw their starv’d lips in the gloam 
With horrid warning gaped wide, 
And I awoke, and found me here 


On the cold hill side. 


JOHN CLARE 


And this is why I sojourn here 
Alone and palely loitering, 

Though the sedge is wither’d from the lake, 
And no birds sing. 


Bright Star 


Bright star, would I were stedfast as thou art— 
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night 
And watching, with eternal lids apart, 
Like nature’s patient, sleepless Eremite, 
The moving waters at their priestlike task 
Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores, 
Or gazing on the new soft-fallen mask 
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors— 
No—yet still stedfast, still unchangeable, 
Pillow’d upon my fair love’s ripening breast, 
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 
Awake for ever in a sweet unrest, 
Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 
And so live ever—or else swoon to death. 


JOHN CLAIRE 
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Swordy Well 


We loved thee, Swordy Well, and love thee still. 
Long was I with thee, tending sheep and cow, 
In boyhood ramping up each steepy hill 

To play at ‘“‘roly poly” down; and now, 

A man, I trifle on thee, cares to kill, 
Haunting thy mossy steeps to botanize 

And hunt the orchis tribes where nature’s skill 
Doth like my thoughts run into phantasies, 
Spider and bee all mimicking at will, 
Displaying powers that fool the proudly wise, 
Showing the wonders of great nature’s plan 

In trifles insignificant and small, 

Puzzling the power of that great trifle man 
Who finds no reason to be proud at all. 
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Clock-A-Clay 


In the cowslip pips I lie, 

Hidden from the buzzing fly, 
While green grass beneath me lies, 
Pearled with dew like fishes’ eyes, 
Here I lie, a clock-a-clay, 

Waiting for the time o’ day. 


While the forest quakes surprise, 
And the wild wind sobs and sighs, 
My home rocks as like to fall, 

On its pillar green and tall; 

When the pattering rain drives by 
Clock-a-clay keeps warm and dry. 


Day by day and night by night, 
All the week I hide from sight; 

In the cowslip pips I lie, 

In the rain still warm and dry; 
Day and night, and night and day, 
Red, black-spotted clock-a-clay. 


My home shakes in wind and showers, 
Pale green pillar topped with flowers, 
Bending at the wild wind’s breath, 
Till I touch the grass beneath; 

Here I live, lone clock-a-clay, 
Watching for the time of day. 


I Am! 


1 am! yet what I am none cares or knows, 
My friends forsake me like a memory lost; 

I am the self-consumer of my woes, ° 

They rise and vanish in oblivious host, 

Like shades in love and death’s oblivion lost: 
And yet 1 am! and live with shadows tost 
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Into the nothingness of scorn and noise, 

Into the living sea of waking dreams, 

Where there is neither sense of life nor joys, 
But the vast shipwreck of my life’s esteems; 
And e’en the dearest—that I loved the best— 
Are strange—nay, rather stranger than the rest. 


I long for scenes where man has never trod; 
A place where woman never smil’d or wept; 
There to abide with my creator, GOD, 

And sleep as I in childhood sweetly slept: 
Untroubling and untroubled where I lie; 
The grass below—above the vaulted sky. 


W LoD eAriM © UL Leben eB Rey ANT 
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Thanatopsts 


To him who in the love of Nature holds 
Communion with her visible forms, she speaks 
A various language; for his gayer hours 

She has a voice of gladness, and a smile 

And eloquence of beauty, and she glides 

Into his darker musings, with a mild 

And healing sympathy, that steals away 

Their sharpness, ere he is aware. When thoughts 
Of the last bitter hour come like a blight 

Over thy spirit, and sad images 

Of the stern agony, and shroud, and pall, 

And breathless darkness, and the narrow house, 
Make thee to shudder, and grow sick at heart;— 
Go forth, under the open sky, and list 

To Nature’s teachings, while frem all around— 
Earth and her waters, and the depths of air— 
Comes a still voice—Yet a few days, and thee 
The all-beholding sun shall see no more 

In all his course; yet nor in the cold ground, 
Where thy pale form was laid, with many tears, 
Nor in the embrace of ocean, shall exist 
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Thy image. Earth, that nourished thee, shall claim 
Thy growth, to be resolved to earth again, 

And, lost each human trace, surrendering up 

Thine individual being, shalt thou go 

To mix for ever with the elements, 

To be a brother to the insensible rock 

And to the sluggish clod, which the rude swain 
Turns with his share, and treads upon. The oak 
Shall send his roots abroad, and pierce thy mould. 

. . . So live, that when thy summons comes to join 
The innumerable caravan, which moves 

To that mysterious realm, where each shall take 

His chamber in the silent halls of death, 

Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night, 
Scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed 
By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave, 

Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch 

About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams. 


THOMAS HOOD 
1798-1845 


The Bridge of Sighs 


One more Unfortunate 
Weary of breath, 
Rashly importunate, 
Gone to her death! 


Take her up tenderly, 
Lift her with care; 
Fashion’d so slenderly, 
Young, and so fair! 


Look at her garments 
Clinging like cerements; 
Whilst the wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing; 
Take her up instantly, 
Loving, not loathing. 
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Touch her not scornfully; 
Think of her mournfully, 
Gently and humanly; 
Not of the stains of her— 
All that remains of her 
Now is pure womanly. 


Make no deep scrutiny 
Into her mutiny 

Rash and undutiful: 
Past all dishonour, 
Death has left on her 
Only the beautiful. 


Still, for all slips of hers, 
One of Eve’s family— 
Wipe those poor lips of hers 
Oozing so clammily. 


Loop up her tresses 
Escaped from the comp, 
Her fair auburn tresses; 
Whilst wonderment guesses 
Where was her home? 


Who was her father? 
Who was her mother? 
Had she a sister? 

Had she a brother? 

Or was there a dearer one 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, than all other? 


Alas! for the rarity 
Of Christian charity 
Under the sun! 

O! it was pitiful! 
Near a whole city full, 
Home she had none. 
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Sisterly, brotherly, 
Fatherly, motherly 
Feelings had changed: 
Love, by harsh evidence, 
Thrown from its eminence; 
Even God’s providence 
Seeming estranged. 


Where the lamps quiver 

So far in the river, 

With many a light 

From window and casement, 
From garret to basement, 
She stood, with amazement, 
Houseless by night. 


The bleak wind of March 
Made her tremble and shiver; 
But not the dark arch, 

Or the black flowing river: 
Mad from life’s history, 

Glad to death’s mystery 
Swift to be hurl’d— 

Any where, any where 

Out of the world! 


In she plunged boldly, 
No matter how coldly 
The rough river ran, 
Over the brink of it,— 
Picture it, think of it, 
Dissolute Man! 

Lave in it, drink of it, 
Then, if you can! 


Take her up tenderly, 
Lift her with care; 
Fashion’d so slenderly, 
Young, and so fair! 


Ere her limbs frigidly 
Stiffen too rigidly, 
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Decently, kindly, 


Smooth, and compose them; 


And her eyes, close them, 
Staring so blindly! 


Dreadfully staring 
Thro’ muddy impurity, 
As when with the daring 
Last look of despairing 
Fix’d on futurity. 


Perishing gloomily, 
Spurr’d by contumely 
Cold inhumanity 
Burning insanity 
Into her rest. 


—Cross her hands humbly 


As if praying dumbly, 
Over her breast! 


Owning her weakness, 
Her evil behaviour, 


And leaving, with meekness, 


Her sins to her Saviour! 


RALPH WALDO EMERSON 


1803-1882 


Days 


Daughters of Time, the hypocritic Days, 
Muffled and dumb like barefoot dervishes, 
And marching single in an endless file, 
Bring diadems and fagots in their hands. 


To each they offer gifts after his will, 


Bread, kingdoms, stars, and sky that holds them all. 
I, in my pleachéd garden, watched the pomp, 


Forgot my morning wishes, hastily 


Took a few herbs and apples, and the Day 
Turned and departed silent. I, too late, 
Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn. 
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The Rhodora 


ON BEING ASKED, WHENCE IS THE FLOWER? 


In May, when sea-winds pierced our solitudes, 

I found the fresh Rhodora in the woods, 
Spreading its leafless blooms in a damp nook, 

To please the desert and the sluggish brook. 

The purple petals, fallen in the pool, 

Made the black water with their beauty gay; 
Here might the red-bird come his plumes to cool, 
And court the flower that cheapens his array. 
Rhodora! if the sages ask thee why 

This charm is wasted on the earth ana sky, 

Tell them, dear, that if eyes were made for seeing, 
Then Beauty is its own excuse for being: 

Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose! 

I never thought to ask, I never knew: 

But, in my simple ignorance, suppose 

The self-same Power that brought me there brought you. 


Brahma 


If the red slayer think he slays, 
Of if the slain think he is slain, 
They know not well the subtle ways 
I keep, and pass, and turn again. 


Far or forgot to me is near; 

Shadow and sunlight are the same; 
The vanished gods to me appear; 

And one to me are shame and fame. 


They reckon ill who leave me out; 
When me they fly, I am the wings; 
I am the doubter and the doubt, 
And I the hymn the Brahmin sings. 


The strong gods pine for my abode, 
And pine in vain the sacred Seven; 
But thou, meek lover of the good! 
Find me, and turn thy back on heaven 


ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 


Bele Zag bebe beAT Ren htt lB ye REOnWeNG LEN G 
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Sonnets from the Portuguese 


If thou must love me, let it be for nought 

Except for love’s sake only. Do not say, 

“Tlove her forhersmile . . . herlook . . . herway 
Of speaking gently, . . . fora trick of thought 
That falls in well with mine, and, certes, brought 

A sense of pleasant ease on such a day” — 

For these things in themselves, Beloved, may 

Be changed, or change for thee,—and love so wrought, 
May be unwrought so. Neither love me for 

Thine own dear pity’s wiping my cheeks dry,— 

Since one might well forget to weep who bore 

Thy comfort long, and lose thy love thereby. 

But love me for love’s sake, that evermore 

Thou may’st love on through love’s eternity. 


My poet, thou canst touch on all the notes 

God set between His After and Before, 

And strike up and strike off the general roar 

Of the rushing worlds, a melody that floats 

In a serene air purely. Antidotes 

Of medicated music, answering for 

Mankind’s forlornest uses, thou canst pour 

From thence into their ears. God’s will devotes 
Thine to such ends, and mine to wait on thine! 
How, Dearest, wilt thou have me for most use? 

A hope, to sing by gladly? . . . ora fine 

Sad memory, with thy songs to interfuse? 

A shade, in which to sing . . . of palm or pine? 
A grave, on which to rest from singing? . . . Choose. 


When our two souls stand up erect and strong,— 
Face to face, silent, drawing nigh and nigher, 
Until the lengthening wings break into fire 

At either curving point,—what bitter wrong 
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Can the earth do us, that we should not long 

Be here contented? Think! In mounting higher— 
The angels would press on us and aspire 

To drop some golden orb of perfect song 

Into our deep, dear silence. Let us stay 

Rather on earth, Belovéd,—where the unfit 
Contrarious moods of men recoil away 

And isolate pure spirits, and permit 

A place to stand and love in for a day, 

With darkness and the death-hour rounding it. 


How do I love thee? Let me count the ways. 

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight 

For the ends of Being and Ideal Grace. 

I love thee to the level of every day’s 

Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight. 

I love thee freely, as men strive for Right; 

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise; 

I love thee with the passion put to use 

In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith; 
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 

With my lost saints,—I love thee with the breath, 
Smiles, tears, of all my life!—and, if God choose, 
I shall but love thee better after death. 


HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW 
1807-1882 


The Warden of the Cinque Ports 


A mist was driving down the British Channel, 
The day was just begun, 

And through the window-panes, on floor and panel, 
Streamed the red autumn sun. 


It glanced on flowing flag and rippling pennon, 
And the white sails of ships; 

And, from the frowning rampart, the black cannon 
Hailed it with feverish lips. 
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Sandwich and Romney, Hastings, Hithe, and Dover 
Were all alert that day, 

To see the French war-steamers speeding over, 
When the fog cleared away. 


Sullen and silent, and like couchant lions, 
Their cannon, through the night, 

Holding their breath, had watched, in grim defiance, 
The sea-coast opposite. 


And now they roared at drum-beat from their stations 
On every citadel; 

Each answering each, with morning salutations, 
That all was well. 


And down the coast, ail taking up the burden, 
Replied the distant forts, 
As if to summon from his sleep the Warden 


And Lord of the Cinque Ports. 


Him shall no sunshine from the fields of azure, 
No drum-beat from the wall, 

No morning gun from the black fort’s embrasure, 
Awaken with its call! 


No more, surveying with an eye impartial 
The long line of the coast, 
Shall the gaunt figure of the old Field Marshal 


Be seen upon his post! 


For in the night, unseen, a single warrior, 
In sombre harness mailed, 

Dreaded of man, and surnamed the Destroyer, 
The rampart wall had scaled. 


He passed into the chamber of the sleeper, 
The dark and silent room, 

And as he entered, darker grew, and deeper, 
The silence and the gloom, 
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He did not pause to parley or dissemble, 
But smote the Warden hoar; 

Ah! what a blow! that made all England tremble 
And groan from shore to shore. 


Meanwhile, without, the surly cannon waited, 
The sun rose bright o’erhead; 

Nothing in Nature’s aspect intimated 
That a great man was dead. 


Nature 


As a fond mother, when the day is o’er, 
Leads by the hand her little child to bed, 
Half willing, half reluctant to be led, 
And leave his broken playthings on the floor, 
Still gazing at them through the open door 
Nor wholly reassured and comforted 
By promises of others in their stead, 
Which, though more splendid, may not please him more; 
So Nature deals with us, and takes away 
Our playthings one by one, and by the hand 
Leads us to rest so gently, that we go 
Scarce knowing if we wish to go or stay, 
Being too full of sleep to understand 
How far the unknown transcends the what we know. 


Hymn to the Night 
’AoTacin, TpiA\oTOS 


I heard the trailing garments of the Night 
Sweep through her marble halls! 

I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light 
From the celestial walls! 


I felt her presence, by its spell of might, 
Stoop o’er me from above; 

The calm, majestic presence of the Night, 
As of the one I love. 
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I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight, 
The manifold, soft chimes, 
That fill the haunted chambers of the Night, 


Like some old poet’s rhymes. 


From the cool cisterns of the midnight air 
My spirit drank repose; 

The fountain of perpetual peace flows there,— 
From those deep cisterns flows. 


O holy Night! from thee I learn to bear 
What man has borne before! 

Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care, 
And they complain no more. 


Peace! Peace! Orestes-like I breathe this prayer! 
Descend with broad-winged flight, 
The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair, 


The best-beloved Night! 


18 IDG AIR AN IE 1 AN IN) POND 
1809-1849 


To Helen 


Helen, thy beauty is to me 
Like those Niczan barks of yore, 
That gently, o’er a perfumed sea, 
The weary, wayworn wanderer bore 
To his own native shore. 


On desperate seas long wont to roam, 
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face, 
Thy Naiad airs, have brought me home 
To the glory that was Greece 
And the grandeur that was Rome. 


Lo! in yon brilliant window-niche 
How statue-like I see thee stand, 
The agate lamp within thy hand! 
h, Psyche, from the regions which 
Are Holy Land! 
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Tsrafel 


And the angel Israfel, whose heart-strings are a lute, and 
who has the sweetest voice of all God’s creatures.—KORAN. 


In Heaven a spirit doth dwell 
Whose heart-strings are a lute; 
None sing so wildly well 
As the angel Israfel, 
And the giddy stars (so legends tell), 
Ceasing their hymns, attend the spell 
Of his voice, all mute. 


Tottering above 
In her highest noon, 
The enamored moon 

Blushes with love, 
While, to listen, the red levin 
(With the rapid Pleiads, even, 
Which were seven) 
Pauses in Heaven. 


And they say (the starry choir 
And the other listening things) 
That Israfeli’s fire 
Is owing to that lyre 
By which he sits and sings, 
The trembling living wire 
Of those unusual strings. 


But the skies that angel trod, 
Where deep thoughts are a duty, 
Where Love’s a grown-up God, 
Where the Houri glances are 
Imbued with all the beauty 
Which we worship in a star. 


Therefore thou art not wrong, 
Israfeli, who despisest 
An unimpassioned song; 
To thee the laurels belong, 
Best bard, because the wisest: 
Merrily live, and long! 
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The ecstasies above 
With thy burning measures suit: 
Thy grief, thy joy, thy hate, thy love, 
With the fervor of thy lute: 
Well may the stars be mute! 


Yes, Heaven is thine; but this 
Is a world of sweets and sours; 
Our flowers are merely—flowers, 
And the shadow of thy perfect bliss 
Is the sunshine of ours. 


If I could dwell 

Where Israfel 
Hath dwelt, and he where I, 

He might not sing so wildly well 
A mortal melody, 

While a bolder note than this might swell 
From my lyre within the sky. 


The City in the Sea 


Lo! Death has reared himself a throne 
In a strange city lying alone 

Far down within the dim West, 
Where the good and the bad and the worst and the best 
Have gone to their eternal rest. 

There shrines and palaces and towers 
(Time-eaten towers that tremble not) 
Resemble nothing that is ours. 
Around, by lifting winds forgot, 
Resignedly beneath the sky 

The melancholy waters lie. 


No rays from the holy heaven come down 
On the long night-time of that town; 

But light from out the lurid sea 

Streams up the turrets silently, 

Gleams up the pinnacles far and free: 
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Up domes, up spires, up kingly halls, 
Up fanes, up Babylon-like walls, 

Up shadowy long-forgotten bowers 

Of sculptured ivy and stone flowers, 

Up many and many a marvellous shrine 
Whose wreathéd friezes intertwine 

The viol, the violet, and the vine. 


Resignedly beneath the sky 

The melancholy waters lie. 

So blend the turrets and shadows there 
That all seem pendulous in air, 

While from a proud tower in the town 
Death looks gigantically down. 


There open fanes and gaping graves 
Yawn level with the luminous waves; 
But not the riches there that lie 

In each idol’s diamond eye,— 

Not the gayly-jewelled dead, 

Tempt the waters from their bed; 
For no ripples curl, alas, 

Along that wilderness of glass; 

No swellings tell that winds may be 
Upon some far-off happier sea; 

No heavings hint that winds have been 
On seas less hideously serene! 


But lo, a stir is in the air! 

The wave—there is a movement there! 
As if the towers had thrust aside, 

In slightly sinking, the dull tide; 

As if their tops had feebly given 

A void within the filmy Heaven! 

The waves have now a redder glow, 
The hours are breathing faint and low; 
And when, amid no earthly moans, 
Down, down that town shall settle hence, 
Hell, rising from a thousand thrones, 
Shall do it reverence. 
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The Raven 


Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, 

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, 

While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 

“°Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door— 
Only this and nothing more.” 


Ah; distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, 

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 

Eagerly I wished the morrow; vainly I had sought to borrow 

From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore, 

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore— 
Nameless here for evermore. 


And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 

Thrilled me—fillled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating, 

“?Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door— 

Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door— 
This it is and nothing more.” 


Presently my soul grew stronger: hesitating then no longer, 

“Sir,” said I, ‘for Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; 

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,. 

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 

That I scarce was sure I heard you’’—here I opened wide the door— 
Darkness there and nothing more. 


Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there, wondering, fear- 
ing, 
anes dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; 
But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, 
And the only word there spoken was the whispered word “Lenore!” 
This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word “Lenore!” 
Merely this and nothing more. 
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Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 
Soon again I heard a tapping, somewhat louder than before. 
“Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice; 
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore,— 
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore— 

’Tis the wind and nothing more.” 


Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 

In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore. 

Not the least obeisance made he, not a minute stopped or stayed he, 

But with mien of lord or lady perched above my chamber door— 

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door— 
Perched and sat, and nothing more. 


Then, this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling 
By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 
“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,”’ I said, ‘‘art sure no 
craven, 
Ghastly, grim, and ancient Raven, wandering from the nightly shore: 
Tell me what thy lordly name is on the night’s Plutonian shore!” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore.” 


Much I marveled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 

Though its answer little meaning, little relevancy bore; 

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door— 

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door— 
With such name as “‘ Nevermore.” 


But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only 

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 

Nothing farther then he uttered, not a feather then he fluttered; 

Till I scarcely more than muttered, ‘“‘Other friends have flown before; 

On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before.” 
Then the bird said, “‘ Nevermore.” 


Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 
“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store, 
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore, 
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Till the dirges of his hope that melancholy burden bore 
Of ‘Never—nevermore.’” 


But the Raven still beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door; 

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore, 

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore 
Meant in croaking ‘“‘ Nevermore.” 


This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 

To the fowl, whose fiery eyes now burned into my “bosom’s” core; 

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamplight gloated o’er, 

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamplight gloating o’er, 
She shall press, ah, nevermore! 


Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen 
censer 

Swung by seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 

‘“Wretch,” I cried, “‘thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath 
sent thee 

Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore! 

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost Lenore!” 

Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore.” 


“Prophet!” said I, ‘‘thing of evil! prophet still, if bird or devil! 

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, 

Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted— 

On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore: 

Is there—is there balm in Gilead ?—tell me—tell me, I implore!” 
Quoth the Raven, “‘ Nevermore.” 


“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil—prophet still, if bird or devil! 

By that Heaven that bends above us, by that God we both adore, 

Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 

Ic shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore: 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore!” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore.” 
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‘Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, up< 
starting: 
“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore! 
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 
Leave my loneliness unbroken! quit the bust above my door! 
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my 
door!” 
Quoth the Raven, ‘‘ Nevermore.” 


And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming, . 
And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the 
floor: 
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 
Shall be lifted—nevermore! 


Ulalume 


The skies they were ashen and sober; 
The leaves they were crispéd and sere, 
The leaves they were withering and sere; 
It was night in the lonesome October 
Of my most immemorial year: 
It was hard by the dim lake of Auber, 
In the misty mid region of Weir: 
It was down by the dank tarn of Auber, 
In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 


Here once, through an alley Titanic 
Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul— 
Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul. 

These were days when my heart was volcanic 
As the scoriac rivers that roll, 
As the lavas that restlessly roll 

Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek 
In the ultimate climes of the pole, 

That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek 
In the realms of the boreal pole. 
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Our talk had been serious and sober, 
But our thoughts they were palsied and sere, 
Our memories were treacherous and sere, 
For we knew not the month was October, 
And we marked not the night of the year, 
(Ah, night of all nights in the year!) 
We noted not the dim lake of Auber 
(Though once we had journeyed down here), 
Remembered not the dank tarn of Auber 
Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 


And now, as the night was senescent 
And star-dials pointed to morn, 
As the star-dials hinted of morn, 

At the end of our path a liquescent 
And nebulous lustre was born, 

Out of which a miraculous crescent 
Arose with a duplicate horn, 

Astarte’s bediamonded crescent 
Distinct with its duplicate horn. 


And I said—‘“‘She is warmer than Dian: 
She rolls through an ether of sighs, 
She revels in a region of sighs: 
She has seen that the tears are not dry on 
These cheeks, where the worm never dies, 
And has come past the stars of the Lion 
To point us the path to the skies, 
To the Lethean peace of the skies: 
Come up, in despite of the Lion, 
To shine on us with her bright eyes: 
Come up through the lair of the Lion, 
With love in her luminous eyes.” 


But Psyche, uplifting her finger, 
Said—‘‘Sadly this star I mistrust, 
Her pallor I strangely mistrust: 

Oh, hasten!—oh, let us not linger! 
Oh, fly!—let us fly!—for we must.” 

In terror she spoke, letting sink her 
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Wings until they trailed in the dust; 
In agony sobbed, letting sink her 
Plumes till they trailed in the dust, 
Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust. 


I replied—‘‘ This is nothing but dreaming: 
Let us on by this tremulous light! 
Let us bathe in this crystalline light! 
Its sibyllic splendor is beaming 
With hope and in beauty to-night: 
See, it flickers up the sky through the night! 
Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming, 
And be sure it will lead us aright: 
We safely may trust to a gleaming 
That cannot but guide us-aright, 


Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.” 


Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her, 
And tempted her out of her gloom, 
And conquered her scruples and gloom; 
And we passed to the end of the vista, 
But were stopped by the door of a tomb, 
By the door of a legended tomb; 
And I said—‘“‘What is written, sweet sister, 
On the door of this legended tomb?”’ 
She replied—‘‘ Ulalume—Ulalume— 
Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume!”’ 


Then my heart it grew ashen and sober 
As the leaves that were crispéd and sere, 
As the leaves that were withering and sere, 
And I cried—‘“‘It was surely October 
On this very night of last year 
That I journeyed—I journeyed down here, 
That I brought a dread burden down here: 
On this night of all nights in the year, 
Ah, what demon has tempted me here? 
Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber, 
This misty mid region of Weir: 
Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber, 
This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.” 


EDGAR ALLAN POE 403 


To One in Paradise 


Thou wast all that to me, love, 
For which my soul did pine: 

A green isle in the sea, love, 
A fountain and a shrine 

All wreathed with fairy fruits and flowers, 
And all the flowers were mine. 


Ah, dream too bright to last! 
Ah, starry Hope, that didst arise 
But to be overcast! 
A voice from out the Future cries, 
“On! on!”’—but o’er the Past 
(Dim gulf!) my spirit hovering lies 
Mute, motionless, aghast. 


For, alas! alas! with me 
The light of Life is o’er! 
No more—no more—no more— 
(Such language holds the solemn sea 
To the sands upon the shore) 
Shall bloom the thunder-blasted tree, 
Or the stricken eagle soar. 


And all my days are trances, 
And all my nightly dreams 
Are where thy gray eye glances, 
And where thy footstep gleams— 
In what ethereal dances, 
By what eternal streams. 


Lenore 


Ah, broken is the golden bowl! the spirit flown forever! 

Let the bell toll!—a saintly soul floats on the Stygian river; 
And, Guy de Vere, hast thou no tear?—weep now or nevermore! 
See, on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy love, Lenore! 
Come, let the burial rite be read—the funeral song be sung: 

An anthem for the queenliest dead that ever died so young, 

A dirge for her the doubly dead in that she died so young. 
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“‘Wretches, ye loved her for her wealth and hated her for her pride, 
And when she fell in feeble health, ye blessed her—that she died! 
How shall the ritual, then, be read? the requiem how be sung 

By you—by yours, the evil eye,—by yours, the slanderous tongue 
That did to death the innocence that died, and died so young?” 


Peccavimus; but rave not thus! and let a Sabbath song 

Go up to God so solemnly the dead may feel no wrong. 

The sweet Lenore hath gone before, with Hope that flew beside, 
Leaving thee wild for the dear child that should have been thy bride: 
For her, the fair and debonair, that now so lowly lies, 

The life upon her yellow hair but not within her eyes; 

The life still there, upon her hair—the death upon her eyes. 


*‘Avaunt! avaunt! from fiends below, the indignant ghost is riven—, 
From Hell unto a high estate far up within the Heaven— 

From grief and groan, to a golden throne, beside the King of Heaven! 
Let no bell toll, then,—lest her soul, amid its hallowed mirth, 
Should catch the note as it doth float up from the damned Earth! 
And I!—to-night my heart is light!—no dirge will I upraise, 

But waft the angel on her flight with a Pzean of old days!” 


AL EF ROE Ds SLIORR DIE NENRYAS.OlN 
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The Lady of Shalott 


PART I 


On either side the river lie 
Long fields of barley and of rye, 
That clothe the wold and meet the skys 
And thro’ the field the road runs by 
To many-tower’d Camelot; 
And up and down the people go, 
Gazing where the lilies blow 
Round an island there below, 


The island of Shalott. 
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Willows whiten, aspens quiver, 
Little breezes dusk and shiver 
Thro’ the wave that runs for ever 
By the island in the river 
Flowing down to Camelot. 
Four gray walls, and four gray towers 
Overlook a space of flowers, 
And the silent isle imbowers 


The Lady of Shalott. 


By the margin, willow-veil’d, 

Slide the heavy barges trail’d 

By slow horses; and unhail’d 

The shallop flitteth silken-sail’d 
Skimming down to Camelot: 

But who hath seen her wave her hand? 

Or at the casement seen her stand? 

Or is she known in all the land, 


The Lady of Shalott? 


Only reapers, reaping early 

In among the bearded barley, 

Hear a song that echoes cheerly 

From the river winding clearly, 
Down to tower’d Camelot; 

And by the moon the reaper weary, 

Piling sheaves in uplands airy, 

Listening, whispers ‘‘’Tis the fairy 
Lady of Shalott.” 


EAR eed) 


There she weaves by night and day 
A magic web with colors gay. 
She has heard a whisper say, 
A curse is on her if she stay 
To look down to Camelot. 
She knows not what the curse may be, 
And so she weaveth steadily, 
And little other care hath she, 
The Lady of Shalott. 
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And moving thro’ a mirror clear 
That hangs before her all the year, 
Shadows of the world appear. 
There she sees the highway near 
Winding down to Camelot; 
There the river eddy whirls, 
And there the surly village-churls, 
And the red cloaks of market girls, 
Pass onward from Shalott. 


Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, 
An abbot on an ambling pad, 
Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad, 
Goes by to tower’d Camelot; 
And sometimes thro’ the mirror blue 
The knights come riding two and two: 
She hath no loyal knight and true, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


But in her web she still delights 

To weave the mirror’s magic sights, 

For often thro’ the silent nights 

A funeral, with plumes and lights 
And music, went to Camelot; 

Or when the moon was overhead, 

Came two young lovers lately wed: 

*T am half sick of shadows,” said 


The Lady of Shalott. 


PART III 


A bow-shot from her bower-eaves, 

He rode between the barley-sheaves, 

The sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves, 

And flamed upon the brazen greaves 
Of bold Sir Lancelot. 

A red-cross knight for ever kneel’d 

To a lady in his shield, 

That sparkled on the yellow field, 
Beside remote Shalott. 
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The gemmy bridle glitter’d free, 
Like to some branch of stars we see 
Hung in the golden Galaxy. 
The bridle bells rang merrily 
As he rode down to Camelot; 
And from his blazon’d baldric slung 
A mighty silver bugle hung, 
And as he rode his armor rung, 
Beside remote Shalott. 


All in the blue unclouded weather 

Thick-jewell’d shone the saddle-leather, 

The helmet and the helmet-feather 

Burn’d like one burning flame together, 

_ As he rode down to Camelot; 

As often thro’ the purple night, 

Below the starry clusters bright, 

Some bearded meteor, trailing light, 
Moves over still Shalott. 


His broad clear brow in sunlight glow’d; 


On burnish’d hooves his war-horse trode; 


From underneath his helmet flow’d 
His coal-black curls as on he rode, 
As he rode down to Camelot. 
From the bank and from the river 
He flash’d into the crystal mirror, 
‘*Tirra, lirra,” by the river 

Sang Sir Lancelot. 


She left the web, she left the loom, 

She made three paces thro’ the room, 

She saw the water-lily bloom, 

She saw the helmet and the plume, 
She look’d down to Camelot. 

Out flew the web and floated wide: 

The mirror crack’d from side to side; 

“The curse is come upon me,” cried 


The Lady of Shalott. 
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PARTS LV; 


In the stormy east-wind straining, 
The pale yellow woods were waning, 


The broad stream in his banks complaining, 


Heavily the low sky raining 
Over tower’d Camelot; 
Down she came and found a boat 
Beneath a willow left afloat, 
And round about the prow she wrote 
The Lady of Shalott. 


And down the river’s dim expanse 
Like some bold seér in a trance, 
Seeing all his own mischance— 
With a glassy countenance 
Did she look to Camelot. 
And at the closing of the day 
She loosed the chain, and down she lay; 
The broad stream bore her far away, 


The Lady of Shalott. 


Lying, robed in snowy white 
That loosely flew to left and right— 
The leaves upon her falling light—- 
Thro’ the noises of the night 
She floated down to Camelot; 
And as the boat-head wound along 
The willowy hills and fields among, 
They heard her singing her last song, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


Heard a carol, mournful, holy, 
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly, 
Till her blood was frozen slowly, 
And her eyes were darken’d wholly, 
Turn’d to tower’d Camelot. 
For ere she reach d upon the tide 
The first house by the water-side, 
Singing in her song she died, 
The Lady of Shaloté. 
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Under tower and balcony, 

By garden-wall and gallery, 

A gleaming shape she floated by, 

Dead-pale between the houses high, 
Silent into Camelot. 

Out upon the wharfs they came, 

Knight and burgher, lord and dame, 

And round the prow they read her name, 
The Lady of Shalott. 


Who is this? and what is here? 

And in the lighted palace near 

Died the sound of royal cheer; 

And they cross’d themselves for fear, 
All the knights at Camelot: 

But Lancelot mused a little space; 

He said, “She has a lovely face; 

God in his mercy lend her grace, 


The Lady of Shalott.” 


Song of the Lotos-Eaters 


FROM ‘“‘THE LOTOS—EATERS” 
I 


There is sweet music here that softer falls 

Than petals from blown roses on the grass, 

Or night-dews on still waters between walls 

Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass; 

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies, 

Than tired eyelids upon tired eyes: 

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful skies. 
Here are cool mosses deep, 

And thro’ the moss the ivies creep, 

And in the stream the long-leaved flowers weep, 
And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in sleep. 


II 


Why are we weigh’d upon with heaviness, 
And utterly consumed with sharp distress, 
While all things else have rest from weariness? 
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All things have rest: why should we toil alone, 

We only toil, who are the first of things, 

And make perpetual mgan, 

Still from one sorrow to another thrown: 

Nor ever fold our wings, 

And cease from wanderings, 

Nor steep our brows in slumber’s holy balm: 

Nor hearken what the inner spirit sings. 

“There is no joy but calm!” 

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of things? 


III 


Lo! in the middle of the wood, 

The folded leaf is woo’d from out the bud 
With winds upon the branch, and there 
Grows green and broad, and takes no care, 
Sun-steep’d at noon, and in the moon 
Nightly dew-fed; and turning yellow 

Falls, and floats adown the air. 

Lo! sweeten’d with the summer light, 

The full-juiced apple, waxing over-mellow, 
Drops in a silent autumn night. 

All its allotted length of days, 

The flower ripens in its place, 

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil, 
Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil. 


IV 


Hateful is the dark-blue sky, 

Vaulted o’er the dark-blue sea. 

Death is the end of life; ah, why 

Should life all labour be? 

Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast, 
And in a little while our lips are dumb. 
Let us alone. What is it that will last! 
All things are taken from us, and become 
Portions and parcels of the dreadful Past. 
Let us alone. What pleasure can we have 
To war with evil? Is there any peace 
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In ever climbing up the climbing wave? 

All things have rest, and ripen toward the grave 

In silence—ripen, fall, and cease: 

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful ease. 


v 


How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream, 
With half-shut eyes ever to seem 

Falling asleep in a half-dream! 

To dream and dream, like yonder amber light, 
Which will not leave the myrrh-bush on the height; 
To hear each other’s whisper’d speech; 

Eating the Lotos day by day, 

To watch the crisping ripples on the beach, 

And tender curving lines of creamy spray; 

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly 

To the influence of mild-minded melancholy; 

To muse and brood and live again in memory, 
With those old faces of our infancy 

Heap’d over with a mound of grass, 

Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass! 


VI 


Dear is the memory of our wedded lives, 

And dear the last embraces of our wives 

And their warm tears; but all hath suffer’d change; 
For surely now our household hearths are cold, 
Our sons inherit us, our looks are strange, 

And we should come like ghosts to trouble joy. 
Or else the island princes over-bold 

Have eat our substance, and the minstrel sings 
Before them of the ten years’ war in Troy, 
And our great deeds, as half-forgotten things. 
Is there confusion in the little isle? 

Let what is broken so remain. 

The Gods are hard to reconcile; 

’Tis hard to settle order once again. 

There is confusion worse than death, 

Trouble on trouble, pain on pain, 

Long labour unto aged breath, 
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Sore task to hearts worn out by many wars 
And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot-stars, 


VII 


But, propt on beds of amaranth and moly, 

How sweet—while warm airs lull us, blowing lowly— 
With half-dropt eyelid still, 

Beneath a heaven dark and holy, 

To watch the long bright river drawing slowly 

His waters from the purple hill— 

To hear the dewy echoes calling 

From cave to cave thro’ the thick-twined vine— 

To watch the emerald-colour’d water falling 

Thro’ many a woven acanthus-wreath divine! 

Only to hear and see the far-off sparkling brine, 
Only to hear were sweet, stretch’d out beneath the pine. 


VIII 


The Lotos blooms below the barren peak, 

The Lotos blows by every winding creek; 

All day the wind breathes low with mellower tone; 

Thro’ every hollow cave and alley lone 

Round and round the spicy downs the yellow Lotos-dust is blown. 


We have had enough of action, and of motion we, 105 
Roll’d to starboard, roll’d to larboard, when the surge was seething 
free, 


Where the wallowing monster spouted his foam-fountains in the sea. 

Let us swear an oath, and keep it with an equal mind, 

In the hollow Lotos-land to live and lie reclined 

On the hills like Gods together, careless of mankind. 

For they lie beside their nectar, and the bolts are hurl’d 

Far below them in the valleys, and the clouds are lightly curl’d 

Round their golden houses, girdled with the gleaming world; 

Where they smile in secret, looking over wasted lands, 

Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring deeps and fiery 
sands, [a's 

Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships, and praying 
hands. 

But they smile, they find a music centred in a doleful song 

Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale of wrong, 

Like a tale of little meaning tho’ the words are strong; 
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Chanted from an ill-used race of men that cleave the soil, 

Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring toil, 

Storing yearly little dues of wheat, and wine and oil; 

Till they perish and they suffer—some, ’tis whisper’d—down in hell 
Suffer endless anguish, others in Elysian valleys dwell, 

Resting weary limbs at last on beds of asphodel. 

Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet than toil, the shore 

Than labour in the deep mid-ocean, wind and wave and oar; ° 

O, rest ye, brother mariners, we will not wander more. 


Morte D’ Arthur 


So all day long the noise of battle roll’d 

Among the mountains by the winter sea, 

Until King Arthur’s table, man by man, 

Had fallen in Lyonness about their lord, 

King Arthur; then, because his wound was deep, 

The bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him, 

Sir Bedivere, the last of all his knights, 

And bore him to a chapel nigh the field, 

A broken chancel with a broken cross, 

That stood on a dark strait of barren land. 

On one side lay the ocean, and on one 

Lay a great water, and the moon was full. 
Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere: 

“The sequel of to-day unsolders all 

The goodliest fellowship of famous knights 

Whereof this world holds record. Such a sleep 

They sleep—the men I loved. I think that we 

Shall never more, at any future time, 

Delight our souls with talk of knightly deeds, 

Walking about the gardens and the halls 

Of Camelot, as in the days that were. 

I perish by this people which I made,— 

Tho’ Merlin sware that I should come again 

To rule once more—but let what will be be, 

I am so deeply smitten thro’ the helm 

That without help I cannot last till morn. 

Thou therefore take my brand Excalibur, 

Which was my pride; for thou rememberest how 
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In those old days, one summer noon, an arm 

Rose up from out the bosom of the lake, 

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 

Holding the sword—and how I row’d across 

And took it, and have worn it, like a king; 

And, wheresoever I am sung or told 

In aftertime, this also shall be known. 

But now delay not; take Excalibur, 

And fling him far into the middle mere; 

Watch what thou seest, and lightly bring me word.” 

To him replied the bold Sir Bedivere: 

“It is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus, 
Aidless, alone, and smitten thro’ the helm. 

A little thing may harm a wounded man. 

Yet I thy hest will all perform at full, 

Watch what I see, and lightly bring thee word.” 

So saying, from the ruin’d shrine he stept 
And in the moon athwart the place of tombs, 
Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men, 
Old knights, and over them the sea-wind sang 
Shrill, chill, with flakes of foam. He, stepping down 
By zigzag paths and juts of pointed rock, 

Came on the shining levels of the lake. 

There drew he forth the brand Excalibur, 
And o’er him, drawing it, the winter moon, 
Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth 
And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt; 
For all the haft twinkled with diamond sparks, 
Myriads of topaz-lights, and jacinth-work 
Of subtlest jewellery. He gazed so long 
That both his eyes were dazzled, as he stood, 
This way and that dividing the swift mind, . 

In act to throw; but at the last it seem’d 
Better to leave Excalibur conceal’d 

There in the many-knotted water-flags, 

That whistled stiff and dry about the marge. | 
So strode he back slow to the wounded king. 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere: 
“Hast thou perform’d my mission which I gave? 
What is it thou hast seen, or what hast heard?” 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere: 
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“T heard the ripple washing in the reeds, 
And the wild water lapping on the crag.” 

To whom replied King Arthur, faint and pale: 
“Thou hast betray’d thy nature and thy name, 
Not rendering true answer, as beseem’d 
Thy fealty, nor like a noble knight; 

For surer sign had follow’d,’either hand, 

Or voice, or. else a motion of the mere, 

This is a shameful thing for men to lie. 

Yet now, I charge thee, quickly go again 

As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing 

I bade thee, watch, and lightly bring me word.” 

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time 
Across the ridge, and paced beside the mere, 
Counting the dewy pebbles, fix’d in thought; 
But when he saw the wonder of the hilt, 
How curiously and strangely chased, he smote 
His palms together, and he cried aloud: 

““And if indeed I cast the brand away, 
Surely a precious thing, one worthy note, 
Should thus be lost forever from the earth, 
Which might have pleased the eyes of many men, 
What good should follow this, if this were done? 
What harm, undone? deep harm to disobey, 
Seeing obedience is the bond of rule. 
Were it well to obey then, if a king demand 
An act unprofitable, against himself? 
The king is sick, and knows not what he does. 
What record, or what relic of my lord 
Should be to aftertime, but empty breath 
And rumours of a doubt? but were this kept, 
Stored in some treasure-house of mighty kings. 
Some one might show it at a joust of arms, 
Saying, ‘King Arthur’s sword, Excalibur, 
Wrought by the lonely maiden of the lake; 
Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the deeps 
Upon the hidden bases of the hills.’ 
So might some old man speak in the aftertime 
To all the people, winning reverence; 
But now much honour and much fame were lost. 

So spake he, clouded with his own conceit, 


de 
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And hid Excalibur the second time, 

And so strode back slow to the wounded king. 
Then spoke King Arthur, breathing heavily: 
“What is it thou hast seen, or what hast heard?” 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere: 
“T heard the water lapping on the crag, 
And the long ripple washing in the reeds.” 

To whom replied King Arthur, much in wrath: 
‘Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue, 
Unknightly, traitor-hearted! Woe is me! 
Authority forgets a dying king, 
Laid widow’d of the power in his eye 
That bow’d the will. I see thee what thou art, 
For thou, the latest-left of all my knights, 
In whom should meet the offices of all, 
Thou wouldst betray me for the precious hilt; 
Either from lust of gold, or like a girl 
Valuing the giddy pleasure of the eyes. 
Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice, 
And the third time may prosper, get thee hence; 
But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur, 
I will arise and slay thee with my hands.” 

Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and ran, 
And, leaping down the ridges lightly, plunged 
Among the bulrush-beds, and clutch’d the sword, 
And strongly wheel’d and threw it. The great brand 
Made lightnings in the splendour of the moon, 
And flashing round and round, and whirl’d in an arch, 
Shot like a streamer of the northern morn, 
Seen where the moving isles of winter shock 
By night, with noises of the northern sea. 
So flash’d and fell the brand Excalibur: 
But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm 
Cloth’d in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 
And caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him 
Three times, and drew him under in the mere. 
And lightly went the other to the King. 
Then spoke King Arthur, drawing thicker breath: 
““Now see I by thine eyes that this is done. 
Speak out: what is it thou hast heard or seen?” 
And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere: 
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“Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the gems 
Should blind my purpose, for I never saw, 
Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die, 
Not tho’ I live three lives of mortal men, 
So great a miracle as yonder hilt. 
Then with both hands I flung him, wheeling him; 
But when I look’d again, behold an arm, 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 
That caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him 
Three times, and drew him under in the mere.” 
And answer made King Arthur, breathing hard: 
““My end draws nigh; ’tis time that I were gone. 
Make broad thy shoulders to receive my weight, 
And bear me to the margin; yet I fear 
My wound hath taken cold, and I shall die.” 
So saying, from the pavement he half rose, 
Slowly, with pain, reclining on his arm, 
And looking wistfully with wide blue eyes 
As in a picture. Him Sir Bedivere 
Remorsefully regarded thro’ his tears, 
And would have spoken, but he found not words, 
Then took with care, and kneeling on one knee, 
O’er both his shoulders drew the languid hands. 
And rising bore him thro’ the place of tombs. 
But, as he walk’d, King Arthur panted hard. 
Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed 
When all the house is mute So sigh’d the King, 
Muttering and murmuring at his ear ‘Quick, quick! 
I fear it is too late, and I shall die.” 
But the other swiftly strode from ridge to ridge, 
Clothed with his breath, and looking, as he walk’d, 
Larger than human on the frozen hills. 
He heard the deep behind him, and a cry 
Before. His own thought drove him like a goad. 
Dry clash’d his harness in the icy caves 
And barren chasms, and all to left and right 
The bare black cliff clang’d round him, as he based 
His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang 
Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels— 
And on a sudden, lo! the level lake, 
And the long glories of the winter moon. 
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Then saw they how there hove a dusky barge 

Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to stern, 

Beneath them; and descending they were ware 

That all the decks were dense with stately forms 
Black-stoled, black-hooded, like a dream—by these 
Three Queens with crowns of gold—and from them rose 
A cry that shiver’d to the tingling stars, 

And, as it were one voice, an agony 

Of lamentation, like a wind, that shrills 

All night in a waste land, where no one comes, 

Or hath come, since the making of the world. 

Then murmur’d Arthur, ‘‘ Place me in the barge,” 
And to the barge they came. There those three Queens 
Put forth their hands, and took the King, and wept. 
But she that rose the tallest of them all 
And fairest, laid his head upon her lap. 
And loosed the shatter’d casque, and chafed his hands, 
And call’d him by his name, complaining loud, 
And dropping bitter tears against his brow 
Striped with dark blood: for all his face was white 
And colourless, and like the wither’d moon 
Smote by the fresh beam of the springing east; 
And all his greaves and cuisses dash’d with drops 
Of onset; and the light and lustrous curls— 
That made his forehead like a rising sun 
High from the dais-throne—were parch’d with dust 
Or, clotted into points and hanging loose, 
Mix’d with the knightly growth that fringed his lips. 
So like a shatter’d column lay the King; 
Not like that Arthur who, with lance in rest, 
From spur to plume a star of tournament, 
Shot thro’ the lists at Camelot, and charged 
Before the eyes of ladies and of Kings. 

Then loudly cried the bold Sir Bedivere, 
“Ah! my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go? 
Where shall I hide my forehead and my eyes? 
For now I see the true old times are dead, 
When every morning brought a noble chance, 
And every chance brought out a noble knight. 
Such times have been not since the light hath led 
The holy Elders with the gift of myrrh. 
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But now the whole RouND TABLE is dissolved 
Which was an image of the mighty world; 
And I, the last, go forth companionless, 

And the days darken round me, and the years, 
Among new men, strange faces, other minds.” 

And slowly answer’d Arthur from the barge: 
“The old order changeth, yielding place to new, 
And God fulfils himself in many ways, 

Lest one good custom should corrupt the world. 
Comfort thyself: what comfort is in me? 

I have lived my life, and that which I have done 
May He within himself make pure! but thou, 

If thou shouldst never see my face again, 

Pray for my soul. More things are wrought by prayer 
Than this world dreams of. Wherefore, let thy voice 
Rise like a fountain for me night and day. 

For what are men better than sheep or goats 

That nourish a blind life within the brain, 

If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer 

Both for themselves and those who call them friend? 
For so the whole round earth is every way 

Bound by gold chains about the feet of God. 

But now farewell. I am going a long way 

With these thou seest—if indeed I go— 

For all my mind is clouded with a doubt— 

To the island-valley of Avilion; 

Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow 

Nor ever wind blows loudly, but it lies 
Deep-meadow’d, happy, fair with orchard lawns 
And bowery hollows crown’d with summer sea, 
Where I will heal me of my grievous wound.” 

So said he, and the barge with oar and sail 
Moved from the brink, like some full-breasted swan 
That, fluting a wild carol ere her death, 

Ruffles her pure cold plume, and takes the flood 
With swarthy webs. Long stood Sir Bedivere 
Revolving many memories, till the hull 

Look’d one black dot against the verge of dawn, 
And on the mere the wailing died away. 
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Ulysses 


It little profits that an idle king, 

By this still hearth, among these barren crags, 

Match’d with an aged wife, I mete and dole 

Unequal laws unto a savage race, 

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me. 

I cannot rest from travel: I will drink 

Life to the lees: all times I have enjoy’d 

Greatly, have suffer’d greatly, both with those 

That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when 

Thro’ scudding drifts the rainy Hyades 

Vext the dim sea: I am become a name; 

For always roaming with a hungry heart 

Much have I seen and known, cities of men 

And manners, climates, councils, governments, 

Myself not least, but honour’d of them all; 

And drunk delight of battle with my peers, 

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy. 

I am a part of all that I have met; 

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro’ 

Gleams that untravell’d world, whose margin fades 

Forever and forever when I move. 

How dull it is to pause, to make an end, 

To rust unburnish’d, not to shine in use! 

As tho’ to breathe were life. Life piled on life 

Were all too little, and of one to me 

Little remains: but every hour is saved 

From that eternal silence, something more, 

A bringer of new things; and vile it were 

For some three suns to store and hoard myself, 

And this gray spirit yearning in desire 

To follow knowledge, like a sinking star, 

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought. 
This is my son, mine own Telemachus, 

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle— 

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil 

This labour, by slow prudence to make mild 

A rugged people, and thro’ soft degrees 

Subdue them to the useful and the good. 
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iMlost blameless is he, centred in the sphere 

Of common duties, decent not to fail 

in offices of tenderness, and pay 

Meet adoration to my household gods, 

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine. 
There lies the port: the vessel puffs her sail: 

There gloom. the dark broad seas. My mariners, 

Souls that have toil’d and wrought, and thought with me— 

That ever with a frolic welcome took 

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed 

Free-hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old; 

Old age hath yet his honour and his toil; 

Death closes all: but something ere the end, 

Some work of noble note, may yet be done, 

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods. 

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks: 

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep 

Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends, 

Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 

Push off, and sitting well in order smite 

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds 

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths 

Of all the western stars, until I die. 

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down: 

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles, 

And see that great Achilles, whom we knew. 

Tho’ much is taken, much abides; and tho’ 

We are not now that strength which in old days 

Moved earth and heaven; that which we are, we are3 

One equal temper of heroic hearts, 

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will 

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 


Tithonus 


The woods decay, the woods decay and fall, 
The vapours weep their burthen to the ground, 
Man comes and tills the field and lies beneath, 
And after many a summer dies the swan. 

Me only cruel immortality 
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Consumes: I wither slowly in thine arms, 

Here at the quiet limit of the world, 

A white-hair’d shadow roaming like a dream 

The ever silent spaces of the East, 

Far-folded mists, and gleaming halls of morn. 
Alas! for this gray shadow, once a man— 

So glorious in his beauty and thy choice, 

Who madest him thy chosen, that he seem’d 

To his great heart none other than a God! 

I ask’d thee ‘‘Give me immortality.” 

Then didst thou grant mine asking with a smile, 

Like wealthy men who care not how they give. 

But thy strong Hours indignant work’d their wills, 

And beat me down and marred and wasted me, 

And tho’ they could not end me, left me maim’d 

To dwell in presence of immortal youth, 

Immortal age beside immortal youth, 

And all I was, in ashes. Can thy love, 

Thy beauty make amends, tho’ even now, 

Close over us, the silver star, thy guide, 

Shines in those tremulous eyes that fill with tears 

To hear me? Let me go: take back thy gift: 

Why should a man desire in any way 

To vary from the kindly race of men, 

Or pass beyond the goal of ordinance 

Where all should pause, as is most meet for all? 


A soft air fans the cloud apart: there comes 
A glimpse of that dark world where I was born. 
Once more the old mysterious glimmer steals 
From thy pure brows, and from thy shoulders pure, 
And bosom beating with a heart renew’d. 
Thy cheek begins to redden thro’ the gloom, 
Thy sweet eyes brighten slowly close to mine, 
Ere yet they blind the stars, and the wild team 
Which love thee, yearning for thy yoke, arise, 
And shake the darkness from their loosen’d manes, 
And beat the twilight into flakes of fire. 

Lo! ever thus thou growest beautiful 
In silence, then before thine answer given 
Departest, and thy tears are on my cheek. 
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Why wilt thou ever scare me with thy tears, 
And make me tremble lest a saying learnt 
Tn days far-off, on that dark earth, be true? 
“The Gods themselves cannot recall their gifts.” 


Ay me! ay me! with what another heart 
In days far-off, and with what other eyes 
I used to watch—if I be he that watch’d— 
The lucid outline forming round thee; saw 
The dim curls kindle into sunny rings; 
Changed with thy mystic change, and feit my blood 
Glow with the glow that slowly crimson’d all 
Thy presence and thy portals, while I lay, 
Mouth, forehead, eyelids, growing dewy-warm, 
With kisses balmier than half-opening buds 
Of April, and could hear the lips that kiss’d 
Whispering I knew not what of wild and sweet, 
Like that strange song I heard Apollo sing, 
While Ilion like a mist rose into towers. 


Yet hold me not forever in thine East: 
How can my nature longer mix with thine? 
Coldly thy rosy shadows bathe me, cold 
Are all thy lights, and cold my wrinkled feet 
Upon thy glimmering thresholds, when the steam 
Floats up from those dim fields about the homes 
Of happy men that have the power to die, 
And grassy barrows of the happier dead. 
Release me, and restore me to the ground: 
Thou seést all things, thou wilt see my grave; 
Thou wilt renew thy beauty morn by morn; 
” earth in earth forget these empty courts, 
And thee returning on thy silver wheels. 


Locksley Hall 


Comrades, leave me here a little, while as yet *tis early morn; 
Leave me here, and when you want me, sound upon the bugle-horn 


’T is the place, and all around it, as of old, the curlews call, 
Dreary gleams about the moorland flying over Locksley Hall; 
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Locksley Hall, that in the distance overlooks the sandy tracts, 
And the hollow ocean-ridges roaring into cataracts. 


Many a night from yonder ivied casement, ere I went to rest, 
Did I look on great Orion sloping slowly to the west. 


Many a night I saw the Pleiads, rising thro’ the mellow shade, 
Glitter like a swarm of fireflies tangled in a silver braid. 


Here about the beach I wander’d, nourishing a youth sublime 
With the fairy tales of science, and the long result of time; 


When the centuries behind me like a fruitful land reposed; 
When I clung to all the present for the promise that it closed; 


When I dipt into the future far as human eye could see, 
Saw the vision of the world and all the wonder that would be.— 


In the spring a fuller crimson comes upon the robin’s breast; 
In the spring the wanton lapwing gets himself another crest; 


In the spring a livelier iris changes on the burnish’d dove; 
In the spring a young man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of love.., 


Then her cheek was pale and thinner than should be for one so young. 
And her eyes on all my motions with a mute observance hung. 


. . . Love took up the glass of Time, and turn’d it in his glowing 
hands; 
Every moment, lightly shaken, ran itself in golden sands. 


Love took up the harp of Life, and smote on all the chords with 
might; 
Smote the chord of Self, that, trembling, past in music out of sight. 


Many a morning on the moorland did we hear the copses ring, 
And her whisper throng’d my pulses with the fulness of the spring. 


Many an evening by the waters did we watch the stately ships, 
And our spirits rush’d together at the touching of the lips. 
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O my cousin, shallow-hearted! O my Amy, mine no more! 
O the dreary, dreary moorland! O the barren, barren shore! 


Falser than all fancy fathoms, falser than all songs have sung, 
Puppet to a father’s threat, and servile to a shrewish tongue! 


Is it well to wish thee happy ?’—having known me—to decline 
On a range of lower feelings and a narrower heart than mine! 


Better thou and I were lying, hidden from the heart’s disgrace, 
Roll’d in one another’s arms, and silent in a last embrace. 


Cursed be the social wants that sin against the strength of youth! 
Cursed be the social lies that warp us from the living truth! 


Cursed be the sickly forms that err from honest Nature’s rule! 
Cursed be the gold that gilds the straiten’d forehead of the fool! 


. . had been content to perish, falling on the foreman’s ground, 
When the ranks are roll’d in vapour, and the winds are laid with sound. 


But the jingling of the guinea helps the hurt that Honor feels, 
And the nations do but murmur, snarling at each other’s heels. 


Can I but relive in sadness? [I will turn that earlier page. 
Hide me from my deep emotion, O thou wondrous Mother-Age! 


Make me feel the wild pulsation that I felt before the strife, 
When I heard my days before me, and the tumult of my life; 


Yearning for the large excitement that the coming years would yield. 
Eager-hearted as a boy when first he leaves his father’s field, 


And at night along the dusky highway near and nearer drawn, 
Sees in heaven the light of London flaring like a dreary dawn; 


And his spirit leaps within him to be gone before him then, 
Underneath the light he looks at, in among the throngs of men; 


Men, my brothers, men the workers, ever reaping something new; 
That which they have done but earnest of the things that they shall 
do. 
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For I dipt into the future, far as human eye could see, 
Saw the Vision of the world, and all the wonder that would be; 


Saw the heavens fill with commerce, argosies of magic sails, 
Pilots of the purple twilight, dropping down with costly bales; 


Heard the heavens fill with shouting, and there rain’d a ghastly dew 
From the nations’ airy navies grappling in the central blue; 


Far along the world-wide whisper of the south-wind rushing warm, 
With the standards of the peoples plunging thro’ the thunder-storm; 


Till the war-drum throbb’d no longer, and the battle-flags were furl’d 
In the Parliament of man, the Federation of the world. 


There the common sense of most shall hold a fretful realm in awe, 
And the kindly earth shall slumber, lapt in universal law. 


So I triumph’d ere my passion sweeping thro’ me left me dry, 
Left me with the palsied heart, and left me with the jaundiced eye; 


. . . Yet I doubt not thro’ the ages one increasing purpose runs, 
And the thoughts of men are widen’d with the process of the suns. 


What is that to him that reaps not harvest of his youthful joys, 
Tho’ the deep heart of existence beat for ever like a boy’s? 


Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers, and I linger on the shore, 
And the individual withers, and the world is more and more. 


Knowledge comes, but wisdom lingers, and he bears a laden breast, 
Full of sad experience, moving toward the stillness of his rest. 


Hark, my merry comrades call me, sounding on the bugle-horn, 
They to whom my foolish passion were a target for their scorn. 


Not in vain the distance beacons. Forward, forward let us range. 
Let the great world spin forever down the ringing grooves of change. 
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Thro’ the shadow of the globe we sweep into the younger day: 
Better fifty years of Europe than a cycle of Cathay. 


Mother-Age (for mine I knew not) help me as when life begun: 
Rift the hills, and roll the waters, flash the lightnings, weigh the Sun. 


O, I see the crescent promise of my spirit hath not set. 
Ancient founts of inspiration well thro’ all my fancy yet. 


Howsoever these things be, a long farewell to Locksley Hall! 
Now for me the woods may wither, now for me the roof-tree fall. 


Comes a vapour from the margin, blackening over heath and holt, 
Cramming all the blast before it, in its breast a thunderbolt. 


Let it fall on Locksley Hall, with rain or hail, or fire or snow; 
For the mighty wind arises, roaring seaward, and I go. 


Break, Break, Break 


Break, break, break, 
On thy cold gray stones, O Sea! 

And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me. 


O, well for the fisherman’s boy, 

That he shouts with his sister at play! 
O, well for the sailor lad, 

That he sings in his boat on the bay! 


And the stately ships go on 
To their haven under the hill; 

But O for the touch of a vanish’d hand, 
And the sound of a voice that is still! 


Break, break, break, 
At the foot of thy crags, O Sea! 

But the tender grace of a day that is dead 
Will never come back to me. 
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Tears, Idle Tears 


FROM “THE PRINCESS” 


Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean, 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 

In looking on the happy autumn-felds, 
And thinking of the days that are no more. 


Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail, 
That brings our friends up from the underworld, 
Sad as the last which reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge; 

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. 


Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns 
The earliest pipe of half-awaken’d birds 
To dying ears, when unto dying eyes 
The casement slowly grows a glimmering square}; 
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more. 


Dear as remember’d kisses after death, 
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign’d 
On lips that are for others; deep as love, 
Deep as first love, and wild with all regret; 
O Death in Life, the days that are no more! 


Come Down, O Maid, from Yonder Mountain Height 


FROM “THE PRINCESS” 


“Come down, O maid, from yonder mountain height. 
What pleasure lives in height (the shepherd sang), 
In height and cold, the splendour of the hills? 
But cease to move so near the heavens, and cease 
To glide a sunbeam by the blasted pine, 
To sit a star upon the sparkling spire; 
And come, for Love is of the valley, come, 
For Love is of the valley, come thou down 


And find him; by the happy threshold, he, 
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Or hand in hand with Plenty in the maize, 
Or red with spirted purple of the vats, 

Or foxlike in the vine; nor cares to walk 
With Death and Morning on the Silver Horns, 
Nor wilt thou snare him in the white ravine, 
Nor find him dropt upon the firths of ice, 
That huddling slant in furrow-cloven falls 

To roll the torrent out of dusky doors. 

But follow; let the torrent dance thee down 
To find him in the valley; let the wild 
Lean-headed eagles yelp alone, and leave 

The monstrous ledges there to slope, and spill 
Their thousand wreaths of dangling water-smoke, 
That like a broken purpose waste in air. 

So waste not thou, but come; for all the vales 
Await thee; azure pillars of the hearth 

Arise to thee; the children call, and I 

Thy shepherd pipe, and sweet is every sound, 
Sweeter thy voice, but every sound is sweet; 
Myriads of rivulets hurrying thro’ the lawn, 
The moan of doves in immemorial elms, 

And murmuring of innumerable bees.” 


Sirong Son of God, Immortal Love 


FROM “‘IN MEMORIAM” 


Strong Son of God, immortal Love, 
Whom we, that have not seen thy face, 
By faith, and faith alone, embrace, 

Believing where we cannot prove; 


Thine are these orbs of light and shade; 
Thou madest life in man and brute; 
Thou madest Death; and, lo thy foot 

Is on the skull which thou hast made. 


Thou wilt not leave us in the dust: 
Thou madest man, he knows not why; 
He thinks he was not made to die; 

And thou hast made him: thou art just. 
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Thou seemest human and divine, 
The highest, holiest manhood, thou: 
Our wills are ours, we know not how; 
Our wills are ours, to make them thine. 


Our little systems have their day; 
They have their day and cease to be: 
They are but broken lights of thee, 

And thou, O Lord, art more than they. 


We have but faith: we cannot know; 
For knowledge is of things we see; 
And yet we trust it comes from thee, 

A beam in darkness: let it grow. 


Let knowledge grow from more to more, 
But more of reverence in us dwell; 
That mind and soul, according well, 

May make one music as before, 


But vaster. We are fools and slight; 
We mock thee when we do not fear: 
But help thy foolish ones to bear; 

Help thy vain worlds to bear thy light. 


Forgive what seem’d my sin in me; 
What seem’d my worth since I began; 
For merit lives from man to man, 

And not from man, O Lord, to thee. 


Forgive my grief for one removed, 
Thy creature, whom I found so fair. 
I trust he lives in thee, and there 

I find him worthier to be loved. 


Forgive these wild and wandering cries, 
Confusions of a wasted youth; 
Forgive them where they fail in truth, 

And in thy wisdom make me wise. 
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To Virgil 


WRITTEN AT THE REQUEST OF THE MANTUANS FOR THE NINETEENTH 
CENTENARY OF VIRGIL’S DEATH 


Roman Virgil, thou that singest Ilion’s lofty temples robed in fire, 
Ilion falling, Rome arising, wars, and filial faith, and Dido’s pyre; 


Landscape-lover, lord of language more than he that sang the Works 
and Days, 
All the chosen coin of fancy flashing out from many a golden phrase; 


Thou that singest wheat and woodland, tillth and vineyard, hive and 
horse and herd; 
All the charm of all the Muses often flowering in a lonely word; 


Poet of the happy Tityrus, piping underneath his beechen bowers; 
Poet of the poet-satyr whom the laughing shepherd bound with 
flowers; 


Chanter of the Pollio, glorifying in the blissful years again to be, 
Summers of the snakeless meadow, unlaborious earth and oarless 
sea; 


Thou that seest Universal Nature moved by Universal Mind; 
Thou majestic in thy sadness at the doubtful doom of human kind; 


Light among the vanished ages; star that gildest yet this phantom 
shore: 

Golden branch amid the shadows, kings and realms that pass to rise 
no more; 


Now thy Forum roars no longer; fallen every purple Czsar’s dome— 
Though thine ocean-roll of rhythm sound forever of Imperial Rome— 


Now the Rome of slaves hath perished, and the Rome of freemen holds 


her place; 
I, from out the Northern Island sundered once from all the human 


race, 


I salute thee, Mantovano, I that loved thee since my day began, 
Wielder of the stateliest measure ever moulded by the lips of man 
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Crossing the Bar 


Sunset and evening star, 
And one clear call for me! 

And may there be no moaning of the bar, 
When I put out to sea, 


But such a tide as moving seems asleep, 
Too full for sound and foam, 

When that which drew from out the boundless deep 
Turns again home. 


Twilight and evening bell, 
And after that the dark! 

And may there be no sadness of farewell, 
When I embark; 


For tho’ from out our bourne of Time and Place 
The flood may bear me far, 

I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
When I have crost the bar. 


EDWARD FITZGERALD 
1809-1883 


The Rubatyat of Omar Khayyam 


Come, fill the Cup, and in the fire of Spring 
Your Winter garment of Repentance fling: 
The Bird of Time has but a little way 

To flutter—and the Bird is on the Wing. 


. 


With me along the strip of Herbage strown 
That just divides the desert from the sown, 
Where name of Slave and Sultan is forgot— 


And Peace to Mahmid on his golden Throne! 
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A Book of Verses underneath the Bough, 

A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread—and Thou 
Beside me singing in the Wilderness— 

Oh, Wilderness were Paradise now! 


Some for the Glories of this World; and some 
Sigh for the Prophet’s Paradise to come; 

Ah, take the Cash, and let the Credit go, 
Nor heed the rumble of a distant Drum! 


Think, in this batter’d Caravanserai 

Whose Portals are alternate Night and Day, 
How Sultan after Sultan with his Pomp 

Abode his destin’d Hour, and went his way. 


They say the Lion and the Lizard keep 

The Courts where Jamshyd gloried and drank deep: 
And Bahram, that great hunter—the Wild Ass 

Stamps o’er his Head, but cannot break his Sleep. 


I sometimes think that never blows so red 

The Rose as where some buried Cesar bled; 
That every Hyacinth the Garden wears 

Dropt in her Lap from some once lovely Head. 


And this reviving Herb whose tender Green 

Fledges the River-Lip on which we lean— 
Ah, lean upon it lightly! for who knows 

From what once lovely Lip it springs unseen! 


Myself when young did eagerly frequent 

Doctor and Saint, and heard great argument 
About it and about: but evermore 

Came out by the same door where in I went. 


With tnem the seed of Wisdom did I sow, 

And with mine own hand wrought to make it grow; 
And this was all the Harvest that I reap’d— 

“I came like Water, and like Wind I go.” 


” ° 
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Up from Earth’s Centre through the Seventh Gate 
I rose, and on the Throne of Saturn sate, 

And many a Knot unravel’d by the Road; 
But not the Master-knot of Human Fate. 


There was the Door to which I found no Key; 

There was the Veil through which I might not see: 
Some little talk awhile of Me and THEE 

There was—and then no more of THEE and Me. 


Earth could not answer; nor the Seas that mourn 
In flowing Purple, of their Lord forlorn; 
Nor rolling Heaven, with all his Signs reveal’d 


And hidden by the sleeve of Night and Morn. 


Then to the Lip of this poor earthen Urn 
I lean’d, the Secret of my Life to learn: 

And Lip to Lip it murmur’d—‘‘ While you live, 
**Drink!—for, once dead, you never shall return.” 


Perplext no more with Human or Divine, 

To-morrow’s tangle to the winds resign, 
And lose your fingers in the tresses of 

The Cypress-slender Minister of Wine. 


And if the Wine you drink, the Lip you press, 

End in what All begins and ends in—Yes; 
Think then you are To-pay what YESTERDAY 

You were—To-morrow you shall not be less. 


So when that Angel of the darker Drink 
At last shall find you by the river-brink, 
And, offering his Cup, invite your Soul 
Forth to your Lips to quaff—you shall not shrink. 


Why, if the Soul can fling the Dust aside, 
And naked on the Air of Heaven ride, 

Were’t not a Shame—were’t not a Shame for him 
In this clay carcase crippled to abide? 
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*Tis but a Tent where takes his one day’s rest 
A Sultan to the realm of Death addrest; 

The Sultan rises, and the dark Ferrash 
Strikes, and prepares it for another Guest. 


A Moment’s Halt—a momentary taste 
Of Bernc from the Well amid the Waste— 

~ And Lo! the phantom Caravan has reach’d 
The Norurne it set out from—Oh, make haste! 


You know, my Friends, with what a brave Carouse 
I made a Second Marriage in my house; 

Divorced old barren Reason from my Bed, 
And took the Daughter of the Vine to Spouse. 


For “1s” ana *Is-Nor”’ though with Rule and Line 
And “Up-anp-pown” by Logic I define, 

Of all that one should care to fathom, I 
Was never deep in anything but—Wine. 


Ah, but my Computations, People say, 

Reduced the Year to better reckoning ?—Nay, 
*Twas only striking from the Calendar 

Unborn To-morrow and dead Yesterday. 


And lately, by the Tavern Door agape, 

Came shining through the Dusk an Angel Shape 
Bearing a Vessel on his Shoulder; and 

He bid me taste of it; and ’t was—the Grape! 


The Grape that can with Logic absolute 
The Two-and-Seventy jarring Sects confute: 
The sovereign Alchemist that in a trice 

Life’s leaden metal into Gold transmute: 


The mighty Mahmid, Allah-breathing Lord, 
That all the misbelieving and black Horde 

Of Fears and Sorrows that infest the Soul 
Scatters before him with his whirlwind Sword. 
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Why, be this Juice the growth of God, who dare 
Blaspheme the twisted tendril as a Snare? 

A Blessing, we should use it, should we not? 
And if a Curse—why, then, Who set it there? 


Oh threats of Hell and Hopes of Paradise! 

One thing at least is certain—Thrs Life flies; 
One thing is certain and the rest is Lies; 

The Flower that once has blown for ever dies. 


Strange, is it not? that of the myriads who 
Before us pass’d the door of Darkness through, 

Not one returns to tell us of the Road, 
Which to discover we must travel too. 


I sent my Soul through the Invisible, 
Some letter of that After-life to spell: 

And by and by my Soul return’d to me, 
And answer’d “‘I myself am Heav’n and Hell.” 


Heav’n but the Vision of fulfill’d Desire, 

And Hell the Shadow from a Soul on fire 
Cast on the Darkness into which Ourselves, 

So late emerg’d from, shall so soon expire. 


We are no other than a moving row 

Of Magic Shadow-shapes that come and go 
Round with the Sun-illumin’d Lantern held 

In Midnight by the Master of the Show; 


The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ, 
Moves on: nor all your Piety nor Wit 

Shall lure it back to cancel half a Line, 
Nor all your Tears wash out a Word of it. 


And that inverted Bowl they call the Sky, 
Whereunder crawling coop’d we live and die, 
Lift not your hands to Jt for help—for it 

As impotently moves as you or I. 
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With Earth’s first Clay They did the Last Man knead, 
And there of the Last Harvest sow’d the Seed: 

And the first Morning of Creation wrote 
What the Last Dawn of Reckoning shall read. 


YESTERDAY This Day’s Madness did prepare; 
To-morrow’s Silence, Triumph, or Despair: 

Drink! for you know not whence you came, nor why: 
Drink! for you know not why you go, nor where. 


Oh Thou, who Man of baser Earth didst make, 
And ev’n with Paradise devise the Snake: 

For all the Sin wherewith the Face of Man 
Is blacken’d—Man’s forgiveness give—and take! 


Yet Ah, that Spring should vanish with the Rose! 

That Youth’s sweet-scented manuscript should close! 
The Nightingale that in the branches sang, 

Ah whence, and whither flown again, who knows! 


Ah Love! could you and I with Him conspire 

To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire, 
Would not we shatter it to bits—and then 

Re-mould it nearer to the Heart’s Desire! 


You rising Moon that looks for us again— 
How oft hereafter will she wax and wane; 
How oft hereafter rising look for us 
Through this same Garden—and for one in vain! 


And when like her, oh Saki, you shall pass 

Among the Guests Star-scatter’d on the Grass, 
And in your joyous errand reach the spot 

Where I made One—turn down an empty Glass! 
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ROBERT BROWNING 
1812-1889 


Song 
FROM ‘‘PARACELSUS”” 


I 

Heap cassia, sandal-buds and stripes 
Of labdanum, and aloe-balls, 

Smeared with dull nard an Indian wipes 
From out her hair: such balsam falls 
Down sea-side mountain pedestals, 

From tree-tops where tired winds are fain, 

Spent with the vast and howling main, 

To treasure half their island gain. 


I 
And strew faint sweetness from some old 
Egyptian’s fine worm-eaten shroud 
Which breaks to dust when once unrolled; 
Or shredded perfume, like a cloud 
From closet long to quiet vowed, 
With mothed and dropping arras hung, 
Mouldering her lute and books among, 
As when a queen, long dead, was young. 


A Toccata of Galuppi’s 


Oh, Galuppi, Baldassaro, this is very sad to find! 
I can hardly misconceive you; it would prove me deaf and blind; 
But although I take your meaning, ’tis with such a heavy mind! 


Here you come with your old music, and here’s all the good it brings. 
What, they lived once thus at Venice where the merchants were the 

kings, 5 
Where St. Mark’s is, where the Doges used to wed the sea with rings? 


Ay, because the sea’s the street there; and ’tis arched by 
what you call 

» + + Shylock’s bridge with houses on it, where they kept the 
carnival: 

I was never out of England—it’s as if I saw it all. 


. e e 
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Did young people take their pleasure when the sea was warm in 
May? 

Balls and masks begun at midnight, burning ever to midday, 

When they made up fresh adventures for the morrow, do you say? 


Was a lady such a lady, cheeks so round and lips so red,— 
On her neck the small face buoyant, like a bell-flower on its bed, 
O’er the breast’s superb abundance where a man might base his 


head? 


Well, and it was graceful of them: they’d break talk off and afford 
—She, to bite her mask’s black velvet, he, to finger on his sword, 
While you sat and played Toccatas, stately at the clavichord? 


What? Those lesser thirds so plaintive, sixths diminished, sigh on 
sigh, 

Told them something? Those suspensions, those solutions—‘‘ Must 
we die?”’ 

Those commiserating sevenths—“ Life might last! we can but try!” 


“Were you happy?’—“‘Yes.”—‘“‘And are you still as happy?”— 
“Yes. And you?” 

—‘Then, more kisses!”—‘‘ Did J stop them, when a million seem’d 
so few?” 

Hark, the dominant’s persistence till it must be answer’d to! 


So, an octave struck the answer. Oh, they praised you, I dare say! 
“Brave Galuppi! that was music! good alike at grave and gay! 
I can always leave off talking when I hear a master play!” 


Then they left you for their pleasure: till in due time, one by one, 

Some with lives that came to nothing, some with deeds as well un- 
done, 

Death stepp’d tacitly and took them where they never see the sun. 


But when I sit down to reason, think to take my stand nor swerve, 
While I triumph o’er a secret wrung from nature’s close reserve, 
In you come with your cold music till I creep thro’ every nerve. 
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Yes, you, like a ghostly cricket, creaking where a house was burn’d: 

“Dust and ashes, dead and done with, Venice spent what Venice 
earn’d. 

The soul, doubtless, is immortal—where a soul can be discern’d. 


“Yours for instance: you know physics, something of geology, 
Mathematics are your pastime; souls shall rise in their degree; 
Butterflies may dread extinction,—you’ll not die, it can not be! 


‘As for Venice and her people, merely born to bloom and drop, 
Here on earth they bore their fruitage, mirth and folly were the crop: 
What of soul was left, | wonder, when the kissing had to stop? 


“Dust and ashes!” So you creak it, and I want the heart to scold. 
Dear dead women, with such hair, too—what’s become of all the gold 
Used to hang and brush their bosoms? I feel chilly and grown old. 


Home-Thoughts, from Abroad 


Oh, to be in England 

Now that April’s there, 

And whoever wakes in England 

Sees, some morning, unaware, 

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf, 

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In England—now! 


And after April, when May follows, 

And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows! 
Hark, where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge 
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dewdrops—at the bent spray’s edge— 
That’s the wise thrush; he sings each song twice over, 
Lest you should think he never could recapture 

The first fine careless rapture! 

And though the fields look rough with hoary dew, 
All will be gay when noontide wakes anew 

The buttercups, the little children’s dower 

—Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower! 
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Saul 


Said Abner, “At last thou art come! Ere I tell, ere thou speak, 

Kiss my cheek, wish me well!’ Then I wished it, and did kiss his 
cheek. 

And he, “‘Since the King, O my friend, for thy countenance sent, 

Neither drunken nor eaten have we; nor until from his tent 

Thou return with the joyful assurance the King liveth yet, 

Shall our lip with the honey be bright, with the water be wet. 

For out of the black mid-tent’s silence, a space of three days, 

Not a sound hath escaped to thy servants, of prayer nor of praise, 

To betoken that Saul and the Spirit have ended their strife, 

And that, faint in his triumph, the monarch sinks back upon life. 


“Yet now my heart leaps, O beloved! God’s child with his dew 
On thy gracious gold hair, and those lilies still living and blue 
Just broken to twine round thy harp-strings, as if no wild heat 
Were now raging to torture the desert!” 


Then I, as was meet, 
Knelt down to the God of my fathers, and rose on my feet, 
And ran o’er the sand burnt to powder. The tent was unlooped; 
I pulled up the spear that obstructed, and under I stooped; 
Hands and knees on the slippery grass-patch, all withered and gone, 
That extends to the second enclosure, I groped my way on 
Till I felt where the foldskirts fly open. Then once more I prayed, 
And opened the foldskirts and entered, and was not afraid 
But spoke, ‘‘Here is David, thy servant!”” And no voice replied. 
At the first I saw naught but the blackness; but soon I descried 
A something more black than the blackness—the vast, the upright 
Main prop which sustains the pavillion: and slow into sight 
Grew a figure against it, gigantic and blackest of all. 
Then a sunbeam, that burst thro’ the tent-roof, showed Saul. 


He stood as erect as that tent-prop, both arms stretched out wide 

On the great cross-support in the center, that goes to each side; 

He relaxed not a muscle, but hung there as, caught in his pangs 

And waiting his change, the king-serpent all heavily hangs, 

Far away from his kind, in the pine, till deliverance come 

With the spring-time,—so agonized Saul, drear and stark, blind and 
dumb. 
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Then I tuned my harp,—took off the lilies we twine round its chords 

Lest they snap ’neath the stress of the noontide—those sunbeams like 
swords! 

And I first played the tune all our sheep know, as, one after one, 

So docile they come to the pen-door till folding be done. 

They are white and untorn by the bushes, for lo, they have fed 

Where the long grasses stifle the water within the stream’s bed; 

And now one after one seeks its lodging, as star follows star 

Into eve and the blue far above us,—so blue and so far! 


—Then the tune, for which quails on the cornland will each leave his 
mate 

To fly after the player; then, what makes the crickets elate 

Till for boldness they fight one another: and then, what has weight 

To set the quick jerboa a-musing outside his sand house— 

There are none such as he for a wonder, half bird and half mouse! 

God made all the creatures and gave them our love and our fear, 

To give sign, we and they are his children, one family here. 


Then I played the help-tune of our reapers, their wine-song, when 
hand 

Grasps at hand, eye lights eye in good friendship, and great hearts 
expand 

And grow one in the sense of this world’s life.-—And then, the last song 

When the dead man is praised on his journey—‘‘ Bear, bear him along 

With his few faults shut up like dead flowerets! Are balm seeds not 
here 

To console us? The land has none left such as he on the bier. 


“Oh, would we might keep thee, my brother!”—And then, the glad 
chaunt 

Of the marriage,—first go the young maidens, next, she whom we 
vaunt 

As the beauty, the pride of our dwelling.—And then, the great march 

Wherein man runs to man to assist him and buttress an arch 

Naught can break; who shall harm them, our friends?—Then, the 
chorus intoned 

As the Levites go up to the altar in glory enthroned. 

But I stopped here: for here in the darkness Saul groaned. 
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And I paused, held my breath in such silence, and listened apart; 

And the tent shook, for mighty Saul shuddered: and sparkles ’gan 
dart : 

From the jewels that woke in his turban, at once with a start 

All its lordly male-sapphires, and rubies courageous at heart. 

So the head: but the body still moved not, still hung there erect. 

And I bent once again to my playing, pursued it unchecked, 

As I sang,— 


“Oh, our manhood’s prime vigour! No spirit feels waste, 
Not a muscle is stopped in its playing nor sinew unbraced. 
Oh, the wild joys of living! the leaping from rock up to rock, 
The strong rending of boughs from the fir-tree, the cool silver shock 
Of the plunge in a pool’s living water, the hunt of the bear, 
And the sultriness showing the lion is couched in his lair. 
And the meal, the rich dates yellowed over with gold dust divine, 
And the locust-flesh steeped in the pitcher, the full draught of wine, 
And the sleep in the dried river-channel where bulrushes tell 
That the water was wont to go warbling so softly and well. 
How good is man’s life, the mere living! how fit to employ 
All the heart and the soul and the senses for ever in joy! 
Hast thou loved the white locks of thy father, whose sword thou didst 
guard 
When he trusted thee forth with the armies, for glorious reward? 
Didst thou see the thin hands of thy mother, held up as men sung 
The low song of the nearly departed, and hear her faint tongue 
Joining in while it could to the witness, ‘Let one more attest, 
I have lived, seen God’s hand thro’ a lifetime, and all was for best!’ 
Then they sung thro’ their tears in strong triumph, not much, but the 
rest. 
And thy brothers, the help and the contest, the working whence grew 
Such result as, from seething grape-bundles, the spirit strained true: 
And the friends of thy boyhood—that boyhood of wonder and 
hope, 
Present promise and wealth of the future beyond the eye’s scope,— 
Till lo, thou art grown to a monarch; a people is thine; 
And all gifts, which the world offers singly, on one head combine! 
On one head, all the beauty and strength, love and rage (like the throe 
That, a-work in the rock, helps its labour and lets the gold go) 
High ambition and deeds which surpass it, fame crowning them,—all 
Brought to blaze on the head of one creature—King Saul!” 
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«|. T have gone the whole round of creation: I saw and I spoke: 

Iyoa work of God’s hand for that purpose, received in my brain 

And pronounced on the rest of his handwork—returned him 
again 

His creation’s approval or censure: I spoke as I saw: 

I report, as man may of God’s work—all’s love, yet all’s law. 

Now I lay down the judgeship he lent me. Each faculty tasked 

To perceive him has gained an abyss, where a dewdrop was asked. 

Have I knowledge? confounded it shrivels at Wisdom laid bare. 

Have I forethought? how purblind, how blank, to the Infinite Care! 

Do I task any faculty highest, to image success? 

I but open my eyes,—and perfection, no more and no less, 

In the kind I imagined, full-fronts me, and God is seen God 

In the star, in the stone, in the flesh, in the soul and the clod. 

And thus looking within and around me, I ever renew 

(With that stoop of the soul which in bending upraises it too) 

The submission of man’s nothing-perfect to God’s all-complete, 

As by each new obeisance in spirit, I climb to his feet. 

Yet with all this abounding experience, this deity known, 

I shall dare to discover some province, some gift of my own. 

There’s a faculty pleasant to exercise, hard to hoodwink, 

I am fain to keep still in abeyance, (I laugh as I think) 

Lest, insisting to claim and parade in it, wot ye, I worst 

E’en the Giver in one gift.—Behold, I could love if I durst! 

But I sink the pretension as fearing a man may o’ertake 

God’s own speed in the one way of love: I abstain for love’s sake. 

—What, my soul? see thus far and no farther? when doors great and 
small, 

Nine-and-ninety flew ope to our touch, should the hundredth appal? 

In the least things have faith, yet distrust in the greatest of all? 

Do I find love so full in my nature, God’s ultimate gift, 

That I doubt his own love can compete with it? Here, the parts 
shift? 

Here, the creature surpass the Creator,—the end, what Began? 

Would I fain in my impotent yearning do all for this man, 

And dare doubt he alone shall not help him, who yet alone 
can? 

Would it ever have entered my mind, the bare will, much less power. 

To bestow on this Saul what I sang of, the marvellous dower 

Of the life he was gifted and filled with? to make such a soul, 

Such a body, and then such an earth for insphering the whole? 
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And doth it not enter my mind (as my warm tears attest) 

These good things being given, to go on, and give one more, the best ? 

Ay, to save and redeem and restore him, maintain at the height 

This perfection,—succeed, with life’s dayspring, death’s minute of 
night? 

interpose at the difficult minute, snatch Saul, the mistake, 

Saul, the failure, the ruin he seems now,—and bid him awake 

From the dream, the probation, the prelude, to find himself set 

Clear and safe in new light and new life,—a new harmony yet 

To be run and continued, and ended—who knows ?—or endure! 

The man taught enough by life’s dream, of the rest to make sure; 

By the pain-throb, triumphantly winning intensified bliss, 

And the next world’s reward and repose, by the struggles in this. 


“T believe it! ’Tis thou, God, that givest, ’tis I who receive: 

In the first is the last, in thy will is my power to believe. 

All’s one gift: thou canst grant it moreover, as prompt to my prayer 

As I breathe out this breath, as I open these arms to the air. 

From thy will, stream the worlds, life and nature, thy dread Sabaoth: 

I will?—the mere atoms despise me! Why am I not loth 

To look that, even that in the face too? Why is it I dare 

Think but lightly of such impuissance? What stops my despair? 

This;—’tis not what man Does which exalts him, but what man 
Would do! 

See the King—I would help him, but cannot, the wishes fall through. 

Could I wrestle to raise him from sorrow, grow poor to enrich, 

To fill up his life, starve my own out, I would—knowing which, 

I know that my service is perfect. Oh, speak thro’ me now! 

Would I suffer for him that I love? So wouldst thou—so wilt 
thou! 

So shall crown thee the topmost, ineffablest, uttermost crown— 

And thy love fill infinitude wholly, nor leave up nor down 

One spot for the creature to stand in! It is by no breath, 

Turn of eye, wave of hand, that salvation joins issue with death! 

As thy love is discovered alinighty, almighty be proved 

Thy power, that exists with and for it, of being beloved! 

He who did most, shall bear most; the strongest shall stand the most 
weak. 

Tis the weakness in strength, that I cry for! my flesh, that I seek 

In the Godhead! I seek and I find it. O Saul, it shall be 

A Face like my face that receives thee; a Man like to me, 
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Thou shalt love and be loved by, for ever: a Hand like this hand 
Shall throw open the gates of new life to thee! See the Christ stand!” 


I know not too well how I found my way home in the night. 

There were witnesses, cohorts about me, to left and to right, 

Angels, powers, the unuttered, unseen, the alive, the aware: 

I repressed, I got through them as hardly, as strugglingly there, 

As a runner beset by the populace famished for news— 

Life or death. The whole earth was awakened, hell loosed with her 
crews} 

And the stars of night beat with emotion, and tingled and shot 

Out in fire the strong pain of pent knowledge: but I fainted not, 

For the Hand still impelled me at once and supported, suppressed 

All the tumult, and quenched it with quiet, and holy behest, 

Till the rapture was shut in itself, and the earth sank to rest. 

Anon at.the dawn, all that trouble had withered from earth— 

Not so much, but I saw it die out in the day’s tender birth; 

In the gathered intensity brought to the gray of the hills; 

In the shuddering forests’ held breath; in the sudden wind-thrills; 

In the startled wild beasts that bore off, each with eye sidling still 

Tho’ averted with wonder and dread; in the birds stiff and chill 

That rose heavily, as I approached them, made stupid with awe: 

E’en the serpent that slid away silent,—he felt the new law. 

The same stared in the white humid faces upturned by the flowers; 

The same worked in the heart of the cedar and moved the vine-bowers: 

And the little brooks witnessing murmured, persistent and low, 

With their obstinate, all but hushed voices—‘‘E’en so, it is so!”’ 


Two in the Campagna 


I wonder do you feel to-day 
As I have felt since, hand in hand, 
We sat down on the grass, to stray 
In spirit better thro’ the land, 
This morn of Rome and May? 


For me, I touch’d a thought, I know, 
Has tantalized me many times, 

(Like turns of thread the spiders throw 
Mocking across our path) for rhymes 

To catch at and let go. 
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Help me to hold it! First it left 
The yellowing fennel, run to seed 

There, branching from the brickwork’s cleft, 
Some old tomb’s ruin: yonder weed 

Took up the floating weft, 


Where one small orange cup amass’d 
Five beetles,—blind and green they grope 
‘Among the honey-meal: and last, 
Everywhere on the grassy slope, 
I traced it. Hold it fast! 


The champaign with its endless fleece 
Of feathery grasses everywhere! 

Silence and passion, joy and peace, 
An everlasting wash of air— 

Rome’s ghost since her decease. 


Such life here, thro’ such lengths of hours, 
Such miracles perform’d in play, 

Such primal naked forms of flowers, 
Such letting nature have her way 

While heaven looks from its towers! 


How say you? Let us, O my dove, 
Let us be unashamed of soul, 

As earth lies bare to heaven above! 
How is it under our control 

To love or not to love? 


I would that you were all to me, 
You that are just so much, no more. 
Nor yours nor mine, nor slave nor free! 


Where does the fault lie? What the core 


O’ the wound, since wound must be? 


I would I could adopt your will, 

See with your eyes, and set my heart 
Beating by yours, and drink my fill 

At your soul’s springs,—your part my part 
In life, for good and ill. 
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No. I yearn upward, touch you close, 
Then stand away. I kiss your cheek, 
Catch your soul’s warmth,—I pluck the rose 
And love it more than tongue can speak— 
Then the good minute goes. 


Already how am I so far 
Out of that minute? Must I go 
Still like the thistle-ball, no bar, 
Onward, whenever light winds blow, 
Fix’d by no friendly star? 


Just when I seemed about to learn! 
Where is the thread now? Off again! 

The old trick! Only I discern— 
Infinite passion, and the pain 

Of finite hearts that yearn. 


The Last Ride Together 


T said—Then, dearest, since ’tis so, 

Since now at length my fate I know, 

Since nothing all my love avails, 

Since all my life seemed meant for, fails, 
Since this was written and needs must be— 

My whole heart rises up to bless 

Your name in pride and thankfulness! 

Take back the hope you gave,—I claim 

Only a memory of the same, 

—And this beside, if you will not blame, 
Your leave for one more last ride with me. 


My mistress bent that brow of hers; 
Those deep dark eyes where pride demurs 
When pity would be softening through, 
Fixed me a breathing-while or two 
With life or death in the balance: right! 
The blood replenished me again; 
My last thought was at least not vain: 
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Shall be together, breathe and ride, 
So, one day more am I deified. 


Who knows but the world may end to-night? 


Hush! if you saw some western cloud 

All billowy-bosomed, over-bowed 

By many benedictions—sun’s 

And moon’s and evening-star’s at once— 
And so, you, looking and loving best, 

Conscious grew, your passion drew 

Cloud, sunset, moonrise, star-shine too, 

Down on you, near and yet more near, 

Till flesh must fade for heaven was here!— 

Thus leant she and lingered—joy and fear! 
Thus lay she a moment on my breast. 


Then we began to ride. My soul 
Smoothed itself out, a long-cramped scroll 
Freshening and fluttering in the wind. 
Past hopes already lay behind. 

What need to strive with a life awry? 
Had I said that, had I done this. 
So might I gain, so might I miss. 
Might she have loved me? just as well 
She might have hated, who can tell! 
Where had I been now if the worst befell? 


And here we are riding, she and I. 


Fail I alone, in words and deeds? 

Why, all men strive, and who succeeds? 

We rode; it seemed my spirit flew, 

Saw other regions, cities new, 
As the world rushed by on either side. 

I thought,—All labour, yet no less 

Bear up beneath their unsuccess. 

Look at the end of work, contrast 

The petty done, the undone vast, 

This present of theirs with the hopeful past! 
I hoped she would love me; here we ride. 
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What hand and brain went ever paired? 
What heart alike conceived and dared? 
What act proved all its thought had been? 
What will but felt the fleshly screen? 

We ride and I see her bosom heave. 
There’s many a crown for who can reach. 
Ten lines, a statesman’s life in each! 

The flag stuck on a heap of bones, 
A soldier’s doing! what atones? 
They scratch his name on the Abbey-stones. 

My riding is better, by their leave. 


What does it all mean, poet? Well, 
Your brains beat into rhythm, you tell 
What we felt only; you expressed 

You hold things beautiful the best, 

And pace them in rhyme s0, side by side. 
*Tis something, nay ’tis much: but then, 
Have you yourself what’s best for men? 
Are you—poor, sick, old ere your time— 
Nearer one whit your own sublime 
Than we who have never turned a rhyme? 

Sing, riding’s a joy! For me, I ride. 


And you, great sculptor—so, you gave 

A score of years to Art, her slave, 

And that’s your Venus, whence we turn 

To yonder girl that fords the burn! 
You acquiesce, and shall I repine? 

What, man of music, you grown gray 

With notes and nothing else to say, 

Is this your sole praise from a friend, 

“Greatly his opera’s strains intend, 

But in music we know how fashions end!” 
I gave my youth; but we ride, in fine. 


Who knows what’s fit for us? Had fate 
Proposed bliss here should sublimate 
My being—had I signed the bond— 
Still one must lead some life beyond, 
Have a bliss to die with, dim-descried. 
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This foot once planted on the goal, 

This glory-garland round my soul, 

Could I descry such? Try and test! 

I sink back shuddering from the quest. 

Earth being so good, would heaven seem best? 
Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride. 


And yet—she has not spoke so long! 
What if heaven be that, fair and strong 
At life’s best, with our eyes upturned 
Whither life’s flower is first discerned, 
We, fixed so, ever should so abide? 
What if we still ride on, we two, 
With life forever old yet new, 
Changed not in kind but in degree, 
The instant made eternity,— 
And heaven just prove that I and she 
Ride, ride together, for ever ride? 


My Last Duchess 


FERRARA 


That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall, 
Looking as if she were alive. I call 

That piece a wonder, now: Fra Pandolf’s hands 
Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 
Will ’t please you sit and look at her? I said 
“Fra Pandolf”’ by design, for never read 
Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 
The depth and passion of its earnest glance, 
But to myself they turned (since none puts by 
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst, 
How such a glance came there; so, not the first 
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, ’t was not 
Her husband’s presence only, called that spot 
Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps 

Wra Pandolf chanced to say “‘Her mantle laps 
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Over my lady’s wrist too much,” or “ Paint 

Must never hope to reproduce the faint 

Half-flush that dies along her throat:” such stuff 
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 

For calling up that spot of joy. She had 

A heart—how shall I say?—too soon made glad, 
Too easily impressed; she liked whate’er 

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 
Sir, ’t was all one! My favour at her breast, 

The dropping of the daylight in the West, 

The bough of cherries some officious fool 

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 

She rode with round the terrace—all and each 
Would draw from her alike the approving speech, 
Or blush, at least. She thanked men,—good! but thanked 
Somehow—I know not how—as if she ranked 

My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 

With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame 

This sort of trifling? Even had you skill 

In speech—(which I have not)—to make your will 
Quite clear to such an one, and say, “Just this 

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss, 

Or there exceed the mark’’—and if she let 

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse, 
—F’en then would be some stooping; and I choose 
Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt, 
Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without 
Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands; 
Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands 
As if alive. Will ’t please you rise? We’ll meet 
The company below, then. I repeat, 

The Count your master’s known munificence 

Is ample warrant that no just pretence 

Of mine for dowry will be disallowed; 

Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed 

At starting, is my object. Nay, we’ll go 
Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though, 
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in brenze for me} 
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Andrea Del Sarto 


CALLED “‘THE FAULTLESS PAINTER” 


But do not let us quarrel any more, 

No, my Lucrezia! bear with me for once: 

Sit down and all shall happen as you wish. 

You turn your face, but does it bring your heart? 
Pll work then for your friend’s friend, never fear, 
Treat his own subject after his own way, 

Fix his own time, accept too his own price, 

And shut the money into this small hand 

When next it takes mine. Will it? tenderly? 
Oh, I’ll content him,—but to-morrow, Love! 

1 often am much wearier than you think, 

This evening more than usual: and it seems 

As if—forgive now—should you let me sit 

Here by the window, with your hand in mine, 
And look a half hour forth on Fiesole, 

Both of one mind, as married people use, 
Quietly, quietly the evening through, 

I might get up to-morrow to my work 

Cheerful and fresh as ever. Let us try. 
To-morrow, how you shall be glad for this! 

Your soft hand is a woman of itself, 

And mine, the man’s bared breast she curls inside. 


Don’t count the time lost, neither; you must serve 


For each of the five pictures we require: 

It saves a model. So! keep looking so— 

My serpentining beauty, rounds on rounds! 
—How could you ever prick those perfect ears, 
Even to put the pearl there! oh, so sweet— 
My face, my moon, my everybody’s moon, 
Which everybody looks on and calls his, 

And, I suppose, is looked on by in turn, 

While she looks—no one’s: very dear, no less. 
You smile? why, there’s my picture ready made, 
There’s what we painters call our harmony! 

A common grayness silvers everything,— 

All in a twilight, you and I alike 
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—You, at the point of your first pride in me 
(That’s gone, you know)—but I, at every point; 
My youth, my hope, my art, being all toned down 
To yonder sober pleasant Fiesole. 

There’s the bell clinking from the chapel-top; 
That length of convent-wall across the way 
Holds the trees safer, huddled more inside; 

The last monk leaves the garden; days decrease, 
And autumn grows, autumn in everything. 

Eh? the whole seems to fall into a shape, 

As if | saw alike my work and self 

And all that I was born to be and do, 

A twilight-piece. Love, we are in God’s hand. 
How strange now, looks the life he makes us lead; 
So free we seem, so fettered fast we are! 

I feel he laid the fetter: let it lie! 

This chamber, for example—turn your head— 
All that’s behind us! You don’t understand 
Nor care to understand about my art, 

But you can hear at least when people speak: 
And that cartoon, the second from the door 
—It is the thing, Love! so such things should be: 
Behold Madonna!—I am bold to say. 

I can do with my pencil what I know, 

What I see, what at bottom of my heart 

I wish for, if ever I wish so deep— 

Do easily, too—when I say, perfectly, 

I do not boast, perhaps: yourself are judge, 
Who listened to the Legate’s talk last week; 
And just as much they used to say in France. 
At any rate ’tis easy, all of it! 

No sketches first, no studies, that’s long past: 

I do what many dream of, all their lives, 
—Dream? strive to do, and agonize to do, 

And fail in doing. I could count twenty such 
On twice your fingers, and not leave this town, 
Who strive—you don’t know how the others strive 
To paint a little thing like that you smeared 
Carelessly passing with your robes afloat,— 

Yet do much less, so much less, Someone says, 
(I know his name, no matter)—so much less! 
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Well, less is more, Lucrezia: I am judged. 

There burns a truer light of God in them, 

In their vexed beating stuffed and stopped-up brain, 
Heart, or whate’er else, than goes on to prompt 
This low-pulsed forthright craftsman’s hand of mine. 
Their works drop groundward, but themselves, I know, 
Reach many a time a heaven that’s shut to me, 
Enter and take their place there sure enough, 
Though they come back and cannot tell the world. 
My works are nearer heaven, but I sit here. 

The sudden blood of these men! at a word— 

Praise them, it boils, or blame them, it boils too. 

I, painting from myself and to myself, 

Know what I do, am unmoved by men’s blame 

Or their praise either. Somebody remarks 
Morello’s outline there is wrongly traced, 

His hue mistaken; what of that? or else, 

Rightly traced and well ordered; what of that? 
Speak as they please, what does the mountain care? 
Ah, but a man’s reach should exceed his grasp, 

Or what’s a heaven for? All is silver-gray, 

Placid and perfect with my art: the worse! 

I know both what I want and what might gain; 
And yet how profitless to know, to sigh 

‘Had I been two, another and myself, 

Our head would have o’erlooked the world!’ No doubt. 
Yonder’s a work now, of that famous youth 

The Urbinate who died five years ago. 

(’Tis copied, George Vasari sent it me.) 

Well, I can fancy how he did it all, 

Pouring his soul, with kings and popes to see, 
Reaching, that heaven might so replenish him, 
Above and through his art—for it gives way; 

That arm is wrongly put—and there again— 

A fault to pardon in the drawing’s lines, 

Its body, so to speak: its soul is right, 

He means right—that, a child may understand. 
Still, what an arm! and I could alter it: 

But all the play, the insight and the stretch— 

Out of me, out of me! And wherefore out? 

Had you enjoined them on me, given me soul, 
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We might have risen to Rafael, I and you. 

Nay, Love, you did give all I asked, I think— 
More than I merit, yes, by many times. 

But had you—oh, with the same perfect brow, 
And perfect eyes, and more than perfect mouth, 
And the low voice my soul hears, as a bird 

The fowler’s pipe, and follows to the snare— 

Had you, with these the same, but brought a mind! 
Some women do so. Had the mouth there urged 
“God and the glory! never care for gain. 

The present by the future, what is that? 

Live for fame, side by side with Agnolo! 

Rafael is waiting: up to God, all three!” 

I might have done it for you. So it seems: 
Perhaps not. All is as God over-rules. 

Beside, incentives come from the soul’s self; 

The rest avail not. Why do I need you? 

What wife had Rafael, or has Agnolo? 

In this world, who can do a thing, will not; 

And who would do it, cannot, I perceive: 

Yet the will’s somewhat—somewhat, too, the power— 
And thus we half-men struggle. At the end, 
God, I conclude, compensates, punishes. 

Tis safer for me, if the award be strict, 

That I am something underrated here, 

Poor this long while, despised, to speak the truth. 
I dared not, do you know, leave home all day, 
For fear of chancing on the Paris lords. 

The best is when they pass and look aside; 

But they speak sometimes; I must bear it all. 
Well may they speak! That Francis, that first time, 
And that long festal year at Fontainebleau! 

I surely then could sometimes leave the ground, 
Put on the glory, Rafael’s daily wear, 

In that humane great monarch’s golden look,— 
One finger in his beard or twisted curl 

Over his mouth’s good mark that made the smile, 
One arm about my shoulder, round my neck, 
The jingle of his gold chain in my ear, 

I painting proudly with his breath on me, 

All his court round him, seeing with his eyes, 
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Such frank French eyes, and such a fire of souls 
Profuse, my hand kept plying by those hearts,— 
And, best of all, this, this, this face beyond, 

This in the background, waiting on my work, 

To crown the issue with a last reward! 

A good time, was it not, my kingly days? 

And had you not grown restless .. . but I know— 
*Tis done and past; ’twas right, my instinct said; 
Too live the life grew, golden and not gray: 

And I’m the weak-eyed bat no sun should tempt 
Out of the grange whose four walls make his world. 
How could it end in any other way? 

You called me and I came home to your heart. 
The triumph was, to have ended there; then, if 

I reached it ere the triumph, what is lost? 

Let my hands frame your face in your hair’s gold, 
You beautiful Lucrezia that are mine! 

“Rafael did this, Andrea painted that; 

The Roman’s is the better when you pray, 

But still the other’s Virgin was his wife—” 

Men will excuse me. I am glad to judge 

Both pictures in your presence; clearer grows 

My better fortune, I resolve to think. 

For, do you know, Lucrezia, as God lives, 

Said one day Agnolo, his very self, 

To Rafael . . . I have known it all these years . . . 
(When the young man was flaming out his thoughts 
Upon a palace-wall for Rome to see, 

Too lifted up in heart because of it) 

**Friend, there’s a certain sorry little scrub 

Goes up and down our Florence, none cares how, 
Who, were he set to plan and execute 

As you are, pricked on by your popes and kings, 
Would bring the sweat into that brow of yours!” 
To Rafael’s!—And indeed the arm is wrong. 
Ihardly dare . . . yet, only you to see, 

Give the chalk here—quick, thus the line should go! 
Ay, but the soul! he’s Rafael! rub it out! 

Still, all I care for, if he spoke the truth, 

(What he? why, who but Michel Agnolo? 

Do you forget already words like those?) 
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If really there was such a chance so lost,— 

Is, whether you’re—not grateful—but more pleased 
Well, let me think so. And you smile indeed! 
This hour has been an hour! Another smile? 

If you would sit thus by me every night 

I should work better, do you comprehend? 

I mean that I should earn more, give you more. 
See, it is settled dusk now; there’s a star; 
Morello’s gone, the watch-lights show the wall, 
The cue-owls speak the name we call them by. 
Come from the window, love,—come in, at last, 
Inside the melancholy little house 

We built to be so gay with. God is just. 

King Francis may forgive me: oft at nights 
When I look up from painting, eyes tired out, 
The walls become illumined, brick from brick 
Distinct, instead of mortar, fierce bright gold, 
That gold of his I did cement them with! 

Let us but love each other. Must you go? 
That Cousin here again? he waits outside? 

Must see you—you, and not with me? Those loans? 
More gaming debts to pay? you smiled for that? 
Well, let smiles buy me! have you more to spend? 
While hand and eye and something of a heart 
Are left me, work’s my ware, and what’s it worth? 
I'll pay my fancy. Only let me sit 

The gray remainder of the evening out, 

Idle, you call it, and muse perfectly 

How I could paint, were I but back in France, 
One picture, just one more—the Virgin’s face, 
Not yours this time! I want you at my side 
To hear them—that is, Michel Agnolo— 

Judge all I do and tell you of its worth. 

Will you? To-morrow, satisfy your friend. 

I take the subjects for his corridor, 

Finish the portrait out of hand—there, there, 
And throw him in another thing or two 

If he demurs; the whole should prove enough 
To pay for this same Cousin’s freak. Beside, 
What’s better and what’s all I care about, 

Get you the thirteen scudi for the ruff! 
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Love, does that please you? Ah, but what does he, 
The Cousin! what does he to please you more? 


I am grown peaceful as old age to-night. 
I regret little, I would change still less. 
Since there my past life lies, why alter it? 
The very wrong to Francis!—it is true 
I took his coin, was tempted and complied, 
And built this house and sinned, and all is said. 
My father and my mother died of want. 
Well, had I riches of my own? you see 
How one gets rich! Let each one bear his lot. 
They were born poor, lived poor, and poor they died 
And I have laboured somewhat in my time 
And not been paid profusely. Some good son 
Paint my two hundred pictures—let him try! 
No doubt there’s something strikes a balance. Yes. 
You loved me quite enough, it seems to-night. 
This must suffice me here. What would one have? 
In heaven, perhaps, new chances, one more chance~ 
Four great walls in the New Jerusalem. 
Meted on each side by the angel’s reed, 
For Leonard, Rafael, Agnolo and me 
To cover—the three first without a wife, 
While I have mine! So—still they overcome 
Because there’s still Lucrezia,—as I choose. 


Agair. the Cousin’s whistle! Go, my Love. 


Memorabilia 


Ah, did you once see Shelley plain, 
And did he stop and speak to you, 

And did you speak to him again? 
How strange it seems, and new! 


But you were living before that, 
And also you are living after; 
And the memory I started at— 
My starting moves your laughter! 
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I crossed a moor, with a name of its own 
And a certain use in the world, no doubt, 
Yet a hand’s-breath of it shines alone 
’Mid the blank miles round about: 


For there I picked up on the heather 
And there I put inside my breast 
A moulted feather, an eagle-feather! 

Well, I forget the rest. 


Weal ly Wiehe le talvieAsN 
1819-1892 


As I Pondered in Silence 


I 


As I ponder’d in silence, 

Returning upon my poems, considering, lingering long, 
A Phantom arose before me, with distrustful aspect, 
Terrible in beauty, age, and power, 

The genius of poets of old lands, 

As to me directing like flames its eyes, 

With finger pointing to many immortal songs, 

And menacing voice, What singest thou? it said; 
Know’ st thou not, there 15 but one theme for ever-enduring bards? 
And that 1s the theme of War, the fortune of battles, 

The making of perfect soldiers? 


I 

Be it so, then I answer’d, 

I too, haughty Shade, also sing war—and a longer and greater one than 
any, 

Waged in my book with varying fortune—with flight, advance and re- 
treat—Victory deferr’d and wavering, 

(Yet, methinks, certain, or as good as certain, at the last,)\—The field 
the world; 

For life and death—for the Body, and for the eternal Soul, 

Lo! I too am come, chanting the chant of battles, 

I, above all, promote brave soldiers. 


WALT WHITMAN 459 


Walt Whitman 


I 
{ celebrate myself; 
And what I assume you shall assume; 
For every atom belonging to me, as good belongs to you. 


I loaf and invite my Soul; 
I lean and loafe at my ease, observing a spear of summer grass. 


Houses and rooms are full of perfumes—the shelves are crowded with 
perfumes; 

I breathe the fragrance myself, and know it and like it; 

The distillation would intoxicate me also, but I shall not let it. ... 


II 


. . . Have you reckon’d a thousand acres much? have you reckon’d 
the earth much? 

Have you practis’d so long to learn to read? 

Have you felt so proud to get at the meaning of poems? 


Stop this day and night with me, and you sha. possess the origin 
of all poems; 

You shall possess the good of the earth and sun—(there are millions 
of suns left;) 

You shall no longer take things at second or third hand, nor look 
through the eyes of the dead, nor feed on the spectres in books; 

You shall not look through my eyes either, nor take things from me: 

You shall listen to all sides, and filter them from yourself. 


III 


I have heard what the talkers were talking, the talk of the beginning 
and the end; 
But I do not talk of the beginning or the end. 


There was never any more inception than there is now, 
Nor any more youth or age than there is now; 

And will never be any more perfection than there is now, 
Ner any more heaven or hell than there is now. 

Urge, and urge, and urge; 

Always the procreant urge of the world... . 
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VI 


A child said, What ts the grass? fetching it to me with full hands; . 
How could I answer the child? I do not know what it is, any more 
than he. 


I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful green 
stuff woven. 


Or I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord, 

A scented gift and remembrancer, designedly dropt, 

Bearing the owner’s name someway in the corners, that we may see 
and remark, and say, Whose? 

Or I guess the grass is itself a child, the produced babe of the vege- 
tation. 


Or I guess it is a uniform hieroglyphic; 

And it means, Sprouting alike in broad zones and narrow zones, 

Growing among black folks as among white; 

Kanuck, Tuckahoe, Congressman, Cuff, I give them the same, I 
receive them the same. 


And now it seems to me the beautiful uncut hair of graves. 


Tenderly will I use you, curling grass; 

It may be you transpire from the breasts of young men; 

It may be if I had known them I would have loved them; 

It may be you are from old people, and from women, and from off- 
spring taken soon out of their mother’s laps; 

And here you are the mother’s laps. . . . 


What do you think has become of the young and old men? 
And what do you think has become of the women and children? 


They are alive and well somewhere; 

The smallest sprout shows there is really no death; 

And if ever there was, it led forward life, and does not wait at the 
end to arrest it, 

And ceas’d the moment life appear’d. 


And goes onward and outward—nothing collapses; 
And to die is different from what anyone supposed, and luckier. 


eee 
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XVIII 


With music strong I come—with my cornets and my drums, 
I play not marches for accepted victors only—I play great marches 
for conquer’d and slain persons. 


Have you heard that it was good to gain the day? 
I also say it is good to fall—battles are lost in the same spirit in which 
they are won. 


I beat and pound for the dead; 
I blow through my embouchures my loudest and gayest for them. 


Vivas to those who have fail’d! 

And to those whose war-vessels sank in the sea! 

And to those themselves who sank in the sea! 

And to all generals that lost engagements! and all overcome heroes! 


And the numberless unknown heroes, equal to the greatest heroes 
known.... 


XXI 


I am the poet of the Body; 
And I am the poet of the Soul. 


The pleasures of heaven are with me, and the pains of hell are with 
me; 

The first I graft and increase upon myself—the latter I translate into 
a new tongue. 


I am the poet of the woman the same as the man; 
And I say it is as great to be a woman as to be a man; 
And I say there is nothing greater than the mother of men. 


I chant the chant of dilation or pride; 
We have had ducking and deprecating about enough; 
I show that size is only development. 


Have you outstript the rest? Are you the President? 
It is a trifle—they will more than arrive there, every one, and still 
pass on. 
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I am he that walks with the tender and growing night; 
I call to the earth and sea, half-held by the night. 


Press close, bare-bosom’d night! Press close, magnetic, nourishing 
night! 

Night of south winds! night of the large few stars! 

Still, nodding night! mad, naked, summer night. 


Smile, O voluptuous, cool-breath’d earth! 

Earth of the slumbering and liquid trees; 

Earth of departed sunset! earth of the mountains, misty-topt! 
Earth of the vitreous pour of the full moon, just tinged with blue! 
Earth of shine and dark, mottling the tide of the river! 

Earth of the limpid gray of clouds, brighter and clearer for my sake! 
Far-swooping elbow’d earth! rich, apple-blossom’d earth! 

Smile, for your lover comes! ... 


XXII 


You sea! I resign myself to you also—I guess what you mean; 

I behold from the beach your crooked inviting fingers; 

I believe you refuse to go back without feeling of me; 

We must have a turn together—I undress—hurry me out of sight of 
the land; 

Cushion me soft, rock me in billowy drowse; 

Dash me with amorous wet—I can repay you. 


Sea of stretch’d ground-swells! 

Sea breathing broad and convulsive breaths! 

Sea of the brine of life! sea of unshovell’d yet always-ready graves! 
Howler and scooper of storms! capricious and dainty sea! 

I am integral with you—I too am of one phase, and of all phases.... 


XXXII 


I think I could turn and live with animals, they are so placid and 
self-contain’d; 

I stand and look at them long and long. 

They do not sweat and whine about their condition; 

They do not lie awake in the dark and weep for their sins; 

They do not make me sick discussing their duty to God; 
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Not one is dissatisfied—not one is demented with the mania of own- 
ing things; 

Not one kneels to another, nor to his kind that lived thousands of 
years ago; 

Not one is respectable or industrious over the whole earth. ... 


A gigantic beauty of a stallion, fresh and responsive to my caresses, 
Head high in the forehead, wide between the ears, 

Limbs glossy and supple, tail dusting the ground, 

Eyes full of sparkling wickedness—ears finely cut, flexibly moving. 


His nostrils dilate, as my heels embrace him; 

His well-built limbs tremble with pleasure, as we race around and 
return. 

I but use you a moment, then I resign you, stallion; 

Why do I need your paces, when I myself out-gallop them? 

Even, as I stand or sit, passing faster than you... . 


XXXIII 


... 1 ama free companion—I bivouac by invading watchfires. .. . 


My voice is the wife’s voice, the screech by the rail of the stairs: 
They fetch my man’s body up, dripping and drown’d. 


I understand the large hearts of heroes, 

The courage of present times and all times; 

How the skipper saw the crowded and rudderless wreck of the steam- 
ship, and Death chasing it up and down the storm; 

How he knuckled tight, and gave not back one inch, and was faithful 
of days and faithful of nights, 

And chalk’d in large letters, on a board, Be of good cheer, we will not 
desert you: 

How he follow’d with them, and tack’d with them—and would not 
give it up; 

How he saved the drifting company at last; 

How the lank loose-gown’d women look’d when boated from the side 
of their prepared graves, 

How the silent old-faced infants, and the lifted sick, and the sharp- 
ipp’d unshaved men: 

All this I swallow—it tastes good—I like it well—it becomes mine; 

I am the man—I suffer’d—I was there. 


464. ROMANCE AND DEMOCRACY 


The disdain and calmness of olden martyrs; 

The mother, condemn’d for a witch, burnt with dry wood, her children 
gazing on; 

The hounded slave that flags in the race, leans by the fence, blowing, 
cover’d with sweat; 

The twinges that sting like needles his legs and neck—the murderous 
buckshot and the bullets; 

All these I feel, or am. 


I am the hounded slave, I wince at the bite of the dogs, 

Hell and despair are upon me, crack and again crack the marksmen; 

I clutch the rails of the fence, my gore drips, thinn’d with the ooze 
of my skin; 

I fall on the weeds and stones; 

The riders spur their unwilling horses, haul close, 

Taunt my dizzy ears, and beat me violently over the head with 
whip-stocks. . 


XL 


Flaunt of the sunshine, I need not your bask,—lie over! 
You light surfaces only—I force surfaces and depths also. 


Earth! you seem to look for something at my hands; 
Say, old Top-knot! what do you want? 


Man or woman! I might tell how I like you, but cannot; 
And might tell what it is in me, and what it is in you, but cannot; 
And might tell that pining I have—that pulse of my nights and days. 


Behold! I do not give lectures, or a little charity; 
_ When I give, I give myself. 


‘You there, impotent, loose in the knees! 

Open your scarf’d chops till I blow grit within you; 

Spread your palms, and lift the flaps of your pockets; 

I am not to be denied—I compel—I have stores plenty and to spare; 
And anything I have I bestow. 


I do not ask who you are—that is not so important to me; 
You can do nothing, and be nothing, but what I will infold you.... 
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I seize the descending man, and raise him with resistless will. 


_O despairer, here is my neck; 
By God! you shall not go down! Hang your whole weight upon me. 


I dilate you with tremendous breath—I buoy you up; 
Every room of the house do I fill with an arm’d force, 
Lovers of me, baflers of graves. 


Sleep! I and they keep guard all night; 

Not doubt—not decease shall dare to lay finger upon you; 

I have embraced you, and henceforth possess you to myself; 

And when you rise in the morning you will find what I tell you is 
$00 Fue 


XLVIII 


I have said that the soul is not more than the body, 

And I have said that the body is not more than the soul; 

And nothing, not God, is greater to one than one’s self is, 

And whoever walks a furlong without sympathy, walks to his own 
funeral, drest in his shroud, 

And I or you, pocketless of a dime, may purchase the pick of the 
earth, 

And to glance with an eye, or show a bean in its pod, confounds the 
learning of all times, 

And there is no trade or employment but the young man following it 
may become a hero, 

And there is no object so soft but it makes a hub for the wheel’d 
universe, 

And I say to any man or woman, Let your soul stand cool and com- 
posed before a million universes. . . . 


XLI 


The past and present wilt—I have fill’d them, emptied them, 
And proceed to fill my next fold of the future. 


Listener up there! Here, you! What have you to confide to me? 

Look in my face, while I snuff the sidle of evening; 

Talk honestly—no one else hears you, and I stay only a minute 
longer. 
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Do I contradict myself? 
Very well, then, I contradict myself; 
(I am large—I contain multitudes.) 


I concentrate toward them that are nigh—I wait on the door-slab. 


Who has done his day’s work? Who will soonest be through with 
his supper? 
Who wishes to walk with me? 


Will you speak before I am gone? Will you prove already too late? 


LII 


The spotted hawk swoops by and accuses me—he complains of my 
gab and my loitering. 


I too am not a bit tamed—I too am untranslatable; 
I sound my barbaric yawp over the roofs of the world. 


The last scud of day holds back for me; 

It flings my likeness after the rest, and true as any, on the shadow’d 
wilds; 

It coaxes me to the vapor and the dusk. 


I depart as air—I shake my white locks at the runaway sun; 
I effuse my flesh in eddies, and drift it in lacy jags. 


I bequeath myself to the dirt, to grow from the grass I love; 
If you want me again, look for me under your boot-soles. 


You will hardly know who I am, or what I mean; 
But I shall be good health to you nevertheless, 
And filter and fibre your blood. 


Failing to fetch me at first, keep encouraged; 
Missing me one place, search another; 
I stop somewhere, waiting for you. 
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Song of the Open Road 


I 


Afoot and light-hearted, I take to the open road, 
Healthy, free, the world before me, 
The long brown path before me, leading wherever I choose. 


Henceforth I ask not good-fortune—I myself am good-fortune; 
Henceforth I whimper no more, postpone no more, need nothing, 
Strong and content, I travel the open road. 


The earth—that is sufficient; 

I do not want the constellations any nearer; 

I know they are very well where they are; 

I know they suffice for those who belong to them... . 


II 


You road I enter upon and look around! I believe you are not all 
that is here; 
I believe that much unseen is also here. . . 


III 


You air that serves me with breath to speak! 

You objects that call from diffusion my meanings, and give them 
shape! 

You light that wraps me and all things in delicate equable showers! 

You paths worn in the irregular hollows by the roadsides! 

I think you are latent with unseen existences—you are so dear to me. 


You flagg’d walks of the cities! you strong curbs at the edges! 

You ferries! you planks and posts of wharves! you timber-lined sides! 
you distant ships! 

You rows of houses! you window-pierce’d facades! you roofs! . . 


From al] that has been near you, I believe you have imparted to your- 
selves, and now would impart the same secretly to me; 

From the living and the dead J think you have peopled your impassive 
surfaces, and the spirits thereof would be evident and amicable 
with me. 
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v 


From this hour freedom! 

From this hour I ordain myself loos’d of limits and in:aginary lines, 

Going where I list, my own master, total and absolute, 

Listening to others, and considering well what they say, 

Pausing, searching, receiving, contemplating, 

Gently, but with undeniable will, divesting myself of the holds that 
would hold me. 


I inhale great draughts of space; 
The east and the west are mine, and the north and the south are 
mine... 


VI 


. . . Now I see the secret of the making of the best persons, 
It is to grow in the open air, and to eat and sleep with the earth. ... 


Ix 


Allons! whoever you are, come travel with me! 
Traveling with me, you find what never tires. 


The earth never tires; 

The earth is rude, silent, incomprehensible at first—Nature is rude 
and incomprehensible at first; 

Be not discouraged—keep on—there are divine things, well envelop’d; 

I swear to you there are divine things more beautiful than words can 
tell. 


Allons! we must not stop here! 

However sweet these laid-up stores—however convenient this dwelling, 
we cannot remain here; 

However shelter’d this port, and however calm these waters, we must 
not anchor here; 

However welcome the hospitality that surrounds us, we are per- 
mitted to receive it but a little while. 


XI 
Listen! I will be honest with you; 


I do not offer the old smooth prizes, but offer rough new prizes; 
These are the days that must happen to you: 
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You shall not heap up what is call’d riches, 

You shall scatter with lavish hand all that you earn or achieve, 

You but arrive at the city to which you were destin’d—you hardly 
settle yourself to satisfaction, before you are call’d by an irresisti- 
ble call to depart, 

You shall be treated to the ironical smiles and mockings of those who 
remain behind you; 

What beckonings of love you receive, you shall only answer with pas- 
sionate kisses of parting, 

You shall not allow the hold of those who spread their reach’d hands 
toward you. 


XII 


Allons! after the Great Companions! and to belong to them! 
They too are on the road! they are the swift and majestic men! they 
are the greatest women.... 


XIV 
The Soul travels; 
The body does not travel as much as the soul; 
The body has just as great a work as the soul, and: parts away at last 
for the journeys of the soul. 


All parts away for the progress of souls; 

All religion, all solid things, arts, governments,—all that was or is 
apparent upon this globe or any globe, falls into riches and cor- 
ners before the procession of Souls along the grand roads of the 
universe. 


Of the progress of the souls of men and women along the grand roads 
of the universe, all other progress is the needed emblem and 
sustenance. ... 


XV 


Allons! whoever you are! come forth! 
You must not stay sleeping and dallying there in the house, though 
you built it, or though it has been built for you. 


Allons! out of the aark confinement 
Tt is useless to protest—I know all, and expose it. 
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Behold, through you as bad as the rest, 

Through the laughter, dancing, dining, supping, of people, 

Inside of dresses and ornaments, inside of those wash’d and trimm’d 
faces, 

Behold a secret silent loathing and despair. ... 


XVII 


Allons! the road is before us! 
It is safe—I have tried it—my own feet have tried it well: 


Allons! be not detain’d! 

Let the paper remain on the desk unwritten, and the book on the 
shelf unopen’d! 

Let the tools remain in the workshop! let the money remain un- 
earn’d! 

Let the school stand! mind not the cry of the teacher! 

Let the preacher preach in his pulpit! let the lawyer plead in the 
court, and the judge expound the law. 


Mon enfant! I give you my hand! 

I give you my love, more precious than money, 

I give you myself, before preaching or law; 

Will you give me yourself? will you come travel with me? 
Shall we stick by each other as long as we live? 


Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking 


I 


Out of the cradle endlessly rocking, 

Out of the mocking bird’s throat, the musical shuttle, 

Out of the Ninth-month midnight, 

Over the sterile sands, and the fields beyond, where the child, leaving 
his bed, wander’d alone, bare-headed, barefoot, 

Down from the shower’d halo, 

Up from the mystic play of shadows, twining and twisting as if they 
were alive, 

Out from the patches of briers and blackberries, 

From the memories of the bird that chanted to me, 
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From your memories, sad brother—from the fitful risings and fallings 
I heard, 

From under that yellow half-moon, late-risen, and swollen as if 
with tears, rae) 

From those beginning notes of yearning and love there in the mist, 

From the thousand responses of my heart, never to cease, 

From the myriad thence-arous’d words, 

From the word stronger and more delicious than any, 

From such, as now they start, the scene revisiting, 

As a flock, twittering, rising, or overhead passing, 

Borne hither—ere all eludes me, hurriedly, 

A man—yet by these tears a little boy again, 

Throwing myself on the sand, confronting the waves, 

I, chanter of pains and joys, uniter of here and hereafter, 

Taking all hints to use them—but swiftly leaping beyond them, 

A reminiscence sing. 


II 


Once, Paumanok, 

When the snows had melted—when the lilac-scent was in the air, 
and the Fifth-month grass was growing, 

Up this sea-shore, in some briers, 

Two feather’d guests from Alabama—two together, 

And their nest, and four light-green eggs, spotted with brown, 

And every day the he-bird, to and fro, near at hand, 

And every day the she-bird, crouch’d on her nest, silent, with bright 
eyes, 

And every day I, a curious boy, never too close, never disturbing 
them, 

Cautiously peering, absorbing, translating. 


Ill 
Shine ! shine! shine! 
Pour down your warmth, great Sun! 
While we bask—we two together. 
Two together ! 
Winds blow South, or winds blow North, 
Day come white, or night come black, 
Home, or rivers and mountains from home, 
Singing all time, minding no time, 
While we two keep together. 
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IV 
Till of a sudden, 
May-be kill’d, unknown to her mate, 
One forenoon the she-bird crouch’d not on the nest, 
Nor return’d that afternoon, nor the next, 
Nor ever appear’d again. 


And thenceforward, all summer, in the sound of the sea, 
And at night, under the full of the moon, in calmer weather, 
Over the hoarse surging of the sea, 

Or flitting from brier to brier by day, 

I saw, I heard at intervals, the remaining one, the he-bird, 
The solitary guest from Alabama. 


Vv 
Blow ! blow ! blow ! 
Blow, up, sea-winds, along Paumanok’s shore ! 
I wait and I wait, till you blow my mate to me. 


VI 


Yes, when the stars glisten’d, 

All night long, on the prong of a moss-scallop’d stake, 
Down, almost amid the slapping waves, 

Sat the lone singer, wonderful, causing tears. 


He call’d on his mate; 
He pour’d forth the meanings which I, of all men, know. 


Yes, my brother, I know; 

The rest might not—but I have treasur’d every note; 

For once, and more than once, dimly, down to the beach gliding, 

Silent, avoiding the moonbeams, blending myself with the shadows, 

Recalling now the obscure shapes, the echoes, the sounds and sights 
after their sorts, 

The white arms out in the breakers tirelessly tossing, 

I, with bare feet, a child, the wind wafting my hair, 

Listen’d long and long. 


Listen’d, to keep, to sing—now translating the notes, 
Following you, my brother. 
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VII 


Soothe ! soothe ! soothe ! 

Close on its wave soothes the wave behind, 

And again another behind, embracing and lapping, every one close, 
But my love soothes not me, not me. 


Low hangs the moon—tt rose cate; 
O it 1s lagging—-O I think it 1s heavy with love, with love. 


O madly the sea pushes, pushes upon the land, 
With love—with love. 


O niglz ! de I not see my love fluttering out there among the breakers? 
What 1s that little black thing I see there in the white? 


Loud ! loud! loud! 

Loud I call to you, my love ! 

High and clear I shoot my voice over the waves; 
Surely you must know who 1s here, 1s here; 
You must know who I am, my love. 


Low-hanging moon ! 

What is that dusky spot in your brown yellow? 
O it is the shape, the shape of my mate ! 

O moon, do not keep her from me any longer. 


Land ! land! O land! 

Whichever way I turn, OI think you could give me my mate back again, 
uf you only would; 

For I am almost sure I see her dimly whichever way I look. 


O rising stars ! 
Perhans the one I want so much will rise, will rise with some of you, 


O throat ! O trembling throat ! 

Sound clearer through the atmosphere ! 

Pierce the woods, the earth; 

Somewhere listening to catch you, must be the one I want. 
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Shake out, carols ! 

Solitary here—the night’s carols ! 

Carols of lonesome love ! Death’s carols ! 

Carols under that lagging, yellow, waning moon ! 

O, under that moon, where she droops almost down into the sea ! 
O reckless, despairing carols. 


But low ! sink low; 

Soft ! let me just murmur; 

And do you watt a moment, you husky-notised sea; 

For somewhere I believe I heard my mate responding to me, 

So faint—I must be still, be still to listen; 

But not altogether still, for then she might not come tmmediately to me. 


Hither ! my love ! 

Herel am! Here! 

With this just-sustain’d note I announce myself to you; 
This gentle call 1s for you, my love, for you. 


Do not be decoy'd elsewhere! 

That is the whistle of the wind—uit 1s not my voice; 
That 15 the flutiering, the fluttering of the spray; 
Those are the shadows of leaves. 


O darkness! Oinvain! 
OI am very sick and sorrowful. 


O brown halo 1n the sky, near the moon, drooping upon the sea ! 
O troubled reflection in the sea! 
O throat ! O throbbing heart ! 


O all—and I singing uselessly, uselessly all the night. 


Yet I murmur, murmur on ! 125 
O murmurs—you yourselves make me continue to sing, I know not why. 


O past! Olife! O songs of joy! 

In the air—in the woods—over fields; 
Loved ! loved ! loved ! loved ! loved ! 

But my love no more, no more with me ! 
Ve two together no more. 
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VIII 

The aria sinking; 

All else continuing—the stars shining, 

The winds blowing—the notes of the bird continuous echoing, 

With angry moans the fierce old mother incessantly moaning, 

On the sands of Paumanok’s shore, gray and rustling; 

The yellow half-moon enlarged, sagging down, drooping, the face of 
the sea almost touching; 

The boy ecstatic—with his bare feet the waves, with his hair the 
atmosphere dallying, 

The love in the heart long pent, now loose, now at last tumultuously 
bursting, 

The aria’s meaning, the ears, the Soul, swiftly depositing, 

The colloquy there—the trio—each uttering, 

The undertone—the savage old mother, incessantly crying, 

To the boy’s Soul’s questions sullenly timing—some drown’d secret 
hissing, 

To the outsetting bard of love. 


10.4 


Demon or bird! (said the boy’s soul,) 

Is it indeed toward your mate you sing? or is it mostly to me? 

For I, that was a child, my tongue’s use sleeping, 

Now I have heard you, 

Now in a moment I know what I am for—I awake, 

And already a thousand singers—a thousand songs, clearer, louder 
and more sorrowful than yours, 

A thousand warbling echoes have startled to life within me, 

Never to die. 


O you singer, solitary, singing by yourself—projecting me; 

O solitary me, listening—nevermore shall I cease perpetuating you; 

Never more shall I escape, never more the reverberations, 

Never more the cries of unsatisfied love be absent from me, 

Never again leave me to be the peaceful child I was before what there, 
in the night, 

By the sea, under the yellow and sagging moon, 

The messenger there arous’d—the fire, the sweet hell within, 

The unknown want, the destiny of me. 
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O give me the clew! (it lurks in the night here somewhere;) 

O if I am to have so much, let me have more! 

O a word! O what is my destination? (I fear it is henceforth chaos;) 

O how joys, dreads, convolutions, human shapes, and all shaped 
spring as from graves around me! 

O phantoms! you cover all the land and all the sea! 

O I cannot see in the dimness whether you smile or frown upon me; 

O vapor, a look, a word! O well-beloved! 

O you dear women’s and men’s phantoms! 


A word then, (for I will conquer it,) 

The word final, superior to all, 

Subtle, sent up—what is it ?—I listen; 

Are you whispering it, and have been all the time, you sea-waves? * 
Is that it from your liquid rims and wet sands? 


xX 
Whereto answering, the sea, 
Delaying not, hurrying not, 
Whisper’d me through the night, and very plainly before daybreak, 
Lisp’d to me the low and delicious word DEATH; 
And again Death—ever Death, Death, Death, 
Hissing melodious, neither like the bird, nor like my arous’d child’s 
heart, 
But edging near, as privately for me, rustling at my feet, 180 
Creeping thence steadily up to my ears, and laving me softly all over, 


Death, Death, Death, Death, Death. 


Which I do not forget, 

But fuse the song of my dusky demon and brother, 

That he sang to me in the moonlight on Paumanok’s gray beach, 
With the thousand responsive songs, at random, 

My own songs, awaked from that hour; 

And with them the key, the word up from the waves, 

The word of the sweetest song, and all songs, 

That strong and delicious word which, creeping to my feet, 

The sea whisper’d me. 


WALT WHITMAN 477 


When I Heard the Learn’d Astronomer 


When I heard the learn’d astronomer; 

When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me; 

When I was shown the charts and the diagrams, to add, divide, and 
measure them; 

When I, sitting, heard the astronomer, where he lectured with much 
applause in the lecture-room, 

How soon, unaccountable, I became tired and sick; 

Till rising and gliding out, I wander’d off by myself, 

In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time, 

Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars. 


Vigil Strange I Kept on the Field One Night 


Vigil strange I kept on the field one night: 

When you, my son and my comrade, dropt at my side that day, 

One look I but gave, which your dear eyes return’d, with a look I 
shall never forget; 

One touch of your hand to mine, O boy, reach’d up as you lay on the 
ground; 

Then onward I sped in the battle, the even-contested battle; 

Till late in the night reliev’d, to the place at last again I made my 
way; 

Found you in death so cold, dear comrade—found your body, son of 
responding kisses, (never again on earth responding;) 

Bared your face in the starlight—curious the scene—cool blew the 
moderate night-wind; 

Long there and then in vigil I stood, dimly around me the battlefield 
spreading; 

Vigil wondrous and vigil sweet, there in the fragrant silent night; 

But not a tear fell, not even a long-drawn sigh—Long, long I gazed; 

Then on the earth partially reclining, sat by your side, leaning my 
chin in my hands; 

Passing sweet hours, immortal and mystic hours with you, dearest 
comrade—Not a tear, not a word; 

Vigil of silence, love and death—vigil for you my son and my soldier, 

As onward silently stars aloft, eastward new ones upward stole; 

Vigil final for you, brave boy, (I could not save you, swift was your 
death, 
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T faithfully loved you and cared for you living—I think we shall surely 
meet again;) 

Till at latest lingering of the night, indeed just as the dawn appear’d, 

My comrade I wrapt in his blanket, envelop’d well his form, 

Folded the blanket well, tucking it carefully over head, and carefully 
under feet; 

And there and then, and bathed by the rising sun, my son in hi; grave, 
in his rude-dug grave I deposited; 

Ending my vigil strange with that—vigil of night and battlefield dim; 

Vigil for boy of responding kisses, (never again on earth responding;) 

Vigil for comrade swiftly slain—vigil I never forget, how as day 
brighten’d, 

I rose from the chill ground, and folded my soldier well in his 
blanket, 

And buried him where he fell. 


Death Carol 


FROM ‘‘ WHEN LILACS LAST IN THE DOOR-YARD BLOOM’D”” 


Come, lovely and soothing Death, 

Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving, 
In the day, in the night, to all, to each, 

Sooner or later, delicate Death. 


Prais’d be the fathomless universe, 

For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious; 
And for love, sweet love—But praise! praise! praise! 
For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding Death. 


Dark Mother, always gliding near, with soft feet, 

Have none chanted for thee a chant of fullest welcome? 

Then I chant it for thee—I glorify thee above all; 

I bring thee a song that when thou must indeed come, come un« 
falteringly. 


Approach, strong Deliveress! 
When it is so—when thou hast taken them, I joyously sing the dead, 
Lost in the loving, floating ocean of thee, 


Laved in the flood of thy bliss, O Death. 
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From me to thee glad serenades, 

Dances for thee I propose, saluting thee—adornments and feastings 
for thee; 

And the sights of the open landscape, and the high-spread sky, are 
fitting, 

And life and the fields, and the huge and thoughtful night. 


The night, in silence, under many a star; 

The ocean shore, and the husky whispering wave, whose voice I know; 
And the soul turning to thee, O vast and well-veil’d Death, 

And the body gratefully nestling close to thee. 


Over the tree-tops I float thee a song! 

Over the rising and sinking waves—over the myriad fields, and the 
prairies wide; 

Over the dense-pack’d cities all, and the teeming wharves and ways, 

I float this carol with joy, with joy to thee, O Death! 


Pioneers! O Pioneers! 


I 


Come, my tan-faced children, 
Follow well in order, get your weapons ready; 
Have you your pistols? have you your sharp edged axes? 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


II 


For we cannot tarry here, 
We must march, my darlings, we must bear the brunt of danger, 
We, the youthful sinewy races, all the rest on us depend, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


Ill 


O you youths, western youths, 
So impatient, full of action, full of manly pride and friendship, 
Plain I see you, western youths, see you tramping with the foremost, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 
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IV 


Have the elder races halted? 
Do they droop and end their lesson, wearied, over there beyond the 
seas? 
We take up the task eternal, and the burden, and the lesson, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


Vv 


All the past we leave behind; 
We debouch upon a newer, mightier world, varied world, 
Fresh and strong the world we seize, world of labor and the march, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


VI 


We detachments steady throwing, 
Down the edges, through the passes, up the mountains steep, 
Conquering, holding, daring, venturing, as we go, the unknown ways 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


x 


O resistless, restless race! 
O beloved race in all! O my breast aches with tender love for all! 
O I mourn and yet exult—I am rapt with love for all, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XIII 


On and on, the compact ranks, 
With accessions ever waiting, with the places of the dead quickly 
fill’d, 
Through the battle, through defeat, moving yet and never stopping. 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XIV 


O to die advancing on! 
Are there some of us to droop and die? has the hour come? 
Then upon the march we fittest die, soon and sure the gap is fill’d, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 
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XV 


All the pulses of the world, 
Falling in, they beat for us, with the western movement beat; 
Holding single or together, steady moving, to the front, all for us, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XVI 


Life’s involv’d and varied pageants, 
All the forms and shows, all the workmen at their work, 
All the seamen and the landsmen, all the masters with their slaves, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XVII 


All the hapless silent lovers, 
All the prisoners in the prisons, all the righteous and the wicked, 
All the joyous, all the sorrowing, all the living, all the dying, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XVIII 


I too with my soul and body, 
We, a curious trio, picking, wandering on our way, 
Through these shores, amid the shadows, with the apparitions 
pressing, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XIX 


Lo! the darting bowling orb! 
Lo! the brother orbs around! all the clustering suns and planets; 
All the dazzling days, all the mystic nights with dreams, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XX 


These are of us, they are with us, 
Ali for primal needed work, while the followers there in embryo wait 
behind, 
We to-day’s procession heading, we the route for travel clearing, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 
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XXI 


O you daughters of the west! 

O you young and elder daughters! O you mothers and you wives! 

Never must you be divided, in our ranks you move united, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XXII 


Minstrels latent on the prairies! 
(Shrouded bards of other lands! you may sleep—you have done your 
work;) 
Soon I hear you coming warbling, soon you rise and tramp amid us, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XXIII 


Not for delectations sweet; . 
Not the cushion and the slipper, not the peaceful and the studious; 
Not the riches safe and palling, not for us the tame enjoyment, 

Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XXIV 


Do the feasters gluttonous feast? 
Do the corpulent sleepers sleep? have they lock’d and bolted doors? 
Still be ours the diet hard, and the blanket on the ground, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XXV 


Has the night descended? 
Was the road of late so toilsome? did we stop discouraged, nodding 
on our way? 
Yet a passing hour I yield you, in your tracks to pause oblivious, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 


XXVI 


Till with sound of trumpet, 
Far, far off the day-break call—hark! how loud and clear I hear it 
wind; 
Swift! to the head of the army!—swift! spring to your places, 
Pioneers! O pioneers! 
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Others abide our question. Thou art free. 
We ask and ask—Thou smilest and art still, 
Out-topping knowledge. For the loftiest hill, 
Who to the stars uncrowns his majesty, 


Planting his stedfast footsteps in the sea, 
Making the heaven of heavens his dwelling-place, 
Spares but the cloudy border of his base 

To the foil’d searching of mortality; 


And thou, whe didst the stars and sunbeams know 
Self-school’d, self-scann’d, self-honour’d, self-secure. 
Didst tread on earth unguess’d at.—Better so! 


All pains the immortal spirit must endure, 
All weakness which impairs, all griefs which bow, 
Find their sole speech in that victorious brow. 


The Forsaken Merman 


Come, dear children, let us away; 
Down and away below! 

Now my brothers call from the bay, 
Now the great winds shoreward blow, 
Now the salt tides seaward flow; 

Now the wild white horses play, 
Champ and chafe and toss in the spray 
Children dear, let us away! 

This way, this way! 


Call her once before you go— 
Call once yet! 

In a voice that she will know: 
“Margaret! Margaret!” 
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Children’s voices should be dear 

(Call once more) to a mother’s ear; 
Children’s voices, wild with pain— 
Surely she will come again! 

Call her once and come away; 

This way, this way! 

“Mother dear, we cannot stay! 

The wild white horses foam and fret.” 
Margaret! Margaret! 


Come, dear children, come away down; 

Call no more! 

One last look at the white-wall’d town. 

And the little grey church on the windy shore3 
Then come down! 

She will not come though you call all day; 
Come away, come away! 


Children aear, was it yesterday 

We heard the sweet bells over the bay? 
In the caverns where we lay, 

Through the surf and through the swell, 
The far-off sound of a silver bell? 
Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 
Where the winds are all asleep; 

Where the spent lights quiver ana gleam, 
Where the salt weed sways in the stream, 
Where the sea-beasts, ranged all round, 
Feed in the ooze of their pasture-ground; 
Where the sea-snakes coil and twine, 
Dry their mail and bask in the brine; 
Where great whales come sailing by, 

Sail and sail, with unshut eye, 

Round the world for ever and aye? 
When did music come this way? 
Children dear, was it yesterday? 


Children dear, was it yesterday 

(Call yet once) that she went away? 

Once she sate with you and me, 

Un a red gold throne in the heart of the sea, 
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And the youngest sate on her knee. 

She comb’d its bright hair, and she tended it well, 
When down swung the sound of a far-off bell. 

She sigh’d, she look’d up through the clear green sea; 
She said: “I must go, for my kinsfolk pray 

In the little grey church on the shore to-day. 

*Twill be Easter-time in the world—ah me! 

And I lose my poor soul, Merman! here with thee.” 
I said: “Go up, dear heart, through the waves; 

Say thy prayer, and come back to the kind sea-caves!” 
She smiled, she went up through the surf in the bay. 
Children dear, was it yesterday? 


Children dear, were we long alone? 

“The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan; 

Long prayers,” I said, “In the world they say; 

Come!”’ I said; and we rose through the surf in the bay. 
We went up the beach, by the sandy down 

Where the sea-stocks bloom, to the white-wall’d town; 
Through the narrow paved streets, where all was still, 
To the little grey church on the windy hill. 

From the church came a murmur of folk at their prayers, 
But we stood without in the cold blowing airs. 

We climb’d on the graves, on the stones worn with rains, 
And we gazed up the aisle through the small leaded panes. 
She sate by the pillar; we saw her clear: 

“Margaret, hist! come quick, we are here! 

Dear heart,” I said, ‘‘we are long alone; 

The sea grows stormy, the little ones moan.” 

But, ah, she gave me never a look, 

For her eyes were seal’d to the holy book! 

Loud prays the priest; shut stands the door. 

Come away, children, call no more! 

Come away, come down, call no more! 


Down, down, down! 

Down to the depths of the sea! 

She sits at her wheel in the humming town, 
Singing most joyfully. 

Hark what she sings: “O joy, O joy, 

For the humming street, and the child with its toy! 
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For the priest and the bell, and the holy well; 
For the wheel where I[ spun, 

And the blessed light of the sun!’’ 

And so she sings her fill, 

Singing most joyfully, 

Till the spindle drops from her hand, 

And the whizzing wheel stands still. 

She steals to the window, and looks at the sand, 
And over the sand at the sea; 

And her eyes are set in a stare; 

And anon there breaks a sigh, 

And anon there drops a tear, 

From a sorrow-clouded eye, 

And a heart sorrow-laden, 

A long, long sigh 

For the cold strange eyes of a little Mermaiden, 
And the gleam of her golden hair. 


Come away, away children; 
Come children, come down! 
The hoarse wind blows colder; 
Lights shine in the town. 

She will start from her slumber 
When gusts shake the door; 
She will hear the winds howling, 
Will hear the waves roar. 

We shall see, while above us 
The waves roar and whirl, 

A ceiling of amber, 

A pavement of pearl. 

Singing: ‘‘Here came a mortal, 
But faithless was she! 

And alone dwell for ever 

The kings of the sea.” 


But, children, at midnight, 
When soft the winds blow, 
When clear falls the moonlight, 
When spring-tides are low; 


MATTHEW ARNOLD 487 


When sweet airs come seaward 
From heaths starr’d with broom, 
And high rocks throw mildly 

On the blanch’d sands a gloom; 
Up the still, glistening beaches, 
Up the creeks we will hie, 

Over banks of bright seaweed 
The ebb-tide leaves dry. 

We will gaze, from the sand-hills. 
At the white, sleeping town; 

At the church on the hill-side— 
And then come back down. 
Singing: ‘There dwells a loved one, 
But cruel is she! 

She left lonely for ever 

The kings of the sea.” 


Requtescat 


Strew on her roses, roses, 
And never a spray of yew! 
In quiet she reposes; 


Ah! would that I did too. 


Her mirth the world required; 
She bathed it in smiles of glee. 

But her heart was tired, tired, 
And now they let her be. 


Her life was turning, turning, 
In mazes of heat and sound; 

Bur for peace her soul was yearning, 
And now peace laps her round. 


Her cabin’d, ample spirit, 

It flutter’d and fail’d for breath; 
To-night it doth inherit 

The vasty hall of death. 
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Sohrab’s Death 


FROM “‘SOHRAB AND RUSTUM” 


. . . He spoke, and Sohrab kindied at his taunts, 
And he too drew his sword; at once they rush’d 
Together, as two eagles on one prey 

Come rushing down together from the clouds, 

One from the east, one from the west; their shields 
Dash’d with a clang together, and a din 

Rose, such as that the sinewy wood-cutters 

Make often in the forest’s heart at morn, 

Of hewing axes, crashing trees—such blows 
Rustum and Sohrab on each other hail’d. 

And you would say that sun and stars took part 

In that unnatural conflict; for a cloud 

Grew suddenly in heaven, and dark’d the sun 

Over the fighters’ heads; and a wind rose 

Under their feet, and moaning swept the plain, 
And in a sandy whirlwind wrapp’d the pair. 

In gloom they twain were wrapp’d, and they alone; 
For both the on-looking hosts on either hand 

Stood in broad daylight, and the sky was pure, 
And the sun sparkled on the Oxus stream. 

But in the gloom they fought, with blood-shot eyes 
And labouring breath; first Rustum struck the shield 
Which Sohrab held stiff out; the steel-spiked spear 
Rent the tough plates, but fail’d to reach the skin, 
And Rustum pluck’d it back with angry groan. 
Then Sohrab with his sword smote Rustum’s helm, 
Nor clove its steel quite through; but all the crest 
He shore away, and that proud horse-hair plume, 
Never till now defiled, sank to the dust; 

And Rustum bow’d his head; but then the gloom 
Grew blacker, thunder rumbled in the air, 

And lightnings rent the cloud; and Ruksh, the horse, 
Who stood at hand, utter’d a dreadful cry;— 

No horse’s cry was that, most like the roar 

Of some pain’d desert-lion, who all day 

Hath trail’d the hunter’s javelin in his side 

And comes at night to die upon the sand. 
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The two hosts heard that cry, and quaked for fear, 
And Oxus curdled as it cross’d his stream. 

But Sohrab heard, and quail’d not, but rush’d on, 
And struck again; and again Rustum bow’d 

His head; but this time all the blade, like glass, 
Sprang in a thousand shivers on the helm, 

And in the hand the hilt remain’d alone. 

Then Rustum raised his head; his dreadful eyes 
Glared, and he shook on high his menacing spear, 
And shouted: Rustum !—Sohrab heard that shout, 
And shrank amazed; back he recoil’d one step, 

And scann’d with blinking eyes the advancing form; 
And then he stood bewilder’d and he dropp’d 

His covering shield, and the spear pierced his side— 
He reel’d, and staggering back, sank to the ground. 
And then the gloom dispersed, and the wind fell, 
And the bright sun broke forth, and melted all 

The cloud; and the two armies saw the pair;— 

Saw Rustum standing, safe upon his feet, 

And Sohrab, wounded, on the bloody sand. 

Then, with a bitter smile, Rustum began:— 
“‘Sohrab, thou thoughtest in thy mind to kill 
A Persian lord this day, and strip his corpse, 

And bear thy trophies to Afrasiab’s tent. 

Or else that the great Rustum would come down 
Himself to fight, and that thy wiles would move 
His heart to take a gift, and let thee go. 

And then that all the Tartar host would praise 
Thy courage or thy craft, and spread thy fame, 
To glad thy father in his weak old age. 

Fool, thou art slain, and by an unknown man! 
Dearer to the red jackals shalt thou be 

Than to thy friends, and to thy father old.” 

And, with a fearless mien, Sohrab replied :— 
“Unknown thou art; yet thy fierce vaunt is vain, 
Thou dost not slay me, proud and boastful man! 
No! Rustum slays me, and this filial heart. 

For were I match’d with ten such men as thou, 
And I were he who till to-day I was, 

They should be lying here, I standing there. 
But that beloved name unnerv’d my arm— 
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That name, and something, I confess, in thee, 
Which troubles all my heart, and made my shield 
Fall; and thy spear transfix’d an unarm’d foe. 
And now thou boastest, and insult’st my fate. 
But hear thou this, fierce man, tremble to hear: 
The mighty Rustum shall avenge my death! 
My father, whom I seek through all the world, 
He shall avenge my death, and punish thee!” 

As when some hunter in the spring hath found 
A breeding eagle sitting on her nest, 

Upon the craggy isle of a hill-lake, 

And pierced her with an arrow as she rose, 
And follow’d her to find her where she fell 
Far off;—anon her mate comes winging back 
From hunting, and a great way off descries 
His huddling young left sole; at that, he checks 
His pinion, and with short uneasy sweeps 
Circles above his eyry, with loud screams 
Chiding his mate back to her nest; but she 
Lies dying, with the arrow in her side, 

In some far stony gorge out of his ken, 

A heap of fluttering feathers—never more 

Shall the lake glass her, flying over it; 

Never the black and dripping precipices 

Echo her stormy scream as she sails by— 

As that poor bird flies home, nor knows his loss, 
So Rustum knew not his own loss, but stood 
Over his dying son, and knew him not. 

And with a cold, incredulous voice, he said:— 
“What prate is this of fathers and revenge? 
The mighty Rustum never had a son.” 

And, with a failing voice, Sohrab replied :-— 
“*Ah yes, he had! and that lost son am I. 

Surely the news will one day reach his ear, 

Reach Rustum, where he sits, and tarries long 
Somewhere, I know not where, but far from here; 
And pierce him like a stab, and make him leap 

To arms, and cry for vengeance upon thee. 

Fierce man, bethink thee, for an only son! 

What will that grief, what will that vengeance be? 
Oh, could I live, till I that grief had seen! 
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Yet him I pity not so much, but her, 
My mother, who in Ader-baijan dwells 
With that old king, her father, who grows gray 
With age, and rules over the valiant Koords. 
Her most I pity, who no more will see 
Sohrab returning from the Tartar camp, 
With spoils and honour, when the war is done; 
But a dark rumor will be bruited up, 
From tribe to tribe, until it reach her ear; 
And then will that defenceless woman learn 
That Sohrab will rejoice her sight no more, 
But that in battle with a nameless foe, 
By the far-distant Oxus, he is slain.” 

He spoke: and as he ceased, he wept aloud, 
Thinking of her he left, and his own death. 
He spoke; but Rustum listen’d, plung’d in thought. 
Nor did he yet believe it was his son 
Who spoke, although he call’d back names he knew; 
For he had had sure tidings that the babe, 
Which was in Ader-baijan born to him, 
Had been a puny girl, no boy at all— 
So that sad mother sent him word, for fear 
Rustum should seek the boy, to train in arms; 
And so he deem’d that either Sohrab took, 
By a false boast, the style of Rustum’s son; 
Or that men gave it him, to swell his fame. 
So deem’d he; yet he listen’d, plung’d in thought, 
And his soul set to grief, as the vast tide 
Of the bright rocking ocean sets to shore 
At the full moon;... 


And he saw that youth, 

Of age and looks to be his own dear son, 

Piteous and lovely, lying on the sand, 

Like some rich hyacinth which by the scythe 

Of an unskilful gardener has been cut, 

Mowing the garden grass-plots near its bed, 

And lies, a fragrant tower of purple bloom, 

On the mown, dying grass—so Sohrab lay, 
Lovely in death, upon the common sand. 

And Rustum gazed on him with grief, and said:— 
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“O Sohrab, thou indeed art such a son 
Whom Rustum, wert thou his, might well have loved. 
Yet here thou errest, Sohrab, or else men 
Have told thee false—thou art not Rustum’s son. 
For Rustum had no son; one child he had— 
But one—a girl; who with her mother now 
Plies some light female task, nor dreams of us— 
Of us she dreams not, nor of wounds, nor war.” 
But Sohrab answer’d him in wrath; for now 
The anguish of the deep-fix’d spear grew fierce, 
And he desired to draw forth the steel, 
And let the blood flow free, and so to die— 
But first he would convince his stubborn foe; 
And, rising sternly on one arm, he said :— 
“Man, who art thou who dost deny my words? 
Truth sits upon the lips of dying men, 
And falsehood, while I lived, was far from mine. 
I tell thee, prick’d upon this arm I bear 
That seal which Rustum to my mother gave, 
That she might prick it on the babe she bore: 
He spoke; and all the blood left Rustum’s cheeks, 
And his knees totter’d, and he smote his hand 
Against his breast, his heavy mailed hand, 
That the hard iron corselet clank’d aloud; 
And to his heart he press’d the other hand, 
And in a hollow voice he spake, and said :— 
“Sohrab, that were a proof which could not lie! 
If thou show this, then art thou Rustum’s son.”’ 
Then, with weak hasty fingers, Sohrab loosed 
His belt, and near the shoulder bared his arm, 
And show’d a sign in faint vermilion points 
Prick’d; as a cunning workman, in Pekin, 
Pricks with vermilion some clear porcelain vase, 
An emperor’s gift—at early morn he paints, 
And all day long, and, when night comes, the lamp 
Lights up his studious forehead and thin hands— 
So delicately prick’d the sign appear’d 
On Sohrab’s arm, the sign of Rustum’s seal. 
It was that griffin, which of old rear’d Zal, 
Rustum’s great father, whom they left to die, 
A helpless babe, among the mountain-rocks; 
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Him that kind creature found, and rear’d, and loved— 


Then Rustum took it for his glorious sign. 

And Sohrab bared that image on his arm, 

And himself scann’d it long with mournful eyes, 

And then he touch’d it with his hand and said:— 
“How say’st thou? Is that sign the proper sign 

Of Rustum’s son, or of some other man’s?’’ 

He spoke: but Rustum gaz’d, and gaz’d, and stood 

Speechless; and then he utter’d one sharp cry— 

O Boy—thy Father !—and his voice chok’d there. 

And then a dark cloud pass’d before his eyes, 

And his head swam, and he sunk down to earth. 

But Sohrab crawl’d to where he lay, and cast 

His arms about his neck, and kiss’d his lips, 

And with fond faltering fingers strok’d his cheeks, 

Trying to call him back to life: and life 

Came back to Rustum, and he op’d his eyes, 

And they stood wide with horror; and he seiz’d 

In both his hands the dust which lay around, 

And threw it on his head, and smirch’d his hair, 

His hair, and face, and beard, and glittering arms: 

And strong convulsive groanings shook his breast, 

And his sobs chok’d him; and he clutch’d his sword, 

To draw it, and forever let life out. 

But Sohrab saw his thought, and held his hands, 

And with a soothing voice he spoke, and said :— 
“Father, forbear: for I but meet to-day 

The doom that at my birth was written down 

In Heaven, and thou art Heaven’s unconscious hand. 

Surely my heart cried out that it was thou, 

When first I saw thee; and thy heart spoke too, 

I know it! but Fate trod those promptings down 

Under its iron heel; Fate, Fate engaged 

The strife, and hurl’d me on my father’s spear. 

But let us speak no more of this: I find 

My father; let me feel that I have found! 

Come, sit beside me on this sand, and take 

My head betwixt thy hands, and kiss my cheeks, 

And wash them with thy tears, and say: My son! 

Quick! quick! for number’d are my sands of life, 

And swift; for like the lightning to this field 
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I came, and like the wind I go away— 
Sudden, and swift, and like a passing wind. 
But it was writ in Heaven that this should be.” 

So said he, and his voice released the heart 
Of Rustum, and his tears broke forth; he cast 
His arms round his son’s neck, and wept aloud, 
And kiss’d him. And awe fell on both the hosts, 
When they saw Rustum’s grief; and Ruksh, the horse, 
With his head bowing to the ground and mane 
Sweeping the dust, came near, and in mute woe 
First to the one, then to the other moved 
His head, as if inquiring what their grief 
Might mean; and from his dark, compassionate eyes, 
The big warm tears roll’d down, and caked the sand. 
But Rustum chid him with stern voice, and said :— 

*Ruksh, now thou grievest; but, O Ruksh, thy feet 
Should first have rotted on their nimble joints, 

Or ere they brought thy master to this field!” 

But Sohrab look’d upon the horse and said :— 
“Is this, then, Ruksh? How often, in past days, 
My mother told me of thee, thou brave steed, 

My terrible father’s terrible horse! and said, 
That I should one day find thy lord and thee. 
Come, let me lay my hand upon thy mane! 

O Ruksh, thou art more fortunate than I; 

For thou hast gone where I shall never go, 

And snuff’d the breezes of my father’s home. 
And thou hast trod the sands of Seistan, 

And seen the River of Helmund, and the Lake 
Of Zirrah; and the aged Zal himself 

Has often stroked thy neck, and given thee food, 
Corn in a golden platter soak’d with wine, 

And said: O Ruksh ! bear Rustum well !—but I 
Have never known my grandsire’s furrow’d face, 
Nor seen his lofty house in Seistan, 

Nor slaked my thirst at the clear Helmund stream; 
But lodged among my father’s foes, and seen 
Afrasiab’s cities only, Samarcand, 

Bokhara, and lone Khiva in the waste, 

And the black Toorkmun tents; and only drunk 
The desert rivers, Moorghab and Tejend, 
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Kohik, and where the Kalmuks feed their sheep, 
The northern Sir; and this great Oxus stream, 
The yellow Oxus, by whose brink I die.”’ 
Then, with a heavy groan, Rustum bewail’d:— 
“Oh, that its waves were flowing over me! 
Oh, that I saw its grains of yellow silt 
Roll tumbling in the current o’er my head!” 
But, with a grave mild voice, Sohrab replied :— 
“Desire not that, my father! thou must live. 
For some are born to do great deeds, and live, 
As some are born to be obscured, and die. 
Do thou the deeds I die too young to do,— 
And reap a second glory in thine age; 
Thou art my father, and thy gain is mine. 
But come! thou seest this great host of men 
Which follow me; I pray thee, slay not these! 
Let me entreat for them; what have they done? 
They follow’d me, my hope, my fame, my star. 
Let them all cross the Oxus back in peace.” ... 
“What should I do with slaying any more? 
For would that all whom I have ever slain 
Might be once more alive—my bitterest foes, 


And they who were call’d champions in their time, 
And through whose death I won that fame I have— 


And I were nothing but a common man, 
A poor, mean soldier, and without renown, 
So thou mightest live too, my son, my son! 
Or rather would that J, even I myself, 
Might now be lying on this bloody sand, 
Near death, and by an ignorant stroke of thine, 
Not thou of mine! and I might die, not thou; 
And I, not thou, be borne to Seistan; 
And Zal might weep above my grave, not thine; 
And say: O son, I weep thee not too sore, 
For willingly, I know, thou met’st thine end ! 
But now in blood and battles was my youth, 
And full of blood and battles is my age, 
And I shall never end this life of blood.” 

Then, at the point of death, Sohrab replied :— 
“*A life of blood indeed, thou dreadful man! 
But thou shalt yet have peace; only not now, 
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Not yet! but thou shalt have it on that day, 
When thou shalt sail in a high-masted ship, 
Thou and the other peers of Kai Khosroo, 
Returning home over the salt blue sea, 
From laying thy dear master in his grave.” 

And Rustum gazed in Sohrab’s face, and said :— 
“Soon be that day, my son, and deep that sea! 
Till then, if fate so wills, let me endure.” 

He spoke; and Sohrab smiled on him, and took 
The spear, and drew it from his side, and eased 
His wound’s imperious anguish; but the blood 
Came welling from the open gash, and life 
Flow’d with the stream: all down his cold white side 
The crimson torrent ran, dim now, and soil’d, 
Like the soil’d tissue of white violets 
Left, freshly gather’d, on their native bank, 

By romping children, whom their nurses call 

From the hot fields at noon: his head droop’d low, 
His limbs grew slack; motionless, white, he lay— 
White, with eyes closed; only when heavy gasps, 
Deep, heavy gasps, quivering through all his frame, 
Convuls’d him back to life, he open’d them, 

And fixed them feebly on his father’s face; 

Till now all strength was ebb’d, and from his limbs 
Unwillingly the spirit fled away, 

Regretting the warm mansion which it left, 

And youth, and bloom, and this delightful world. 

So, on the bloody sand, Sohrab lay dead; 

And the great Rustum drew his horseman’s cloak 
Down o’er his face, and sate by his dead son. 

As those black granite pillars, once high-rear’d 
By Jemshid in Persepolis, to bear 

His house, now ’mid their broken flights of steps 
Lie prone, enormous, down the mountain side— 
So in the sand lay Rustum by his son. 

And night came down over the solemn waste, 
And the two gazing hosts, and that sole pair, 

And darken’d all; and a cold fog, with night, 
Crept from the Oxus. Soon a hum arose, 
As of a great assembly loos’d, and fires 
Began to twinkle through the fog; for now, 
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Both armies moved to camp, and took their meal; 
The Persians took it on the open sands 
Southward, the Tartars by the river marge; 

And Rustum and his son were left alone... . 


Philomela 


Hark! ah, the Nightingale! 

The tawny-throated! 

Hark! from that moonlit cedar what a burst! 
What triumph! hark—what pain! 


O wanderer from a Grecian shore, : 
Still, after many years, in distant lands, 
Stull nourishing in thy bewilder’d brain 
That wild, unquench’d, deep-sunken, old-world pain— 
Say, will it never heal? 
And can this fragrant lawn 
With its cool trees, and night, 
And the sweet, tranquil Thames, 
And moonshine, and the dew, 
To thy rack’d heart and brain 
Afford no balm? 


Dost thou to-night behold 

Here, through the moonlight on this English grass, 

The unfriendly palace in the Thracian wild? 
Dost thou again peruse 

With hot cheeks and sear’d eyes 

The too clear web, and thy dumb Sister’s shame? 
Dost thou once more assay 

Thy flight, and feel come over thee, 

Poor Fugitive, the feathery change 

Once more, and once more seem to make resound 

With love and hate, triumph and agony, 

Lone Daulis, and the high Cephissian vale? 
Listen, Eugenia— 

How thick the bursts come crowding through the leavesf 
Again—thou hearest! 

Eternal Passion! 

Eternal Pain! 
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Dover Beach 


The sea is calm to-night. 

The tide is full, the moon lies fair 

Upon the straits;—on the French coast the light 
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand, 
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay. 
Come to the window, sweet is the night-air! 
Only, from the long line of spray 

Where the sea meets the moon-blanch’d land 
Listen! you hear the grating roar 

Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling 
At their return, up the high strand, 

Begin, and cease, and then again begin, 

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 

The eternal note of sadness in. 


Sophocles long ago 

Heard it on the Hgzan, and it brought 

Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 

Of human misery; we 

Find also in the sound a thought, 

Hearing it by this distant northern sea. 

The sea of faith 

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furl’d. 
But now I only hear 

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 
Retreating to the breath 

Of the night-wind down the vast edges drear 
And naked shingles of the world. 


Ah, love, let us be true 

To one another! for the world, which seems 

To lie before us like a land of dreams, 

So various, so beautiful, so new, 

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, 

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 
And we are here as on a darkling plain 

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight 
Where ignorant armies clash by night. 
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The Last Word 


Creep into thy narrow bed, 
Creep, and let no more be said! 
Vain thy onset! all stands fast; 
Thou thyself must break at last. 


Let the long contention cease! 

' Geese are swans, and swans are geese. 
Let them have it how they will! 
Thou art tired; best be still! 


They out-talk’d thee, hiss’d thee, tore thee. 
Better men fared thus before thee; 

Fired their ringing shot and pass’d, 

Hotly charged—and broke at last. 


Charge once more, then, and be dumb! 
Let the victors, when they come, 
When the forts of folly fall, 

Find thy body by the wall. 
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The Blessed Damozel 


The blessed damozel leaned out 
From the golden bar of Heaven; 
Her eyes were deeper than the depth 

Of waters stilled at even; 
She had three lilies in her hand, 


And the stars in her hair were seven. 


Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hem, 
No wrought flowers did adorn, 

But a white rose of Mary’s gift, 
For service meetly worn; 

Her hair that lay along her back 
Was yellow like ripe corn. 
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Her seemed she scarce had been a day 
One of God’s choristers; 

The wonder was not yet quite gone 
From that still look of hers; 

Albeit, to them she left, her day 
Had counted as ten years. 


(To one, it is ten years of years. 
... Yet now, and in this place, 
Surely she leaned o’er me—her hair 

Fell all about my face... 
Nothing: the autumn fall of leaves. 
The whole year sets apace.) 


It was the rampart of God’s house 
That she was standing on; 

By God built over the sheer depth 
The which is Space begun; 

So high, that looking downward thence 
She scarce could see the sun. 


It lies in Heaven, across the flood 
Of ether, as a bridge. 

Beneath, the tides of day and night 
With flame and darkness ridge 
The void, as low as where this earth 

Spins like a fretful midge. 


Around her, lovers, newly met 
’Mid deathless love’s acclaims, 
Spoke evermore among themselves 

Their heart-remembered names; 
And the souls mounting up to God 
Went by her like thin flames. 


And still she bowed herself and stooped 
Out of the circling charm; 

Until her bosom must have made 
The bar she leaned on warm, 

And the lilies lay as if asleep 
Along her bended arm. 
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From the fixed place of Heaven she saw 
Time like a pulse shake fierce 

Through all the world. Her gaze still strove 
Within the gulf to pierce 

Its path; and now she spoke as when 
The stars sang in their spheres. 


The sun was gone now; the curled moon 
Was like a little feather 
Fluttering far down the gulf; and now 
She spoke through the still weather. 
Her voice was like the voice the stars 
Had when they sang together. 


(Ah sweet! Even now, in that bird’s song, 
Strove not her accents there, 

Fain to be hearkened? When those bells 
Possessed the mid-day air, 

Strove not her steps to reach my side 
Down all the echoing stair?) 


“T wish that he were come to me, 
For he will come,” she said. 

“Have I not prayed in Heaven?—on earth, 
Lord, Lord, has he not pray’d? 

Are not two prayers a perfect strength? 
And shall I feel afraid? 


“When round his head the aureole clings, 
And he is clothed in white, 

T’ll take his hand and go with him 
To the deep wells of light; 

As unto a stream we will step down, 


And bathe there in God’s sight. 


““We two will stand beside that shrine, 
Occult, withheld, untrod, 

Whose lamps are stirred continually 
With prayer sent up to God; 

And see our old prayers, granted, melt 
Each like a little cloud. 
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“We two will lie i’ the shadow of 
That living mystic tree 

Within whose secret growth the Dove 
Is sometimes felt to be, 

While every leaf that His plumes touch 
Saith His Name audibly. 


“And I myself will teach to him, 
I myself, lying so, 

The songs I sing here; which his voice 
Shall pause in, hushed and slow, 

And find some knowledge at each pause, 
Or some new thing to know.” 


(Alas! We two, we two, thou say’st! 
Yea, one wast thou with me 

That once of old. But shall God lift 
To endless unity 

The soul whose likeness with thy soul 
Was but its love for thee?) 


“We two,” she said, “will seek the groves 
Where the lady Mary is, 

With her five handmaidens, whose names 
Are five sweet symphonies, 

Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen, 
Margaret and Rosalys. 


“Circlewise sit they, with bound locks 
And foreheads garlanded; 

Into the fine cloth white like flame 
Weaving the golden thread, 

To fashion the birth-robes for them 
Who are just born, being dead. 


‘He shall fear, haply, and be dumb: 
Then will I lay my cheek 

To his, and tell about our love, 
Not once abashed or weak: 

And the dear Mother will approve 
My pride, and let me speak. 
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“Herself shall bring us, hand in hand, 
To Him round whom all souls 

Kneel, the clear-ranged unnumbered heads 
Bowed with their aureoles: 

And angels meeting us shall sing 
To their citherns and citoles. 


“There will I ask of Christ the Lord 
Thus much for him and me:— 

Only to live as once on earth 
With Love, only to be, 

As then awhile, forever now 
Together, I and he.” 


She gazed and listened and then said, 
Less sad of speech than mild,— 

** All this is when he comes.”’ She ceased. 
The light thrilled towards her, fill’d 

With angels in strong level flight. 
Her eyes prayed, and she smil’d. 


(I saw her smile.) But soon their path 
Was vague in distant spheres: 

And then she cast her arms along 
The golden barriers, 

And laid her face between her hands, 
And wept. (I heard her tears.) 


The Woodspurge 


The wind flapped loose, the wind was still, 
Shaken out dead from tree and hill: 

I had walked on at the wind’s will,— 

I sat now, for the wind was still. 


Between my knees my forehead was,— 
My lips, drawn in, said not Alas! 

My hair was over in the grass, 

My naked ears heard the day pass. 
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My eyes, wide open, had the run 

Of some ten weeds to fix upon; 

Among those few, out of the sun, 

The woodspurge flowered, three cups in one. 


From perfect grief there need not be 
Wisdom or even memory: 

One thing then learnt remains to me,— 
The woodspurge has a cup of three. 


SO NUN-E ia 
FROM “THE HOUSE OF LIFE” 
Lovesight 


When do I see thee most, beloved one? 
When in the light the spirits of mine eyes 
Before thy face, their altar, solemnize 
The worship of that Love through thee made known? 
Or when in the dusk hours, (we two alone,) 
Close-kissed and eloquent of still replies 
Thy twilight-hidden glimmering visage lies, 
And my soul only sees thy soul its own? 


O love, my love! if [ no more should see 
Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee, 
Nor image of thine eyes in any spring,— 
How then should sound upon Life’s darkening slope 
The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope, 
The wind of Death’s imperishable wing? 


Silent Noon 


Your hands lie open in the long fresh grass,— 
The finger-points look through like rosy blooms: 
Your eyes smile peace. The pasture gleams and glooms 
*Neath billowing skies that scatter and amass. 
All round our nest, far as the eye can pass, 
Are golden kingcup-fields with silver edge 
Where the cow-parsley skirts the hawthorn-hedge. 
’Tis visible silence, still as the hour-glass. 
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Deep in the sun-searched growths the dragon-fly 
Hangs like a blue thread loosened from the sky :— 
So this wing’d hour is dropt to us from above. 
Oh! clasp we to our hearts, for deathless dower, 

This close-companioned inarticulate hour 
When twofold silence was the song of love. 


Heart's Compass 


Sometimes thou seem’st not as thyself alone, 
But as the méaning of all things that are; 
A breathless wonder, shadowing forth afar 

Some heavenly solstice hushed and halcyon; 

Whose unstirred lips are music’s visible tone; 
Whose eyes the sun-gate of the soul unbar, 
Being of its furthest fires oracular;— 

The evident heart of all life sown and mown. 


Even such Love is; and is not thy name Love? 
Yea, by thy hand the Love-god rends apart 
All gathering clouds of Night’s ambiguous art; 
Flings them far down, and sets thine eyes above; 
And simply, as some gage of flower or glove, 
Stakes with a smile the world against thy heart. 


Wtllowwood 


I sat with Love upon a woodside well, 
Leaning across the water, I and he; 
Nor ever did he speak nor looked at me, 
But touched his lute wherein was audible 
The certain secret thing he had to tell: 
Only our mirrored eyes met silently 
In the low wave; and that sound came to be 
The passionate voice I knew; and my tears fell. 


And at their fall, his eyes beneath grew hers; 
And with his foot and with his wing-feathers 
He swept the spring that watered my heart’s drouth. 
Then the dark ripples spread to waving hair, 
And as I stooped, her own lips rising there 
Bubbled with brimming kisses at my mouth. 
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The Choice 


I 


Eat thou and drink; to-morrow thou shalt die. 

Surely the earth, that’s wise being very old, 

Needs not our help. Then loose me, love, and hold 
Thy sultry hair up from my face; that I 
May pour for thee this yellow wine, brim-high, 

Till round the glass thy fingers glow like gold. 

We'll drown all hours: thy song, while hours are toll’d, 
Shall leap, as fountains veil the changing sky. 


Now kiss, and think that there are really those, 
My own high-bosomed beauty, who increase 
Vain gold, vain lore, and yet might choose our way! 
Through many days they toil; then comes a day 
They die not,—never having lived,—but cease; 
And round their narrow lips the mould falls close. 


II 


Think thou and act; to-morrow thou shalt die. 
Outstretched in the sun’s warmth upon the shore, 
Thou say’st: ‘‘Man’s measured path is all gone o’er: 

Up all his years, steeply, with strain and sigh, 

Man clomb until he touched the truth; and I, 

Even I, am he whom it was destined for.” 
How should this be? Art thou then so much more 

Than they who sowed, that thou shouldst reap thereby? 


Nay, come up hither. From this wave-washed mound 
Unto the furthest flood-brim look with me; 

Then reach on with thy thought till it be drown’d. 
Miles and miles distant though the last line be, 

And though thy soul sail leagues and leagues beyond,— 
Still, leagues beyond those leagues, there is more sea. 


A Superscription 


Look in my face; my name is Might-have-been; 
I am also called No-more, Too-late, Farewell: 
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Unto thine ear I hold the dead-sea shell 

Cast up thy Life’s foam-fretted feet between; 

Unto thine eyes the glass where that is seen 
Which had Life’s form and Love’s, but by my spell 
Is now a shaken shadow 1.:tolerable, 

Of ultimate things unuttered the frail screen. 


Mark me, how still I am! But should there dart 

One moment through thy soul the soft surprise 

Of that winged Peace which lulls the breath of sighs,— 
Then shalt thou see me smile, and turn apart 
Thy visage to mine ambush at thy heart 

Sleepless with cold commemorative eyes. 


Lost Days 


The lost days of my life until to-day, 
What were they, could I see them on the street 
Lie as they fell? Would they be ears of wheat 
Sown once for food but trodden into clay? 
Or golden coins squandered and still to pay? 
Or drops of blood dabbling the guilty feet? 
Or such spilt water as in dreams must cheat 
The throats of men in Hell, who thirst alway? 


I do not see them here; but after death 
God knows I know the faces I shall see, 

Each one a murdered self, with low last breath. 
“T am thyself,—what hast thou done to me?” 

**And I—and I—thyself,” (lo! each one saith,) 
‘And thou thyself to all eternity!” 


GEORGE MEREDITH 
1828-1909 


From “Love in the Valley” 


Under yonder beech-tree single on the green-sward, 
Couched with her arms behind her golden head, 

Knees and tresses folded to slip and ripple idly, 
Ties my young love sleeping in the shade. 
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Had I the heart to slide an arm beneath her, 
Press her parting lips as her waist I gather slow, 
Waking in amazement she could not but embrace me: 
Then would she hold me and never let me go? 


Shy as the squirrel and wayward as the swallow, 
Swift as the swallow along the river’s light 
Circleting the surface to meet his mirrored winglets, 
Fleeter she seems in her stay than in her flight. 
Shy as the squirrel that leaps among the pine-tops, 
Wayward as the swallow overhead at set of sun, 
She whom I love is hard to catch and conquer, 
Hard, but O the glory of the winning were she won! 


When her mother tends her before the laughing mirror, 
Tying up her laces, looping up her hair, 

Often she thinks, were this wild thing wedded, 
More love should I have, and much less care. 

When her inother tends her before the lighted mirror, 
Loosening her laces, combing down her curls, 

Often she thinks, were this wild thing wedded, 
I should miss but one for many boys and girls. 


Lovely are the curves of the white owl sweeping 
Wavy in the dusk lit by one large star. 
Lone on the fir-branch, his rattle-note unvaried, 
Brooding o’er the gloom, spins the brown evejar. 
Darker grows the valley, more and more forgetting: 
So were it with me if forgetting could be willed. 
Tell the grassy hollow that holds the bubbling well-spring, 
Tell it to forget the source that keeps it filled. 


Happy happy time, when the white star hovers 
Low over dim fields fresh with bloomy dew, 
Near the face of dawn, that draws athwart the darkness, 
Threading it with colour, like yewberries the yew. 
Thicker crowd the shades as the grave East deepens 
Glowing, and with crimson a long cloud swells. 
Maiden still the morn is; and strange she is, and secret; 
Strange her eyes; her cheeks are cold as cold sea-shells. 


ES 
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Mcther of the dews, dark eye-lashed twilight, 
Low-lidded twilight, o’er the valley’s brim, 
Rounding on thy breast sings the dew-delighted skylark, 
Clear as though the dewdrops had their voice in him. 
Hidden where the rose-flush drinks the rayless planet, 
Fountain-full he pours the spraying fountain-showers. 
Let me hear her laughter, I would have her ever 
Cold as dew in twilight, the lark above the flowers. 


Yellow with birdfoot-trefoil are the grass-glades; 
Yellow with cinquefoil of the dew-grey leaf; 

Yellow with stonecrop; the moss-mounds are yellow; 
Blue-necked the wheat sways, yellowing to the sheaf. 

Green-yellow bursts from the copse the laughing yaflle; 
Sharp as a sickle is the edge of shade and shine: 

Earth in her heart laughs looking at the heavens, 
Thinking of the harvest: I look and think of mine. 


Doves of the fir-wood walling high our red roof 
Through the long noon coo, crooning through the coo, 
Loose droop the leaves, and down the sleepy roadway 
Sometimes pipes a chafhinch; loose droops the blue. 
Cows flap a slow tail knee-deep in the river, 
Breathless, given up to sun and gnat and fly. 
Nowhere is she seen; and if I see her nowhere, 
Lightning may come, straight rains and tiger sky. 


O the golden sheaf, the rustling treasure-armful! 
O the nutbrown tresses nodding interlaced! 
O the treasure-tresses one another over 
Nodding! O the girdle slack about the waist! 
Slain are the poppies that shot their random scarlet 
Quick amid the wheatears: wound about the waist, 
Gathered, see these brides of Earth one blush of ripeness! 
O the nutbrown tresses nodding interlaced! 


Large and smoky red the sun’s cold disk drops, 
Clipped by naked hills, on violet shaded snow: 

Eastward large and still lights up a bower of moonrise, 
Whence at her leisure steps the moon aglow. 
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Nightlong on black print-branches our beech-tree 
Gazes in this whiteness: nightlong could I. 

Here may life on death or death on life be painted 
Let me clasp her soul to know she cannot die! 


Could I find a place to be alone with heaven, 
I would speak my heart out: heaven is my need. 
Every woodland tree is flushing like the dogwood, 
Flashing like the whitebeam, swaying like the reed. 
Flushing like the dogwood crimson in October; 
Streaming like the flag-reed South-west blown; 
Flashing as in gusts the sudden-lighted whitebeam: 
All seem to know what is for heaven alone. 


Dirge in Woods 


A wind sways the pines, 
And below 
Not a breath of wild air; 
Still as the mosses that glow 
On the flooring and over the lines 
Of the roots here and there. 
The pine-tree drops its dead; 
They are quiet, as under the sea. 
Overheard, overhead 
Rushes life in a race, 
As the clouds the clouds chase; 
And we go, 
And we drop like the fruits of the tree 
Even we, 
Even so. 


From “Modern Love’? 


In our old shipwrecked days there was an hour, 
When in the firelight steadily aglow, 

Joined slackly, we beheld the red chasm grow 
Among the clicking coals. Our library-bower 
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That eve was left to us: and hushed we sat 

As lovers to whom time is whispering. 

From sudden-opened doors we heard them sing: 
The nodding elders mixed good wine with chat. 
Well knew we that Life’s greatest treasure lay 
With us, and of it was our talk. ‘Ah, yes! 
Love dies!’’ I said: I never thought it less. 

She yearned to me that sentence to unsay. 
Then when the fire domed blackening, I found 
Her cheek was salt against my kiss, and swift 
Up the sharp scale of sobs her breast did lift:— 
Now am I haunted by that taste! that sound! 


We saw the swallows gathering in the sky, 

And in the osier-isle we heard them noise. 

We had not to look back on summer joys, 

Or forward to a summer of bright dye: 

But in the largeness of the evening earth 

Our spirits grew as we went side by side. 

The hour became her husband and my bride. 

Love that had robbed us so, thus blessed our dearth! 
The pilgrims of the year waxed very loud 

In multitudinous chatterings, as the flood 

Full brown came from the West, and like pale blood 
Expanded to the upper crimson cloud. 

Love that had robbed us of immortal things, 

This little moment mercifully gave, 

Where I have seen across the twilight wave 

The swan sail with her young beneath her wings. 


Thus piteously Love closed what he begat: 

The union of this ever-diverse pair! 

These two were rapid falcons in a snare, 
Condemned to do the flitting of the bat. 

Lovers beneath the singing sky of May, 

They wandered once; clear as the dew on flowers: 
But they fed not on the advancing hours: 

Their hearts held cravings for the buried day. 
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Then each applied to each that fatal knife, 
Deep questioning, which probes to endless dole. 
Ah, what a dusty answer gets the soul 

When hot for certainties in this our life!— 

In tragic hints here see what evermore 

Moves dark as yonder midnight ocean’s force, 
Thundering like ramping hosts of warrior horse, 
To throw that faint thin line upon the shore! 


CHRISTINA GEORGINA ROSSETTI 
1830-1894 


A Birthday 


My heart is like a singing bird 
Whose nest is in a watered shoot; 
My heart is like an apple-tree 
Whose boughs are bent with thick-set fruit; 
My heart is like a rainbow shell 
That paddles in a halcyon sea; 
My heart is gladder than all these 
Because my love 1s come to me. 


Raise me a dais of silk and down; 
Hang it with vair and purple dyes; 
Carve it in doves and pomegranates, 
And peacocks with a hundred eyes; 
Work it in gold and silver grapes, 
In leaves and silver fleurs-de-lys; 
Because the birthday of my life 
Is come, my love is come to me. 


Remember 


Remember me when I am gone away, 

Gone far away into the silent land; 

When you can no more hold me by the hand, 
Nor I half turn to go, yet turning stay. 
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Remember me when no more, day by day, 
You tell me of our future that you planned: 
Only remember me; you understand 

It will be late to counsel then or pray. 

Yet if you should forget me for a while 
And afterwards remember, do not grieve: 
For if the darkness and corruption leave 
A vestige of the thoughts that once I had, 

Better by far you should forget and smile 
Than that you should remember and be sad. 


Song 


When I am dead, my dearest, 
Sing no sad songs for me; 
Plant thou no roses at my head, 
Nor shady cypress-tree: 
Be the green grass above me 
With showers and dewdrops wet; 
And if thou wilt, remember, 
And if thou wilt, forget. 


I shall not see the shadows, 
I shall not feel the rain; 
I shall not hear the nightingale 
Sing on, as if in pain: 
And dreaming through the twilight 
That doth not rise nor set, 
Haply I may remember, 
And haply may forget. 


Up-Hill 


Does the road wind up-hill all the way? 
Yes, to the very end. 

Will the day’s journey take the whole long day? 
From morn to night, my friend. 


But is there for the night a resting-place? 
A roof for when the slow dark hours begin. 
May not the darkness hide it from my face? 
You cannot miss that inn. 
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Shall I meet other wayfarers at night? 
Those who have gone before. 

Then must I knock, or call when just in sight? 
They will not keep you standing at that door. 


Shall 1 find comfort, travel-sore and weak? 
Of labour you shall find the sum. 
Will there be beds for me and all who seek? 


Yea, beds for all who come. 


EeM LE Yee Die Crea N SIOEN 
1830-1886 


I Held a Jewel in My Fingers 


I held a jewel in my fingers 

And went to sleep. 

The day was warm, and winds were prosy; 
I said: “‘’T will keep.” 


I woke and chid my honest fingers,— 
The gem was gone; 

And now an amethyst remembrance 
Is all I own. 


Not with a Club the Heart Is Brokea 


Not with a club the heart is broken, 
Nor with a stone; 

A whip, so small you could not see it, 
I’ve known 


To lash the magic creature 
Till it fell, 

Yet that whip’s name too noble 
Then to tell. 


Magnanimous of bird 
By bey descried, 
To siag unto the stone 


Of which it died. 


EMILY DICKINSON 515 


I’m Nobody! Who Are You? 


I’m nobody! Who are you? 

Are you nobody, too? 

Then there’s a pair of us—don’t tell! 
They’d banish us, you know. 


How dreary to be somebody! 

How public, like a frog 

To tell your name the livelong day 
To an admiring bog! 


My Life Closed Twice before Its Close 


My life closed twice before its close; 
It yet remains to see 

If Immortality unveil 
A third event to me, 


So huge, so hopeless to conceive, 
As these that twice befell. 


Parting is all we know of heaven, 
And all we need of hell. 


The Soul Selects Her Own Soctety 


The soul selects her own society, 
Then shuts the door; 

On her divine majority 

Obtrude no more. 


Unmoved, she notes the chariot’s pausing 
At her low gate; 

Unmoved, an emperor is kneeling 

Upon her mat. 


V’ve known her from an ample nation 
Choose one; 

Then close the valves of her attention 
Like stone. 


ROMANCE AND DEMOCRACY 


I Died for Beauty 


{ died for beauty, but was scarce 
Adjusted in the tomb, 

When one who died for truth was laid 
In an adjoining room. 


He questioned softly why I failed? 
“For beauty,” I replied. 

**And I for truth,—the two are one; 
We brethren are,” he said. 


And, so, as kinsmen met a night, 
We talked between the rooms, 
Until the moss had reached our lips, 
And covered up our names. 


WILLIAM MORRIS 
1834-1896 


The Gilliflower of Gold 


A golden gilliflower to-day 

I wore upon my helm alway, 

And won the prize of this tourney. 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée. 


However well Sir Giles might sit, 

His sun was weak to wither it, 

Lord Miles’s blood was dew on it: 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée. 


Although my spear in splinters flew, 
From John’s steel-coat, my eye was true} 
I wheel’d about, and cried for you, 

Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée. 


Yea, do not doubt my heart was good, 

Though my sword flew like rotten wood, 

To shout, although I scarcely stood, 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée. 
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My hand was steady too, to take 

My axe from round my neck, and break 

John’s steel-coat up for my love’s sake. 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée. 


When I stood in my tent again, 

Arming afresh, I felt a pain 

Take hold of me, I was so fain— 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée— 


To hear: Honneur aux fils des preux! 
Right in my ears again, and shew 
The gilliflower blossom’d new. 

Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée. 


The Sieur Guillaume against me came, 

His tabard bore three points of flame 

From a red heart: with little blame, 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée— 


Our tough spears crackled up like straw; 

He was the first to turn and draw 

His sword, that had no speck nor flaw; 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune girofiée. 


But | felt weaker than a maid, 

And my brain, dizzied and afraid, 

Within my helm a fierce tune play’d, 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée. 


Until I thought of your dear head, 

Bow’d to the gilliflower bed, 

The yellow flowers stain’d with red; 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée. 


Crash! how the swords met: giroflée! 
The fierce tune in my helm would play, 
La belle! la belle! jaune giroflée! 

Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée. 
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Once more the great swords met again: 

“La belle! la belle!’ but who fell then? 

Le Sieur Guillaume, who struck down ten; 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune gtroflée. 


And as with mazed and unarm’d face, 
Toward my own crown and the Queen’s place, 
They led me at a gentle pace. 

Hah! hah! la belle jaune gtroflée. 


I almost saw your quiet head 

Bow’d o’er the gilliflower bed, 

The yellow flowers stain’d with red. 
Hah! hah! la belle jaune gtiroflée. 


The Haystack in the Floods 


Had she come all the way for this, 

To part at last without a kiss? 

Yea, had she borne the dirt and rain 
That her own eyes might see him slain 
Beside the haystack in the floods? 


Along the dripping leafless woods, 

The stirrup touching either shoe, 

She rode astride as troopers do; 

With kirtle kilted to her knee, 

To which the mud splash’d wretchedly3 
And the wet dripp’d from every tree 
Upon her head and heavy hair, 

And on her eyelids broad and fair; 

The tears and rain ran down her face. 


By fits and starts they rode apace, 

And very often was his place 

Far off from her; he had to ride 

Ahead, to see what might betide 

When the roads cross’d; and sometimes, when 
There rose a murmuring from his men, 

Had to turn back with promises. 

Ah me! she had but little ease; 
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She sobb’d, made giddy in the head 

By the swift riding; while, for cold, 

Her slender fingers scarce could hold 

The wet reins; yea, and scarcely, too, 

She felt the foot within her shoe 

Against the stirrup: all for this, 

To part at last without a kiss 

Beside the haystack in the floods. 


For when they near’d that old soak’d hay, 
They saw across the only way 

That Judas, Godmar, and the three 

Red running lions dismally 

Grinn’d from his pennon, under which 

In one straight line along the ditch, 

They counted thirty heads. 


So then, 
While Robert turn’d round to his men, 
She saw at once the wretched end, 
And, stooping down, tried hard to rend 
Her coif the wrong way from her head, 
And hid her eyes; while Robert said: 
“Nay, love, ’tis scarcely two to one, 
At Poictiers where we made them run 
So fast: why, sweet my love, good cheer, 
The Gascon frontier is so near, 
Nought after this.” 


But: “O!” she said, 
“My God! my God! I have to tread 
The long way back without you; then 
The court at Paris; those six men; 
The gratings of the Chatelet; 
The swift Seine on some rainy day 
Like this, and people standing by, 
And laughing, while my weak hands try 
To recollect how strong men swim. 
All this, or else a life with him, 
For which I should be damned at last, 
Would God that this next hour were past!” 
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He answer’d not, but cried his cry, 
“St. George for Marny!” cheerily; 
And laid his hand upon her rein. 
Alas! no man of all his train 
Gave back that cheery cry again; 
And, while for rage his thumb beat fast 
Upon his sword-hilt, some one cast 
About his neck a kerchief long, 
And bound him. 

Then they went along 
To Godmar; who said: ‘‘Now, Jehane, 
Your lover’s life is on the wane 
So fast, that, if this very hour 
You yield not as my paramour, 
He will not see the rain leave off: 
Nay, keep your tongue from gibe and scoff 
Sir Robert, or I slay you now.” 


She laid her hand upon her brow, 
Then gazed upon the palm, as though 
She thought her forehead bled, and: ‘‘No!’’ 
She said, and turn’d her head away, 
As there was nothing else to say, 
And everything was settled: red 
Grew Godmar’s face from chin to head: 
“Jehane, on yonder hill there stands 
My castle, guarding well my lands; 
What hinders me from taking you, 
And doing that I list to do 
To your fair wilful body, while 
Your knight lies dead?” 

A wicked smile 
Wrinkled her face, her lips grew thin, 
A long way out she thrust her chin: 
“You know that I should strangle you 
While you were sleeping; or bite through 
Your throat, by God’s help: ah!” she said. 
“Lord Jesus, pity your poor maid! 
For in such wise they hem me in, 
I cannot choose but sin and sin, 
Whatever happens: yet I think 
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They could not make me eat or drink, 
And so should I just reach my rest.” 


“Nay, if you do not my behest, 

O Jehane! though I love you well,” 

Said Godmar, ‘‘would I fail to tell 

All that I know?” ‘Foul lies,” she said. 
“Eh? lies, my Jehane? by God’s head, 
At Paris folks would deem them true! 
Do you know, Jehane, they cry for you: 
Jehane the brown! Jehane the brown! 
Give us Jehane to burn or drown! 

Eh! gag me Robert! Sweet my friend, 
This were indeed a piteous end 

For those long fingers, and long feet, 
And long neck, and smooth shoulders sweet; 
An end that few men would forget 

That saw it. So, an hour yet: 

Consider, Jehane, which to take 

Of life or death!” 


So, scarce awake, 
Dismounting, did she leave that place, 
And totter some yards: with her face 
Turn’d upward to the sky she lay, 
Her head on a wet heap of hay, 
And fell asleep: and while she slept, 
And did not dream, the minutes crept 
Round to the twelve again; but she, 
Being waked at last, sigh’d quietly, 
And strangely childlike came, and said: 
“T will not.” Straightway Godmar’s head, 
As though it hung on strong wires, turn’d 
Most sharply round, and his face burn’d. 


For Robert, both his eyes were dry, 
He could not weep, but gloomily 

He seem’d to watch the rain; yea, too, 
His lips were firm; he tried once more 
To touch her lips; she reach’d out, sore 
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And vain desire so tortured them, 
The poor grey lips, and now the hem 
Of his sleeve brush’d them. 


With a start 
Up Godmar rose, thrust them apart; 
From Robert’s throat he loosed the bands 
Of silk and mail; with empty hands 
Held out, she stood and gazed, and saw, 
The long bright blade without a flaw 
Glide out from Godmar’s sheath, his hand 
In Robert’s hair; she saw him bend 
Back Robert’s head; she saw him send 
The thin steel down; the blow told well, 
Right backward the knight Robert fell, 
And moaned as dogs do, being half dead, 
Unwitting, as I deem; so then 
Godmar turn’d grinning to his men, 
Who ran, some five or six, and beat 
His head to pieces at their feet. 


Then Godmar turn’d again and said: 
“So, Jehane, the first fitte is read! 

Take note, my lady, that your way 

Lies backward to the Chatelet!”’ 

She shook her head and gazed awhile 

At her cold hands with a rueful smile, 
As though this thing had made her mad. 


This was the parting that they had 
Beside the haystack in the floods. 


Golden Wings 


Midways of a walled garden, 
In the happy poplar land, 
Did an ancient castle stand, 
With an old knight for a warden. 


Many scarlet bricks there were 
In its walls, and old grey stone; 
Over which red apples shone 
At the right time of the year. 
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Yellow lichen on the stone, 

Over which red apples shone; 
Little war that castle knew. 


Deep green water fill’d the moat, 
Each side had a red-brick lip, 
Green and mossy with the drip 

Of dew and rain; there was a boat 


Of carven wood, with hangings green 
About the stern; it was great bliss 
For lovers to sit there and kiss 

In the hot summer noons, not seen 


Across the moat the fresh west wind 
In very little ripples went; 
The way the heavy aspens bent 
Towards it, was a thing to mind. 


The painted drawbridge over it 
Went up and down with gilded chains, 
*Twas pleasant in the summer rains 
Within the bridge-house there to sit. 


There were five swans that ne’er did eat 

The water-weeds, for ladies came 

Each day, and young knights did the same, 
And gave them cakes and bread for meat. 


They had a house of painted wood, 
A red roof gold-spiked over it, 
Wherein upon their eggs to sit 

Week after week; no drop of blood, 


Drawn from men’s bodies by sword-blows, 
Came ever there, or any tear; 
Most certainly from year to year 

*Twas pleasant as a Provence rose. 
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The banners seem’d quite full of ease, 
That over the turret-roofs hung down; 
The battlements could get no frown 

From the flower-moulded cornices 


Who walked in that garden there? 
Miles and Giles and Isabeau, 
Tall Jehane du Castel beau 

Alice of the golden hair, 


Big Sir Gervaise, the good knight, 
Fair Ellayne le Violet, 
Mary, Constance fille de fay, 
Many dames with footfall light. 


Whosoever wander’d there, 
Whether it be dame or knight, 
Half of scarlet, half of white 


Their raiment was; of roses fair 


Each wore a garland on the head, 
At Ladies’ Gard the way was so: 
Fair Jehane du Castel beau 

Wore her wreath till it was dead. 


Little joy she had of it, 
Of the raiment white and red, 
Or the garland on her head, 
She had none with whom to sit 


In the carven boat at noon; 
None the more did Jehane weep, 
She would only stand and keep 
Saying, ‘He will be here soon.” 


Many times in the long day 
Miles and Giles and Gervaise past, 
Holding each some white hand fast, 
Every time they heard her say: 
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**Summer cometh to an end, 
Undern cometh after noon; 
Golden wings will be here soon, 

What if I some token send ?”’ 


Wherefore that night within the hall, 
With open mouth and open eyes, 
Like some one listening with surprise, 

She sat before the sight of all. 


Stoop’d down a little she sat there, 
With neck stretch’d out and chin thrown up, 
One hand around a golden cup; 

And strangely with her fingers fair 


She beat some tune upon the gold; 
The minstrels in the gallery 
Sung: “Arthur, who will never die, 
In Avallon he groweth old.” 


And when the song was ended, she 
Rose and caught up her gown and ran; 
None stopp’d her eager face and wan 
Of all that pleasant company. 


Right so within her own chamber 

Upon her bed she sat; and drew 

Her breath in quick gasps; till she knew 
That no man follow’d after her: 


She took the garland from her head, 
Loosed all her hair, and let it lie 
Upon the coverlit; thereby 

She laid the gown of white and red; 


And she took off her scarlet shoon, 
And bared her feet; still more and more 
Her sweet face redden’d; evermore 

She murmur’d: “He will be here soon; 
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“Truly he cannot fail to know 
My tender body waits him here; 
And if he knows, I have no fear 

For poor Jehane du Castel beau.” 


She took a sword within her hand, 
Whose hilts were silver, and she sung, 
Somehow like this, wild words that rung 
A long way over the moonlit land:— 


Gold wings across the sea! 
Grey light from tree to tree, 
Gold hair beside my knee, 

I pray thee come to me, 
Gold wings! 


The water slips, 
The red-bill’d moorhen dips. 
Sweet kisses on red lips; 
Alas! the red rust grips, 
And the blood-red dagger rips, 
Yet, O knight, come to me! 


Are not my blue eyes sweet? 
The west wind from the wheat 
Blows cold across my feet; 

Is it not time to meet 

Gold wings across the sea? 


White swans on the green moat, 
Small feathers left afloat 

By the blue-painted boat; 

Swift running of the stoat; 
Sweet gurgling note by note 

Of sweet music. 


O gold wings, 
Listen how gold hair sings, 
And the Ladies Castle rings, 
Gold wings across the sea. 
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I sit on a purple bed, 

Outside, the wall is red, 

Thereby the apple hangs, 

And the wasp, caught by the fangs, 


Dies in the autumn night. 
And the bat flits till light, 
And the love-crazed knight 


Kisses the long wet grass: 
The weary days pass,— 
Gold wings across the sea! 


Gold wings across the sea! 
Moonlight from tree to tree, 
Sweet hair laid on my knee, 
O, sweet knight, come to me! 


Gold wings, the short night slips, 
The white swan’s long neck drips, 
I pray thee, kiss my lips, 

Gold wings across the sea. 


No answer through the moonlit night; 
No answer in the cold grey dawn; 
No answer when the shaven lawn 

Grew green, and all the roses bright. 


Her tired feet look’d cold and thin, 
Her lips were twitch’d, and wretched tears, 
Some, as she lay, rolled past her ears, 
Some fell from off her quivering chin. 


Her long throat, stretch’d to its full length, 
Rose up and fell right brokenly; 
As though the unhappy heart was nigh 
Striving to break with all its strength. 


And when she slipp’d from off the bed, 
Her cramp’d feet would not hold her; she 
Sank down and crept on hand and knee, 


On the window-sill she laid her head. 


527 


528 


ROMANCE AND DEMOCRACY 


There, with crooked arm upon the sill, 
She look’d out, muttering dismally: 
“There is no sail upon the sea, 

No pennon on the empty hill. 


‘I cannot stay here all alone, 
Or meet their happy faces here, 
And wretchedly I have no fear; 
A little while, and I am gone.” 


Therewith she rose upon her feet, 

And totter’d; cold and misery 

Still made the deep sobs come, till she 
At last stretch’d out her fingers sweet, 


And caught the great sword in her hand; 
And, stealing down the silent stair, 
Barefooted in the morning air, 

And only in her smock, did stand 


Upright upon the green lawn grass; 

And hope grew in her as she said: 

“‘T have thrown off the white and red, 
And pray God it may come to pass 


“T meet him; if ten years go by 
Before I meet him; if, indeed, 
Meanwhile both soul and body bleed, 
Yet there is end of misery, 
} 


*“And I have hope. He could not come, 

But I can go to him and show 

These new things I have got to know, 
And make him speak, who has been dumb.” 


O Jehane! the red morning sun 
Changed her white feet to glowing gold, 
Upon her smock, on crease and fold, 


Changed that to gold which had been dun. 
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O Miles, and Giles, and Isabeau, 
Fair Ellayne le Violet, 
Mary, Constance fille de fay! 
Where is Jehane du Castel beau? 


O big Gervaise ride apace! 
Down to the hard yellow sand, 
Where the water meets the land. 
This is Jehane by her face; 


Why has she a broken sword? 
Mary! she is slain outright; 
Verily a piteous sight; 

Take her up without a word! 


Giles and Miles and Gervaise there, 
Ladies’ Gard must meet the war; 
Whatsoever knights these are, 

Man the walls withouten fear! 


Axes to the apple-trees, 
Axes to the aspens tall! 
Barriers without the wall 
May be lightly made of these. 


O poor shivering Isabeau; 

Poor Ellayne le Violet, 

Bent with fear! we miss to-day 
Brave Jehane du Castel beau. 


O poor Mary, weeping so! 
Wretched Constance fille de fay! 
Verily we miss to-day 

Fair Jehane du Castel beau. 


The apples now grow green and sour 
Upon the mouldering castle-wall, 
Before they ripen there they fail: 

There are no banners on the tower. 
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The draggled swans most eagerly eat 
The green weeds trailing in the moat; 
Inside the rotting leaky boat 

You see a slain man’s stiffen’d feet. 
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Itylus 


Swallow, my sister, O sister swallow, 
How can thine heart be full of the spring? 
A thousand summers are over and dead. 
What hast thou found in the spring to follow? 
What hast thou found in thine heart to sing? 
What wilt thou do when the summer is shed? 


O swallow, sister, O fair swift swallow, 
Why wilt thou fly after spring to the soutn, 
The soft south whither thine heart is set? 
Shall not the grief of the old time follow? 
Shall not the song thereof cleave to thy mouth? 
Hast thou forgotten ere I forget? 


Sister, my sister, O fleet sweet swallow, 

Thy way is long to the sun and the south; 
But I, fulfilled of my heart’s desire, 
Shedding my song upon height, upon hollow, 
From tawny body and sweet small mouth 
Feed the heart of the night with fire. 


I the nightingale all spring through, 
O swallow, sister, O changing swallow, 
All spring through till the spring be done, 
Clothed with the light of the night on the dew, 
Sing, while the hours and the wild birds follow, 
Take flight and follow and find the sun. 
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Sister, my sister, O soft light swallow, 
Though all things feast in the spring’s guest-chamber, 
How hast thou heart to be glad thereof yet? 
For where thou fliest I shall not follow, 
Till life forget and death remember, 
Till thou remember and I forget. 


Swallow, my sister, O singing swallow, 
I know not how thou hast heart to sing. 
Hast thou the heart? is it all past over? 
Thy lord the summer is good to follow, 
And fair the feet of thy lover the spring: 
But what wilt thou say to the spring thy lover? 


O swallow, sister, O fleeting swallows, 
My heart in me is a molten ember 
And over my head the waves have met. 
But thou wouldst tarry or I would follow, 
Could I forget or thou remember, 
Couldst thou remember and I forget. 


O sweet stray sister, O shifting swallow, 
The heart’s division divideth us. 
Thy heart is light as a leaf of a tree; 
But mine goes forth among sea-gulfs hollow 
To the place of the slaying of Itylus, 
The feast of Daulis, the Thracian sea. 


O swallow, sister, O rapid swallow, 
I pray thee sing not a little space. 
Are not the roofs and the lintels wet? 
The woven web that was plain to follow, 
The small slain body, the flower-like face, 
Can I remember if thou forget? 


O sister, sister, thy first-begotten! 
The hands that cling and the feet that follow, 
The voice of the child’s blood crying yet 
Who hath remembered me? who hath forgotten? 
Thou hast forgotten, O summer swallow. 
But the world shall end when I forget. 
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From “Hymn to Proserpine” 
AFTER THE PROCLAMATION IN ROME OF THE CHRISTIAN FAITH 


Vicisti, Galilee 


I have lived long enough, having seen one thing, that love hath an 
end; : 

Goddess and maiden and queen, be near me now and befriend. 

Thou art more than the day or the morrow, the seasons that laugh or 
that weep; 

For these give joy and sorrow; but thou, Proserpina, sleep. 

Sweet is the treading of wine, and sweet the feet of the dove; 

But a goodlier gift is thine than foam of the grapes or love. 

Yea, is not even Apollo, with hair and harpstring of gold, 

A bitter God to follow, a beautiful God to behold? 

I am sick of singing; the bays burn deep and chafe: I am fain 

To rest a little from praise and grievous pleasure and pain. 

For the Gods we know not of, who give us our daily breath, 

We know they are cruel as love or life, and lovely as death. 

O Gods dethroned and deceased, cast forth, wiped out in a day! 

From your wrath is the world released, redeemed from your chains, 
men say. 

New Gods are crowned in the city, their flowers have broken your 
rods; 

They are merciful, clothed with pity, the young compassionate 
Gods. 

But for me their new device is barren, the days are bare; 

Things long past over suffice, and men forgotten that were. 

Time and the Gods are at strife; ye dwell in the midst thereof, 

Draining a little life from the barren breasts of love. 

I say to you, cease, take rest; yea, I say to you all, be at peace, 

Till the bitter milk of her breasts and the barren bosom shall 
cease. 

Wilt thou yet take all, Galilean? but these thou shalt not take, 

The laurel, the palms and the pzan, the breasts of the nymphs in the 
brake; 

Breasts more soft than a dove’s, that tremble with tenderer breath; 

And all the wings of the Loves, and all the joy before death; 

All the feet of the hours that sound as a single lyre, 

Dropped and deep in the flowers, with strings that flicker like fire. 
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The Garden of Proserpine 


Here, where the world is quiet, 
Here, where all trouble seems 
Dead winds’ and spent waves’ riot 
In doubtful dreams of dreams; 

I watch the green field growing 

For reaping folk and sowing, 

For harvest time and mowing, 
A sleepy world of streams. 


I am tired of tears and laughter, 
And men that laugh and weep 

Of what may come hereafter 
For men that sow to reap: 

I am weary of days and hours, 

Blown buds of barren flowers, 

Desires and dreams and powers 
And everything but sleep. 


Here life has death for neighbour, 
And far from eye or ear 

Wan waves and wet winds labour, 
Weak ships and spirits steer; 

They drive adrift, and whither 

They wot not who make thither; 

But no such winds blow hither, 
And no such things grow here. 


No growth of moor or coppice, 
No heather-flower or vine, 
But bloomless buds of poppies, 
Green grapes of Proserpine, 
Pale beds of blowing rushes 
Where no leaf blooms or blushes, 
Save this whereout she crushes 
For dead men deadly wine. 


Pale, without name or number, 
In fruitless fields of corn, 
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They bow themselves and slumber 
All night till light is born; 

And like a soul belated, 

In hell and heaven unmated, 

By cloud and mist abated 
Comes out of darkness morn. 


Though one were strong as seven, 
He too with death shall dwell, 
Nor wake with wings in heaven, 
Nor weep for pains in hell; 
Though one were fair as roses, 
His beauty clouds and closes; 
And well though love reposes, 
In the end it is not well. 


Pale, beyond porch and portal, 
Crowned with calm leaves, she stands 
Who gathers all things mortal 
With cold immortal hands: 
Her languid lips are sweeter 
Than love’s who fears to greet her 
To men that mix and meet her 
From many times and lands. 


She waits for each and other, 
She waits for all men born; 
Forgets the earth her mother, 
The life of fruits and corn; 
And spring and seed and swallow 
Take wing for her and follow 
Where summer song rings hollow 
And flowers are put to scorn. 


There go the loves that wither, 
The old loves with wearier wings}; 
And all dead years draw thither, 
And all disastrous things; 
Dead dreams of days forsaken, 
Blind buds that snows have shaken, 
Wild leaves that winds have taken, 
Red strays of ruined springs. 
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We are not sure of sorrow, 
And joy was never sure; 
To-day will die to-morrow; 
Time stoops to no man’s lure; 
And love, grown faint and fretful 
With lips but half regretful 
Sighs, and with eyes forgetful 
Weeps that no loves endure. 


From too much love of living, 
From hope and fear set free, 
We thank with brief thanksgiving 

Whatever gods may be 
That no life lives for ever; 
That dead men rise up never; 
That even the weariest river 
Winds somewhere safe to sea. 


Then star nor sun shall waken, 
Nor any change of light: 
Nor sound of waters shaken, 
Nor any sound or sight: 
Nor wintry leaves nor vernal, 
Nor days nor things diurnal; 
Only the sleep eternal 
In an eternal night. 


A Forsaken Garden 


In a coign of the cliff between lowland and highland, 
At the sea-down’s edge between windward and lee, 
Walled round with rocks as an inland island, 
The ghost of a garden fronts the sea. 
A girdle of brushwood and thorn encloses 
The steep square slope of the blossomless bed 
Where the weeds that grew green from the graves of its roses 
Now lie dead. 


The fields fall southward, abrupt and broken, 
To the low last edge of the long lone land. 
If a step should sound or a word be spoken, 
Would a ghost not rise at the strange guest’s hand? 
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So long have the gray bare walks lain guestless, 
Through branches and briers if a man make way, 
He shall find no life but the sea-wind’s, restless 
Night and day. 


The dense hard passage is blind and stifled 
That crawls by a track none turn to climb 
To the strait waste place that the years have rifled 
Of all but the thorns that are touched not of time. 
The thorns he spares when the rose is taken; 
The rocks are left when he wastes the plain. 
The wind that wanders, the weeds wind-shaken, 
These remain. 


Not a flower to be prest of the foot that falls not; 
As the heart of a dead man the seed-plots are dry; 
From the thicket of thorns whence the nightingale calls not, 
Could she call, there were never a rose to reply. 
Over the meadows that blossom and wither 
Rings but the note of a sea-bird’s song; 
Only the sun and the rain come hither 
All year long. 


The sun burns sere and the rain dishevels 
One gaunt bleak blossom of scentless breath. 
Only the wind here hovers and revels 
In a round where life seems barren as death. 
Here there was laughing of old, there was weeping, 
Haply, of lovers none ever will know, 
Whose eyes went seaward a hundred sleeping 
Years ago. 


Heart handfast in heart as they stood, “Look thither,” 
Did he whisper? “Look forth from the flowers to the sea; 

For the foam-flowers endure when the rose-blossoms wither, 
And men that love lightly may die—but we?” 

And the same wind sang and the same waves whitened, 
And or ever the garden’s last petals were shed, 

In the lips that had whispered, the eyes that had lightened, 

Love was dead. 
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Or they loved their life through, and then went whither? 
And were one to the end—but what end who knows? 
Love deep as the sea as a rose must wither, 
As the rose-red seaweed that mocks the rose. 
Shall the dead take thought for the dead to love them? 
What love was ever as deep as a grave? 
They are loveless now as the grass above them 
Or the wave. 


All are at one now, roses and lovers, 

Not known of the cliffs and the fields and the sea. 
Not a breath of the time that has been hovers 

In the air now soft with a summer to be. 

Not a breath shall there sweeten the seasons hereafter 
Of the flowers or the lovers that laugh now or weep, 
When as they that are free now of weeping and laughter 

We shall sleep. 


Here death may deal not again forever; 
Here change may come not till all change end. 

From the graves they have made they shall rise up never, 
Who have left nought living to ravage and rend. 

Earth, stones, and thorns of the wild ground growing, 
While the sun and the rain live, these shall be; 

Till a last wind’s breath upon all these blowing 

Roll the sea. 


Till the slow sea rise and the sheer cliff crumble, 
Till terrace and meadow the deep gulfs drink, 

Till the strength of the waves of the high tides humble 
The fields that lessen, the rocks that shrink, 

Here now in his triumph where all things falter, 
Stretched out on the spoils that his own hand spread, 

As a god self-slain on his own strange altar, 


Death lies dead. 
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The Death of Urgan 


FROM “‘TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE” 


‘ Till one dawn, 
Above the green bloom of a gleaming lawn, 
High on the strait steep windy bridge that spanned 
A glen’s deep mouth, he saw that shadow stand 
Visible, sword on thigh and mace in hand 
Vast as the mid bulk of a roof-tree’s beam. 
So, sheer above the wild wolf-haunted stream, 
Dire as the face disfeatured of a dream, 
Rose Urgan: and his eyes were night and flame; 
But like the fiery dawn were his that came 
Against him, lit with more sublime desire 
Than lifts toward heaven the leaping heart of fire: 
And strong in vantage of his perilous place 
The huge high presence, red as earth’s first race, 
Reared like a reed the might up of his mace, 
And smote: but lightly Tristram swerved, and drove 
Right in on him, whose void stroke only clove 
Air, and fell wide, thundering athwart: and he 
Sent forth a stormier cry than wind or sea 
When midnight takes the tempest for her lord; 
And all the glen’s throat seemed as hell’s that roared; 
But high like heaven’s light over hell shone Tristram’s sword, 
Falling, and bright as storm shows God’s bare brand 
Flashed as it shore sheer off the huge right hand 
Whose strength was as the shadow of death on all that land. 
And like the trunk of some green tree sawn through 
Reeled Urgan, as his left hand grasped and drew 
A steel by sorcerers tempered: and anew 
Raged the red wind of fluctuant fight, till all 
The cliffs were thrilled as by the clangorous call 
Of storm’s blown trumpets from the core of night, 
Charging: and even as with the storm-wind’s might 
On Tristram’s helm that sword crashed: and the knight 
Fell, and his arms clashed, and a wild cry brake 
From those far off that heard it, for his sake 
Soul-stricken: and that bulk of monstrous birth 
Sent forth again a cry more dire for mirth: 
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But ere the sunbright arms were soiled of earth 

They flashed again, re-risen: and swift and loud 

Rang the strokes out as from a circling cloud, 

So dense the dust wrought over them its drifted shroud. 
Strong strokes, within the mist their battle made, 
Each hailed on other through the shifting shade 

That clung about them hurtling as the swift fight swayed: 
And each between the jointed corslet saw 

Break forth his foe’s bright blood at each grim flaw 
Steel made in hammered iron: till again 

The fiend put forth his might more strong for pain 
And cleft the great knight’s glittering shield in twain, 
Laughing for very wrath and thirst to kill, 

A beast’s broad laugh of blind and wolfish will, 

And smote again ere Tristram’s lips drew breath 
Panting, and swept as by the sense of death, 

That surely should have touched and sealed them fast 
Save that the sheer stroke shrilled aside, and passed 
Frustrate: but answering Tristram smote anew, 

And thrust the brute breast as with lightning through 
Clean with one cleaving stroke of perfect might: 

And violently the vast bulk leapt upright, 

And plunged over the bridge, and fell: and all 

The cliffs reverberate from his monstrous fall 

Rang: and the land by Tristram’s grace was free. 


When the Hounds of Spring Are on Winter's Traces 


FROM “ATALANTA IN CALYDON” 
When the hounds of spring are on winter’s traces, 
The mother of months in meadow or plain 
Fills the shadows and windy places 
With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain; 
And the brown bright nightingale amorous 
Is half assuaged for Itylus, 
For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces, 
The tongueless vigil, and all the pain. 


Come with bows bent and with emptying of quivers, 
Maiden most perfect, lady of light, 
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With a noise of winds and many rivers, 
With a clamour of waters, and with might; 

Bind on thy sandals, O thou most fleet, 

Over the splendour and speed of thy feet; 

For the faint east quickens, the wan west shivers, 
Round the feet of the day and the feet of the night. 


Where shall we find her, how shall we sing to her, 
Fold our hands round her knees, and cling? 

O that man’s heart were as fire and could spring to her, 
Fire, or the strength of the streams that spring! 

For the stars and the winds are unto her 

As raiment, as songs of the harp-player; 

For the risen stars and the fallen cling to her, 
And the southwest-wind and the west-wind sing. 


For winter’s rains and ruins are over, 

And all the season of snows and sins; 
The days dividing lover and lover, 

The light that loses, the night that wins; 
And time remembered is grief forgotten, 
And frosts are slain and flowers begotten, 
And in green underwood and cover 

Blossom by blossom the spring begins. 


The full streams feed on flower of rushes, 
Ripe grasses trammel a travelling foot, 

The faint fresh flame of the young year flushes 
From leaf to flower and flower to fruit; 

And fruit and leaf are as gold and frre, 

And the oat is heard above the lyre, 

And the hooféd heel of a satyr crushes 
The chestnut-husk at the chestnut-root. 


And Pan by noon and Bacchus by night, 
Fleeter of foot than the fleet-foot kid, 
Follows with dancing and fills with delight 

The Mznad and the Bassarid; 
And soft as lips that laugh and hide 
The laughing leaves of the trees divide, 
And screen from seeing and leave in sight 
The god pursuing, the maiden hid. 


ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 


The ivy falls with the Bacchanal’s hair 
Over her eyebrows hiding her eyes; 
The wild vine slipping down leaves bare 
Her bright breast shortening into sighs; 
The wild vine slips with the weight of its leaves, 
But the berried ivy catches and cleaves 
To the limbs that glitter, the feet that scare, 
The wolf that follows, the fawn that flies. 


Before the Beginning of Years 


FROM “‘ATALANTA IN CALYDON” 


Before the beginning of years, 

There came to the making of man 
Time, with a gift of tears; 

Grief, with a glass that ran; 
Pleasure, with pain for leaven; 

Summer, with flowers that fell; 
Remembrance fallen from heaven, 

And madness risen from hell; 
Strength without hands to smite; 

Love that endures for a breath; 
Night, the shadow of light, 

And life, the shadow of death. 
And the high gods took in hand 

Fire, and the falling of tears, 
And a measure of sliding sand 

From under the feet of the years; 
And froth and drift of the sea; 

And dust of the labouring earth; 
And bodies of things to be 

In the houses of death and of birth; 
And wrought with weeping and laughter, 

And fashioned with loathing and love, 
With life before and after 

And death beneath and above, 
For a day and a night and a morrow, 

That his strength might endure for a span 
With travail and heavy sorrow, 

The holy spirit of man. 
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From the winds of the north and the south 
They gathered as unto strife; 
They breathed upon his mouth, 
They filled his body with life; 
Eyesight and speech they wrought 
For the veils of the soul therein, 
A time for labour and thought, 
A time to serve and to sin; 
They gave him light in his ways, 
And love, and a space for delight, 
And beauty and length of days, 
And night, and sleep in the night. 
His speech is a burning fire; 
With his lips he travaileth; 
In his heart is a blind desire, 
In his eyes foreknowledge of death; 
He weaves, and is clothed with derision; 
Sows, and he shall not reap; 
His life is a watch or a vision 
Between a sleep and a sleep. 


SIDNEY LANIER 
1842-1881 


Evening Song 


Look off, dear Love, across the sallow sands, 
And mark yon meeting of the sun and sea, 
How long they kiss in sight of all the lands. 
Ah, longer, longer, we. 


Now in the sea’s red vintage melts the sun, 
As Egypt’s pearl dissolved in rosy wine, 
And Cleopatra night drinks all. ’Tis done, 
Love, lay thine hand in mine. 


Come forth, sweet stars, and comfort heaven’s heart; 
Glimmer, ye waves, round else unlighted sands. 
O night! divorce our sun and sky apart— 
Never our lips, our hands. 
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The Marshes of Glynn 


Glooms of the live-oaks, beautiful-braided and woven 
With intricate shades of the vines that myriad-cloven 
Clamber the forks of the multiform boughs,— 
Emerald twilights,— 
Virginal shy lights, 
Wrought of the leaves to allure to the whisper of vows, 
When lovers pace timidly down through the green colonnades 
Of the dim sweet woods, of the dear dark woods, 
Of the heavenly woods and glades, 
That run to the radiant marginal sand-beach within 
The wide sea-marshes of Glynn;— 
Beautiful glooms, soft dusks in the noon-day fire,— 
Wildwood privacies, closets of lone desire, 
Chamber from chamber parted with wavering arras of leaves,— 
Cells for the passionate pleasure of prayer to the soul that grieves, 
Pure with a sense of the passing of saints through the wood, 
Cool for the dutiful weighing of ill with good ;— 


O braided dusks of the oak and woven shades of the vine, 
While the riotous noon-day sun of the June-day long did shine 
Ye held me fast in your heart and I held you fast in mine; 
But now when the noon is no more, and riot is rest, 
And the sun is a-wait at the ponderous gate of the West, 
And the slant yellow beam down the wood-aisle doth seem 
Like a lane into heaven that leads from a dream,— 
Ay, now, when my soul all day hath drunken the soul of the oak, 
And my heart is at ease from men, and the wearisome sound of the 
stroke 
Of the scythe of time and the trowel of trade is low, 
And belief overmasters doubt, and I know that I know, 
And my spirit is grown to a lordly great compass within, 
That the length and the breadth and the sweep of the Marshes of 
Glynn 
Will work me no fear like the fear they have wrought me of yore 
When length was fatigue, and when breadth was but bitterness sore, 
And when terror and shrinking and dreary unnamable pain 
Drew over me out of the merciless miles of the plain,— 
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rr, 


Oh, now, unafraid, I am fain to face 
The vast sweet visage of space. 
To the edge of the wood I am drawn, I am drawn, 
Where the gray beach glimmering runs, as a belt of the dawn, 
For a mete and a mark 
To the forest-dark :— 
So: 
Affable live-oak, leaning low,— 
Thus—with your favor—soft, with a reverent hand 
(Not lightly touching your person, lord of the land!), 
Bending your beauty aside, with a step I stand 
On the firm-packed sand, 
Free 
By a world of marsh that borders a world of sea, 
Sinuous southward and sinuous northward the shimmering band 
Of the sand-beach fastens the fringe of the marsh to the folds of the 
land. 
Inward and outward to northward and southward the beach-lines 
linger and curl 
As a silver-wrought garment that clings to and follows the firm sweet 
limbs of a girl. 
Vanishing, swerving, evermore curving again into sight, 
Softly the sand-beach wavers away to a dim gray looping of light. 
And what if behind me to westward the wail of the woods stands 
high? 
The world lies east: how ample, the marsh and the sea and the sky! 
A league and a league of marsh-grass, waist-high, broad in the blade, 
Green, and all of a height, and unflecked with a light or a shade, 
Stretch leisurely off, in a pleasant plain, 
To the terminal blue of the main. 


Oh, what is abroad in the marsh and the terminal sea? 
Somehow my soul seems suddenly free 
From the weighing of fate and the sad discussion of sin, 
By the length and the breadth and the sweep of the marshes of Glynn. 


Ye marshes, how candid and simple and nothing-withholding and 
free 

Ye publish yourselves to the sky and offer yourselves to the sea! 

Tolerant plains, that suffer the sea and the rains and the sun, 

Ye spread and span like a catholic man who hath mightily won 
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God out of knowledge and good out of infinite pain 

And sight out of blindness and purity out of a stain. 

As the marsh-hen secretly builds on the watery sod, 

Behold I will build me a nest on the greatness of God: 

I will fly in the greatness of God as the marsh-hen flies 

In the freedom that fills all the space twixt the marsh and the skies: 
By so many roots as the marsh-grass sends in the sod 

I will heartily lay me a-hold on the greatness of God: 

Oh, like to the greatness of God is the greatness within 

The range of the marshes, the liberal marshes of Glynn. 


The Stirrup-Cup 


Death, thou’rt a cordial old and rare: 
Look how compounded, with what care! 
Time got his wrinkles reaping thee 
Sweet herbs from all antiquity. 


David to thy distillage went. 

Keats, and Gotama excellent, 

Omar Khayyam, and Chaucer bright, 
And Shakespeare for a king-delight. 


Then, Time, let not a drop be spilt: 
Hand me the cup whene’er thou wilt; 
Tis thy rich stirrup-cup to me: 

Pll drink it down right smilingly. 


ARTHUR OSH AUGHNESS Y 
1844-1881 


From ‘Ode’ 


We are the music-makers, 

And we are the dreamers of dreams, 
Wandering by lone sea-breakers, 

And sitting by desolate streams; 
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World-losers and world-forsakers, 
On whom the pale moon gleams: 

Yet we are the movers and shakers 
Of the world forever, it seems. 


With wonderful deathless ditties 

We build up the world’s great cities, 
And out of a fabulous story 
We fashion an empire’s glory: 

One man with a dream, at pleasure, 
Shall go forth and conquer a crown; 

And three with a new song’s measure 
Can trample a kingdom down. 


We, in the ages lying 
In the buried past of the earth, 
Built Nineveh with our sighing, 
And Babel itself in our mirth; 
And o’erthrew them with prophesying 
To the old of the new world’s worth; 
For each age is a dream that is dying, 
Or one that is coming to birth. 


JOHN GRE EN EeEVASR SW HiIviwv PER 
1807—1 892 


Vesta 
O Christ of God! whose life and death 


Our own have reconciled, 
Most quietly, most tenderly 
Take home thy star-named child! 


Thy grace is in her patient eyes, 
Thy words are on her tongue; 
The very silence round her seerns 

As if the angels sung. 
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Her smile is as a listening child’s 
Who hears its mother’s call; 

The lilies of Thy perfect peace 
About her pillow fall. 


She leans from out our clinging arms 
To rest herself in Thine; 

Alone to Thee, dear Lord, can we 
Our well-beloved resign. 


O, less for her than for ourselves 
We bow our heads and pray; 
Her setting star, like Bethlehem’s, 
To Thee shall point the way! 


EMILY BRONTE 
1818-1848 


Last Lines 


No coward soul is mine, 

No trembler in the world’s storm-troubled sphere: 
I see Heaven’s glories shine, 

And faith shines equal, arming me from fear. 


O God within my breast, 
Almighty, ever-present Deity! 
Life—that in me has rest, 
As I—undying Life—have power in Thee. 


Vain are the thousand creeds 

That move men’s hearts: unutterably vain; 
Worthless as wither’d weeds, 

Or idlest froth amid the boundless main, 


To waken doubt in one 

Holding so fast by Thine infinity; 
5o surely anchor’d on 

The steadfast rock of immortality. 
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With wide-embracing love 
Thy Spirit animates eternal years, 
Pervades and broods above, 
Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates, and rears. 


Though earth and man were gone, 
And suns and universes cease to be, 
And Thou were left alone, 
Every existence would exist in Thee. 


There is not room for Death, 

Nor atom that his might could render void: 
Thou—Thou art Being and Breath, 

And what Thou art may never be destroyed. 


PART FIVE 
UNDER STEAM AND STONE 


THOMAS HARDY 
1840-1928 


Waiting Both 


A star looks down at me, 

And says: “Here I and you 

Stand, each in our degree: 

What do you mean to do— 
Mean to do?” 


I say: “For all I know, 
Wait, and let Time go by, 
Till my change come.””—“ Just so,” 
The star says: ‘So mean J— 
So mean I.” 


The Man He Killed 


FROM “THE DYNASTS” 
“Had he and J but met 


By some old ancient inn, 
We should have sat us down to wet 
Right many a nipperkin! 


“But ranged as infantry, 
And staring face to face, 
I shot at him as he at me, 


And killed him in his place. 


“T shot him dead because— 
Because he was my foe, 
Just so: my foe of course he was; 
That’s clear enough; although 


“He thought he’d ’list, perhaps, 
Off-hand-like—just as I— 
Was out of work—had sold his traps— 
No other reason why. 


**Yes; quaint and curious war is! 
You shoot a fellow down 
You'd treat, if met where any bar is, 
Or help to half-a-crown.” 
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W eather 


This is the weather the cuckoo likes, 
And so do I; 
When showers benumble the chestnut spikes, 
And nestlings fly; 
And the little brown nightingale bills his best, 
And they sit outside the “Traveller’s Rest,” 
And maids come forth sprig-muslin drest, 
And citizens dream of the South and West, 
And so do I. 


This is the weather the shepherd shuns, 
And so do I: 

When beeches drip in browns and duns, 
And thresh, and ply; 

And hill-hid tides throb, throe on throe, 

And meadow rivulets overflow, 

And drops on gate-bars hang in a row, 

And rooks in families homeward go, 


And so do I. 


ANDREW LANG 
1844-1912 
The Odyssey 


As one that for a weary space has lain 

Lull’d by the song of Circe and her wine 

In gardens near the pale of Proserpine, 
Where that Azan isle forgets the main, 

And only the low lutes of love complain, 
And only shadows of wan lovers pine— 

As such an one were glad to know the brine 
Salt on his lips, and the large air again— 

So gladly from the songs of modern speech 
Men turn, and see the stars, and feel the free 
Shrill wind beyond the close of heavy flowers, 
And through the music of the languid hours 
They hear like Ocean on a western beach 
The surge and thunder of the Odyssey. 
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WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY 
1849-1903 


Space and Dread and the Dark 


Space and dread and the dark— 

Over a livid stretch of sky 

Cloud-monsters crawling, like a funeral train 
Of huge, primeval presences 

Stooping beneath the weight 

Of some enormous, rudimentary grief; 
While in the haunting loneliness 

The far sea waits and wanders with a sound 
As of the trailing skirts of Destiny, 

Passing unseen 

To some immitigable end 

With her grey henchman, Death. 


What larve, what spectre is this 

Thrilling the wilderness to life 

As with the bodily shape of Fear? 

What but'a desperate sense, 

A strong foreboding of those dim 

Interminable continents, forlorn 

And many-silenced, in a dusk 

Inviolable utterly, and dead 

As the poor dead it huddles and swarms and styes 
In hugger-mugger through eternity? 


Life—life—let there be life! 

Better a thousand times the roaring hours 
When wave and wind, 

Like the Arch-Murderer in flight 

From the Avenger at his heel, 

Storm through the desolate fastnesses 
And wild waste places of the world! 


Life—give me life until the end, 
That at the very top of being, 
The battle-spirit shouting in my blood, 
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Out of the reddest hell of the fight 

I may be snatched and flung 

Into the everlasting lull, 

The immortal, incommunicable dream. 


Margarite Sorort 


A late lark twitters from the quiet skies 
And from the west, 

Where the sun, his day’s work ended, 
Lingers as in content, 

There falls on the old, gray city 

An influence luminous and serene, 

A shining peace. 


The smoke ascends 

In a rosy-and-golden haze. The spires 

Shine, and are changed. In the valley 
Shadows rise. The lark sings on. The sun, 
Closing his benediction, 

Sinks, and the darkening air 

Thrills with a sense of the triumphing night— 
Night with her train of stars 

And her great gift of sleep. 


So be my passing! 

My task accomplished and the long day done, 
My wages taken, and in my heart 

Some late lark singing, 

Let me be gathered to the quiet west, 

The sundown splendid and serene, 


Death. 


Invictus 


Out of the night that covers me, 
Black as the Pit from pole to pole, 
I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul. 


ALICE MEYNELL 


In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 
Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbowed. 


Beyond this place of wrath and tears 
Looms but the Horror of the shade, 

And yet the menace of the years 
Finds, and shall find me, unafraid. 


It matters not how strait the gate, 

How charged with punishments the scroll, 
I am the master of my fate: 

I am the captain of my soul. 


ALICE MEYNELL 
1850-1923 


Chimes 


Brief, on a flying night, 
From the shaken tower, 

A flock of bells take flight, 
And go with the hour. 


Like birds from the cote to the gales, 
Abrupt—O hark! 

A fleet of bells set sails, 
And go to the dark. 


Sudden the cold airs swing. 
Alone, aloud, 

A verse of bells takes wing 
And flies with the cloud. 
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ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 
1850-1894 


Requiem 


Under the wide and starry sky, 

Dig the grave and let me lie. 

Glad did I live and gladly die, 
And I laid me down with a will. 


This be the verse you grave for me: 
Here he lies where he longed to be, 
Home 1s the sailor, home from sea, 


And the hunter home from the hill. 


O'S 'CoAV RSW LL DIE 
1854-1900 


Requiescat 


Tread lightly, she is near 
Under the snow, 

Speak gently, she can hear 
The daisies grow. 


All her bright golden hair 
Tarnished with rust, 

She that was young and fair 
Fallen to dust. 


Lily-like, white as snow, 
She hardly knew 

She was a woman, so 
Sweetly she grew. 


Coffhin-board, heavy stone, 
Lie on her breast, 

I vex my heart alone, 
She is at rest. 


OSCAR WILDE 


Peace, Peace, she cannot hear 
Lyre or sonnet, 

All my life’s buried here. 
Heap earth upon it. 


Yet Each Man Kills the Thing He Loves 


FROM “‘THE BALLAD OF READING GAOL” 


Yet each man kills the thing he loves, 
By each let this be heard, 

Some do it with a bitter look, 
Some with a flattering word, 

The coward does it with a kiss, 
The brave man with a sword! 


Some kill their love when they are young, 
And some when they are old; 

Some strangle with the hands of Lust, 
Some with the hands of Gold: 

The kindest use a knife, because 
The dead so soon grow cold. 


Some love too little, some too long, 
Some sell, and others buy; 

Some do the deed with many tears, 
And some without a sigh: 

For each man kills the thing he loves, 
Yet each man does not die. 


He does not die a death of shame 
On a day of dark disgrace, 

Nor have a noose about his neck, 
Nor a cloth upon his face, 

Nor drop feet foremost through the floor 
Into an empty space. 


He does not sit with silent men 
Who watch him night and day; 
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Who watch him when he tries to weep 
And when he tries to pray; 

Who watch him lest himself should rob 
The prison of its prey. 


He does not wake at dawn to see 
Dead figures throng his room, 

The shivering Chaplain robed in white, 
The Sheriff stern with gloom, 

And the Governor all in shiny black, 
With the yellow face of Doom. 


He does not rise in piteous haste 
To put on convict-clothes, 


While some coarse-mouthed Doctor gloats, and notes 


Each new and nerve-twitched pose, 
Fingering a watch whose little ticks 
Are like horrible hammer-blows. 


He does not know that sickening thirst 
That sands one’s throat, before 

The hangman with his gardener’s gloves 
Slips through the padded door, 

And binds one with three leathern thongs, 
That the throat may thirst no more. 


He does not bend his head to hear 
The Burial Office read, 

Nor while the terror of his soul 
Tells him he is not dead, 

Cross his own coffin, as he moves 
Into the hideous shed. 


He does not stare upon the air 
Through a little roof of glass: 
He does not pray with lips of clay 
For his agony to pass; 
Nor feel upon his shuddering cheek 
The kiss of Caiaphas. 
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LIZETTE WOODWORTH REESE 
1856- 


Tears 


When I consider Life and its few years— 

A wisp of fog betwixt us and the sun; 

A call to battle, and the battle done 

Ere the last echo dies within our ears; 

A rose choked in the grass; an hour of fears; 
The gusts that past a darkening shore do beat; 
The burst of music down an unlistening street,— 
I wonder at the idleness of tears. 


Ye old, old dead, and ye of yesternight 
Chieftains, and bards, and keepers of the sheep, 
By every cup of sorrow that you had, 

Loose me from tears, and make me see aright 
How each hath back what once he stayed to weep: 
Homer his sight, David his little lad! 


JOHN DAVIDSON 
1857-1909 


A Ballad of Hell 


**A letter from my love to-day! 
Oh, unexpected, dear appeal!” 

She struck a happy tear away, 
And broke the crimson seal. 


*“My love, there is no help on earth, 
No help in heaven; the dead-man’s bell 
Must toll our wedding; our first hearth 
Must be the well-paved floor of hell.” 


The colour died from out her face, 
Her eyes like ghostly candles shone; 
She cast dread looks about the place, 
Then clenched her teeth and read right on. 
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“‘T may not pass the prison door; 
Here must | rot from day to day, 
Unless I wed whom I abhor, 
My cousin, Blanche of Valencay. 


At midnight with my dagger keen, 
I’ll take my life; it must be so. 
Meet me in hell to-night, my queen, 

For weal and woe.” 


She laughed although her face was wan, 
She girded on her golden belt, 

She took her jewelled ivory fan, 
And at her glowing missal knelt, 


Then rose, ‘‘And am I mad?” she said: 
She broke her fan, her belt untied; 
With leather girt herself instead, 
And stuck a dagger at her side. 


She waited, shuddering in her room, 
Till sleep had fallen on all the house. 
She never flinched; she faced her doom: 
They two must sin to keep their vows. 


Then out into the night she went, 
And stooping crept by hedge and tree; 
Her rose-bush flung a snare of scent, 
And caught a happy memory. 


She fell, and lay a minute’s space; 
She tore the sward in her distress; 

The dewy grass refreshed her face; 
She rose and ran with lifted dress. 


She started like a morn-caught ghost 

Once when the moon came out and stood 
To watch; the naked road she crossed, 

And dived into the murmuring wood. 
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The branches snatched her streaming cloak; 
A live thing shrieked; she made no stay! 
She hurried to the trysting-oak— 
Right well she knew the way. 


Without a pause she bared her breast, 
And drove her dagger home and fell, 

And lay like one that takes her rest, 
And died and wakened up in hell. 


She bathed her spirit in the flame, 
And near the centre took her post; 

From all sides to her ears there came 
The dreary anguish of the lost. 


The devil started at her side, 
Comely, and tall, and black as jet. 

*T am young Malespina’s bride; 
Has he come hither yet?” 


“My poppet, welcome to your bed.” 
“Ts Malespina here?” 

“Not he! To-morrow he must wed 
His cousin Blanche, my dear!” 


“You lie, he died with me to-night.” 
“Not he! it was a plot.” “You lie.” 

“My dear, I never lie outright.” 
“We died at midnight, he and I.” 


The devil went. Without a groan 

She, gathered up in one fierce prayer, 
Took root in hell’s midst all alone, 

And waited for him there. 


She dared to make herself at home 
Amidst the wail, the uneasy stir. 
The blood-stained flame that filled the dome, 


Scentless and silent, shrouded her. 
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How long she stayed I cannot tell; 
But when she felt his perfidy, 

She marched across the floor of hell; 
And all the damned stood up to see. 


The devil stopped her at the brink: 
She shook him off; she cried, ‘‘ Away!” 
“My dear, you have gone mad, I| think.” 
“I was betrayed: I will not stay.” 


Across the weltering deep she ran; 
A stranger thing was never seen: 
The damned stood silent to a man; 
They saw the great gulf set between. 


To her it seemed a meadow fair; 
And flowers sprang up about her feet; 
She entered heaven; she climbed the stair; 
And knelt down at the mercy-seat. 


Seraphs and saints with one great voice 
Welcomed the soul that knew not fears 
Amazed to find it could rejoice, 
Hell raised a hoarse half-human cheer. 


Ae MARY F. ROBINSON 
1857- 


Sometimes when I Sit Musing All Alone 


Sometimes when I sit musing all alone 
The sick diversity of human things, 
Into my soul, I know not how, there springs 
The vision of a world unlike our own. 
O stable Zion, perfect, endless, one, 
Why hauntest thou a soul that hath no wings? 
I look on thee as men on mirage springs, 
Knowing the desert bears but sand and stone. 


A. MARY F. ROBINSON 


Yet as a passing mirror in the street 

Flashes a glimpse of gardens out of range 
Through some poor sick-room open to the heat, 

So, in a world cf doubt and death and change, 
The vision of eternity is sweet, 

The vision of eternity is strange. 


Ah Me, Do You Remember Still 


Ah me, do you remember still 

The garden where we strolled together 
The empty groves, the little hill 

Starred o’er with pale Italian heather? 


And you to me said never a word, 
Nor I a single word to you. 

And yet how sweet a thing was heard, 
Resolved, abandoned by us two! 


Etruscan Tombs 


Beneath the branches of the olive yard 
Are roots where cyclamen and violet grow; 
Beneath the roots the earth is deep and hard, 
And there a king was buried long ago. 


The peasants digging deeply in the mould 
Cast up the autumn soil about the place, 
And saw a gleam of unexpected gold, 
And underneath the earth a living face. 


With sleeping lids and rosy lips he lay, 

Among the wreaths and gems that mark the king, 
One moment; then a little dust and clay 

Fell shrivelled over wreath and urn and ring. 


A carven slab recalls his name and deeds, 
Writ in a language no man living reads. 
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Let Us Forget 


Let us forget we loved each other much, 
Let us forget we ever have to part, 

Let us forget that any look or touch 
Once let in either to the other’s heart. 


Only we’ll sit upon the daisied grass 

And hear the larks and see the swallows pass; 
Only we'll live awhile, as children play, 
Without to-morrow, without yesterday. 


FRANCIS THOMPSON 
1859-1907 
Daisy 


Where the thistle lifts a purple crown 
Six foot out of the turf, 

And the harebell shakes on the windy hill— 
O the breath of the distant surf! 


The hills look over on the South, 
And southward dreams the sea; 
And, with the sea-breeze hand in hand, 
Came innocence and she. 


Where ’mid the gorse the raspberry 
Red for the gatherer springs, 

Two children did we stray and talk 
Wise, idle, childish things. 


She listened with big-lipped surprise, 
Breast-deep ’mid flower and spine: 
Her skin was like a grape, whose veins 

Run snow instead of wine. 


FRANCIS THOMPSON 


She knew not those sweet words she spake, 
Nor knew her own sweet way; 

But there’s never a bird, so sweet a song 
Thronged in whose throat that day! 


Oh, there were flowers in Storrington 
On. the turf and on the spray; 

But the sweetest flower on Sussex hills 
Was the Daisy-flower that day! 


Her beauty smoothed earth’s furrowed face3 
She gave me tokens three,— 

A look, a word of her winsome mouth, 
And a wild raspberry. 


A berry red, a guileless look, 
A still word,—strings of sand! 

And yet they made my wild, wild heart 
Fly down to her little hand. 


For standing artless as the air, 
And candid as the skies, 

She took the berries with her hand, 
And the love with her sweet eyes. 


The fairest things have fleetest end, 
Their scent survives their close; 

But the rose’s scent is bitterness 
To him that loved the rose! 


She looked a little wistfully, 
Then went her sunshine way: 
The sea’s eye had a mist on it, 
And the leaves fell from the day. 


She went her unremembering way, 
She went and left in me 

The pang of all the partings gone 
And partings yet to be. 
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She left me marvelling why my soul 
Was sad that she was glad; 

At all the sadness in the sweet, 
The sweetness in the sad. 


Still, still I seemed to see her, still 
Look up with soft replies, 

And take the berries with her hand, 
And the love with her lovely eyes. 


Nothing begins and nothing ends, 
That is not paid with moan; 

For we are born in others’ pain, 
And perish in our own. 


The Hound of Heaven 


I fled Him, down the nights and down the days; 
I fled Him, down the arches of the years; 
I fled Him, down the labyrinthine ways 
Of my own mind; and in the mist of tears 
I hid from Him, and under running laughter. 
Up vistaed hopes I sped; 
And shot, precipitated 
Adown Titanic glooms of chasmed fears, 
From those strong Feet that followed, followed after. 
But with unhurrying chase, 
And unperturbed pace, 
Deliberate speed, majestic instancy, 
They beat—and a Voice beat 
More instant than the Feet— 
‘All things betray thee, who betrayest Me.” 


I pleaded, outlaw-wise, 
By many a hearted casement, curtained red, 
Trellised with intertwining charities; 
(For, though I knew His Love Who followéd, 
Yet was I sore adread 
Lest, having Him, I must have naught beside); 
But, if one little casement parted wide, 
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The gust of his approach would clash it to. 
Fear wist not to evade, as Love wist to pursue. 
Across the margent of the world I fled, 

And troubled the gold gateways of the stars, 

Smiting for shelter on their clangéd bars; 

Fretted to dulcet jars 
And silver chatter the pale ports 0’ the moon. 
I said to dawn, Be sudden; to eve, Be soon; 

With thy young skiey blossoms heap me over 

From this tremendous Lover! 
Float thy vague veil about me, lest He see! 

I tempted all his servitors, but to find 
My own betrayal in their constancy, 

In faith to Him their fickleness to me, 

Their traitorous trueness, and their loyal deceit. 
To all swift things for swiftness did I sue; 

Clung to the whistling mane of every wind. 

But whether they swept, smoothly fleet, 
The long savannahs of the blue; 
Or whether, Thunder-driven, 
They clanged his chariot ’thwart a heaven 
Plashy with flying lightnings round the spurn o’ their feet:— 
Fear wist not to evade as Love wist to pursue. 
Still with unhurrying chase, 
And unperturbéd pace, 
Deliberate speed, majestic instancy, 
Came on the following Feet, 
And a Voice above their beat— 
‘“‘Naught shelters thee, who wilt not shelter Me.” 


I sought no more that after which I strayed 
In face of man or maid; 
But still within the little children’s eyes 
Seems something, something that replies; 
They at least are for me, surely for me! 
I turned me to them very wistfully; 
But, just as their young eyes grew sudden fair 
With dawning answers there, 
Their angel plucked them from me by the hair. 
“Come then, ye other children, Nature’s—share 
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With me” (said I) ‘‘your delicate fellowship; 


Let me greet you lip to lip, 
Let me twine with you caresses, 
Wantoning 
With our Lady-Mother’s vagrant tresses, 
Banqueting 
With her in her wind-walled palace, 
Underneath her azured dais, 
Quaffing, as your taintless way is, 
From a chalice 
Lucent-weeping out of the dayspring.” 
So it was done: 
I in their delicate fellowship was one— 
Drew the bolt of Nature’s secrecies. 
I knew all the swift importings 
On the wilful face of skies; 
I knew how the clouds arise 
Spuméd of the wild sea-snortings; 
All that’s born or dies 
Rose and drooped with—made them shapers 
Of mine own moods, or wailful or divine— 
With them joyed and was bereaven. 
I was heavy with the even, 
When she lit her glimmering tapers 
Round the day’s dead sanctities. 
I laughed in the morning’s eyes. 
I triumphed and I saddened with all weather, 
Heaven and I wept together, 
And its sweet tears were salt with mortal mine; 
Against the red throb of its sunset-heart 
I laid my own to beat, 
And share commingling heat; 
But not by that, by that, was eased my human smart. 
In vain my tears were wet on Heaven’s grey cheek. 
For ah! we know not what each other says, 
These things and J; in sound J speak— 
Their sound is but their stir, they speak by silences. 
Nature, poor stepdame, cannot slake my drouth; 
Let her, if she would owe me, 
Drop yon blue bosom-veil of sky, and show me 
The breasts o’ her tenderness: 
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Never did any milk of hers once bless 
My thirsting mouth. 
Nigh and nigh draws the chase, 
With unperturbéd pace, 
Deliberate speed, majestic instancy; ’ 
And past those noiséd Feet 
A voice comes yet more fleet— 
*“Lo! naught contents thee, who content’st not Me.” 


Naked I wait Thy love’s uplifted stroke! 
My harness piece by piece Thou hast hewn from me, 
And smitten me to my knee; 
I am defenceless utterly. 
I slept, methinks, and woke, 
And, slowly gazing, find me stripped in sleep. 
In the rash lustihead of my young powers, 
I shook the pillaring hours 
And pulled my life upon me; grimed with smears, 
I stand amid the dust 0’ the mounded years— 
My mangled youth lies dead beneath the heap. 
My days have crackled and gone up in smoke, 
Have puffed and burst as sun-starts on a stream. 
Yea, faileth now even dream 
The dreamer, and the lute the lutanist; 
Even the linked fantasies, in whose blossomy twist 
I swung the earth a trinket at my wrist, 
Are yielding; cores of all too weak account 
For earth with heavy griefs so overplussed. 
Ah! is Thy love indeed 
A weed, albeit an amaranthine weed, 
Suffering no flowers except its own to mount? 
Ah! must— 
Designer infinite !— 
Ah! must Thou char the wood ere Thcu canst limn with it? 
My freshness spent its wavering shower i’ the dust; 
And now my heart is as a broken fount, 
Wherein tear-drippings stagnate, spilt down ever 
From the dank thoughts that shiver 
Upon the sighful branches of my mind. 
Such is; what is to be? 
The pulp so bitter, how shall taste the rind? 
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I dimly guess what Time in mists confounds; 
Yet ever and anon a trumpet sounds 
From the hid battlements of Eternity; 
Those shaken mists a space unsettle, then 
Round the half glimpsed turrets slowly wash again. 
But not ere him who summoneth 
I first have seen, enwound 
With glooming robes purpureal, cypress-crowned; 
His name I know, and what his trumpet saith. 
Whether man’s heart or life it be which yields 
Thee harvest, must Thy harvest fields 
Be dunged with rotten death? 
Now of that long pursuit 
Comes on at hand the bruit; 
That Voice is round me like a bursting sea: 
*‘And is thy earth so marred 
Shattered in shard on shard? 
Lo, all things fly thee, for thou fliest Me! 
Strange, piteous, futile thing, 
Wherefore should any set thee love apart? 
Seeing none but I makes much of naught’”’ (He said), 
“And human love needs human meriting: 
How hast thou merited— 
Of all man’s clotted clay the dingiest clot? 
Alack, thou knowest not 
How little worthy of any love thou art! 
Whom wilt thou find to love ignoble thee 
Save Me, save only Me? 
All which I took from thee I did but take, 
Not for thy harms, 
But just that thou might’st seek it in My arms. 
All which thy child’s mistake 
Fancies as lost, I have stored for thee at home: 
Rise, clasp My hand, and come!” 


Halts by me that footfall: 
Is my gloom, after all, 
Shade of His hand, outstretched caressingly ? 
““Ah, fondest, blindest, weakest, 
I am He Whom thou seekest! 
Thou dravest love from thee, who dravest Me.” 
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Terence, This Is Stupid Stuff 


. . Why, if ’tis dancing you would be, 
There’ s brisker pipes than poetry. 
Say, for what were hop-yards meant, 
Or why was Burton built on Trent? 
Oh many a peer of England brews 
Livelier liquor than the Muse, 

And malt does more than Milton can 
To justify God’s ways to man. 

Ale, man, ale’s the stuff to drink 

For fellows whom it hurts to think: 
Look into the pewter pot 

To see the world as the world’s not. 
And faith, ’tis pleasant till ’tis past: 
The mischief is that ’twill not last. 
Oh I have been to Ludlow fair 

And left my necktie God knows where, 
And carried half way home, or near, 
Pints and quarts of Ludlow beer: 
Then the world seemed none so bad, 
And I myself a sterling lad; 

And down in lovely muck I’ve lain, 
Happy till I woke again. 

Then I saw the morning sky; 
Heigho, the tale was all a lie; 

The world, it was the old world yet, 
I was I, my things were wet, 

And nothing now remained to do 
But begin the game anew. 


Is My Team Ploughing 


“Ts my team ploughing, 
That I was used to drive 

And hear the harness jingle 
When J was man alive?” 
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Ay, the horses trample, 
The harness jingles now; 

No change though you lie under 
The land you used to plough. 


“Ts football playing 
Along the river shore, 

With lads to chase the leather, 
Now I stand up no more?” 


Ay, the ball is flying, 
The lads play heart and soul; 
The goal stands up, the keeper 
Stands up to keep the goal. 


“Ts my girl happy, 
‘i That I thought hard to leave, 
And has she tired of weeping 
As she lies down at eve?” 


Ay, she lies down lightly, 
She lies not down to weep: 

Your girl is well contented. 
Be still my lad, and sleep. 


“Is my friend hearty, 
Now I am thin and pine, 
And has he found to sleep in 
A better bed than mine?” 


Yes, lad, I lie easy, 
I lie as lads would choose; 

I cheer a dead man’s sweetheart, 
Never ask me whose. 


Bredon Hill 


In summertime on Bredon 
The bells they sound so clear; 
Round both the shires they ring them 
In steeples far and near, 
A happy noise to hear. 
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Here of a Sunday morning 
My love and I would lie, 
And see the coloured counties, 
And hear the larks so high 

About us in the sky. 


The bells would ring to call her 
In valleys miles away: 

“Come all to church, good people; 
Good people, come and pray.” 
But here my love would stay. 


And I would turn and answer 
Among the springtime thyme, 

“Oh, peal upon our wedding, 
And we will hear the chime, 
And come to church in time.’’ 


But when the snows at Christmas 
On Bredon top were strown, 
My love rose up so early 
And stole out unbeknown 
And went to church alone. 


They tolled the one bell only, 
Groom there was none to see, 

The mourners followed after, 
And to church went she, 
And would not wait for me. 


The bells they sound on Bredon, 
And still the steeples hum. 

“Come all to church, good people,” — 
Oh, notsy bells, be dumb; 
I hear you, I will come. 


To an Athlete Dying Young 


The time you won your town the race 
We chaired you through the market-place; 
Man and boy stood cheering by, 

And home we brought you shoulder-high. 
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To-day, the road all runners come, 
Shoulder-high we bring you home, 
And set you at your threshold down, 
Townsman of a stiller town. 


Smart lad, to slip betimes away 
From fields where glory does not stay 
And early though the laurel grows, 

It withers quicker than the rose. 


Eyes the shady night has shut 

Cannot see the record cut, 

And silence sounds no worse than cheers 
After earth has stopped the ears: 


Now you will not swell the rout 

Of lads that wore their honours out, 
Runners whom renown outran 

And the name died before the man. 


So set, before its echoes fade, 
The fleet foot on the sill of shade, 
And hold to the low lintel up 
The still-defended challenge-cup. 


And round that early-laurelled head 
Will flock to gaze the strengthless dead, 
And find unwithered on its curls 

The garland briefer than a girl’s. 


When I Was One-and-Twenty 


When I was one-and-twenty 
I heard a wise man say, 
“Give crowns and pounds and guineas 
But not your heart away; 
Give pearls away and rubies 
But keep your fancy free.” 
But I was one-and-twenty, 
No use to talk to me. 
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When I was one-and-twenty 
I heard him say again, 
“The heart out of the bosom 
Was never given in vain; 
*Tis paid with sighs a plenty 
And sold for endless rue.” 
And I am two-and-twenty, 
And oh, ’tis true, ’tis true. 


When I Watch the Living Meet 


When I watch the living meet, 
And the moving pageant file 

Warm and breathing through the street 
Where I lodge a little while, 


If the heats of hate and lust 
In the house of flesh are strong, 
Let me mind the house of dust 
Where my sojourn shall be long. 


In the nation that is not 

Nothing stands that stood before; 
There revenges are forgot, 

And the hater hates no more; 


Lovers lying two and two 
Ask not whom they sleep beside, 
And the bridegroom all night through 
Never turns him to the bride. 


LIONEL JOHNSON 


1862-1902 
The Dark Angel 


Dark Angel, with thine aching lust 
To rid the world of penitence: 
Malicious Angel, who still dost 
My soul such subtile violence! 
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Because of thee, no thought, no thing, 
Abides for me undesecrate: 

Dark Angel, ever on the wing, 

Who never reachest me too late! 


When music sounds, then changest thou 
Its silvery to a sultry fire: 

Nor will thine envious heart allow 
Delight untortured by desire. 


Through thee, the gracious Muses turn 
To Furies, O mine Enemy! 

And all the things of beauty burn 
With flames of evil ecstasy. 


Because of thee the land of dreams 
Becomes a gathering place of fears: 
Until tormented slumber seems 
One vehemence of useless tears. 


When sunlight glows upon the flowers, 

Or ripples down the dancing sea: 

Thou, with thy troop of passionate powers, 
Beleaguerest, bewilderest, me. 


Within the breath of autumn woods 
Within the winter silences: 

Thy venomous spirit stirs and broods, 
O Master of impieties! 


The ardour of red flame is thine, 
And thine the steely soul of ice: 
Thou poisonest the fair design 
Of nature, with unfair device. 


Apples of ashes, golden bright; 
Waters of bitterness how sweet! 

O banquet of a foul delight, 
Frepared by thee, dark Paracelete! 
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Thou art the whisper in the gloom, 
The hinting tone, the haunting laugh: 
Thou art the adorner of my tomb, 
The minstrel of mine epitaph. 


I fight thee, in the Holy Name! 

Yet, what thou dost, is what God saith: 
Tempter! should I escape thy flame, 

Thou wilt have helped my soul from Death: 


The second Death, that never dies, 
That cannot die, when time is dead: 
Live Death, wherein the lost soul cries, 
Eternally uncomforted. 


Dark Angel, with thine aching lust! 
Of two defeats, of two despairs: 

Less dread, a change to drifting dust, 
Than thine eternity of cares. 


Do what thou wilt, thou shalt not so, 
Dark Angel! triumph over me: 
Lonely, unto the Lone I go; 

Divine, to the Divinity. 


GEORGE SANTAYANA 
1863- 


After Grey Vigils 


After grey vigils, sunshine in the heart; 

After long fasting on the journey, food; 

After sharp thirst, a draught of perfect good 

To flood the soul, and heal her ancient smart. 
Joy of my sorrow, never can we part; 

Thou broodest o’er me in the haunted wood, 
And with new music fill’st the solitude 

By but so sweetly being what thou art. 

He who hath made thee perfect, makes me blest. 
O fiery minister, on thy mighty wings 
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Bear me, great love, to mine eternal rest. 
Heaven it is to be at peace with things; 
Come chaos now, and in a whirlwind’s rings 
Engulf the planets. I have seen the best. 


RUDYARD KIPLING 
s 1865- 


Boots 


We’re foot—slog—slog—slog—sloggin’ over Africa 

Foot—foot—foot—foot—sloggin’ over Africa— 

(Boots—boots—boots—boots—movin’ up and down again!) 
There’s no discharge in the war! 


Seven—six—eleven—five—nine-an’-twenty mile to-day— 

Four—eleven—seventeen—thirty-two the day before— 

(Boots—boots—boots—boots—movin’ up and down again!) 
There’s no discharge in the war! 


Don’t—don’t—don’t—don’t—look at what’s in front of you. 

(Boots—boots—boots—boots—movin’ up an’ down again); 

Men—men—men—men—men go mad with watchin’ ’em, 
An’ there’s no discharge in the war! 


Try—try—try—try—to think o’ something different— 

Oh—my—God—keep—me from goin’ lunatic! 

(Boots—boots—boots—boots—movin’ up an’ down again!) 
There’s no discharge in the war! 


Count—count—count—count—the bullets in the bandoliers. 

If—your—eyes—drop—they will get atop 0’ you! 

(Boots—boots—boots—boots—movin’ up an’ down again !)— 
There’s no discharge in the war! 


We—can—stick—out—’ unger, thirst, an’ weariness, 

But—not—not—not—not the chronic sight of ’em— 

Boots—boots—boots—boots—movin’ up an’ down again, 
An’ there’s no discharge in the war! 
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*Tain’t—so—bad—by—day because 0’ company, 
But night—brings—long—strings—o’ forty thousand million 
Boots—boots—boots—boots—movin’ up an’ down again. 


There’s no discharge in the war! 


1—’ave—marched—six—weeks in ’Ell an’ certify 

It—is—-not—fire—devils, dark, or anything, 

But boots—boots—boots—boots—movin’ up an’ down again, 
An’ there’s no discharge in the war! 


The Explorer 


~ There’s no sense of going further—it’s the edge of cultivation,” 
So they said, and I believed it—broke my land and sowed my 
crop— 
Suilt my barns and strung my fences in the little border station 
Tucked away below the foothills where the trails run out and 
stop: 


Till a voice, as bad as Conscience, rang interminable changes 
On one everlasting Whisper day and night repeated—so: 
“Something hidden. Go and find it. Go and look behind the 
Ranges— 
“Something lost behind the Ranges. Lost and waiting for you. 
Go!” 


So I went, worn out of patience; never told my nearest neighbours— 

Stole away with pack and ponies—left ’em drinking in the town; 

And the faith that moveth mountains didn’t seem to help my 
labours 

cs I faced the sheer main-ranges, whipping up and leading 
down. 


March by march I puzzled through ’em, turning flanks and dodging 
shoulders, 
Hurried on in hope of water, headed back for lack of grass; 
Till I camped above. the tree-line—drifted snow and _ naked 


boulders— 
Felt free air astir to windward—knew I’d stumbled on the 


Pass. 
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Thought to name it for the finder: but that night the Norther found 
me— 
Froze and killed the plains-bred ponies; so I called the camp Despair 
(It’s the Railway Gap to-day, though). Then my Whisper waked 
to hound me:— 
“Something lost behind the Ranges. Over yonder! Go you 
there!” 


Then I knew, the while I doubted—knew His Hand was certain o’er 
me. 
Still—it might be self-delusion—scores of better men had died— 
I could reach the township living, but . . . He knows what 
terror toreme .. . 
But I didn’t . . . but I didn’t. I went down the other side. 


Till the snow ran out in flowers, and the flowers turned to aloes, 
And the aloes sprung to thickets and a brimming stream ran by; 
But the thickets dwined to thorn-scrub, and the water drained to 

shallows, 
And I dropped again on desert—blasted earth, and blasting 
skye 


I remember lighting fires; I remember sitting by ’em; 
I remember seeing faces, hearing voices, through the smoke; 
I remember they were fancy—for | threw a stone to try ’em. 
“Something lost behind the Ranges” was the only word they 
spoke. 


I remember going crazy. I remember that I knew it 
When I heard myself hollooing to the funny folk I saw. 
"Very full of dreams that desert, but my two legs took me through 
LC Rees es 
And I used to watch ’em moving with the toes all black and raw. 


But at last the country altered—White Man’s country past dis-. 
puting— 
Rolling grass and open timber, with a hint of hills behind— 
There I found me food and water, and I lay a week recruiting. 


Got my strength and lost my nightmares. Then I entered on my 
find. 
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Thence [ ran my first rough survey—chose my trees and blazed and 
ringed ’°em— 
Week by week I pried and sampled—week by week my findings 
grew. 
Saul he went to look for donkeys, and by God he found a kingdom! 
But by God, who sent His Whisper, I had struck the worth of 


two. 


Up along the hostile mountains, where the hair-poised snow-slide 
shivers— 
Down and through the big fat marshes that the virgin ore-bed 
stains, 
Till I heard the mile-wide mutterings of unimagined rivers, 
And beyond the nameless timber saw illimitable plains! 


’Plotted sites of future cities, traced the easy grades between ’em; 
Watched unharnessed rapids wasting fifty thousand head an 
hour; 
Counted leagues of water frontage through the axe-ripe woods that 
screen ’em— 
Saw the plant to feed a people—up and waiting for the power! 


Well I know who'll take the credit—all the clever chaps that fol- 
lowed— 
Came, a dozen men together—never knew my desert-fears; 
Tracked me by the camps I’d quitted, used the water-holes I’d hol: 
lowed. 
They’ll go back and do the talking. They’ll be called the Pioneers! 


They will find my sites of townships—not the cities that I set 
there. 
They will rediscover rivers—not my rivers heard at night. 
By my own old marks and bearings they will show me how to get 
there. 
By the lonely cairns I builded they will guide my feet aright. 


Have I named one single river? Have I claimed one single acre? 
Have I kept one single nugget—(barring samples)? No, not I! 
Because my price was paid me ten times over by my Maker. 
But you wouldn’t understand it. You go up and occupy. 
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Ores you'll find there; wood and cattle; water-transit sure and steady 
(That should keep the railway-rates down), coal and iron at your 
doors, 
God took care to hide that country till He judged His people ready, 
Then He chose me for His Whisper, and I’ve found it, and it’s 
yours! 


Yes, your “‘ Never-never country” —yes, your “edge of cultivation” 
And “‘no sense in going further”—till I crossed the range to see. 
God forgive me! No, J didn’t. It’s God’s present to our nation. 
Anybody might have found it but—His Whisper came to Me! 


Recessional 


God of our fathers, known of old, 
Lord of our far-flung battle-line, 
Beneath whose awful Hand we hold 
Dominion over palm and pine— 
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 

Lest we forget—lest we forget! 


The tumult and the shouting dies; 
The Captains and the Kings depart: 
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice, 
An humble and a contrite heart. 
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget—lest we forget! 


Far-called, our navies melt away; 

On dune and headland sinks the fire: 
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday 

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre! 
Judge of the Nations, spare us yet, 
Lest we forget—lest we forget! 


If, drunk with sight of power, we loose 
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe, 
Such boastings as the Gentiles use, 
Or lesser breeds without the Law— 
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 
Lest we forget—lest we forget! 
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For heathen heart that puts her trust 

In reeking tube and iron shard, 
All valiant dust that builds on dust, 

And guarding, calls not Thee to guard, 
For frantic boast and foolish word— 
Thy mercy on Thy people, Lord! 


Wellin teagan bau duly boReevehrAsius 
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The Lake Isle of Innisfree 


I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, 

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made: 
Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honey bee, 
And live alone in the bee-loud glade. 


And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow, 
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings; 
There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow, 

And evening full of the linnet’s wings. 


I will arise and go now, for always night and day 

I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore; 
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray, 
[ hear it in the deep heart’s core. 


The Wild Swans at Coole 


The trees are in their autumn beauty, 

The woodland paths are dry, 

Under the October twilight the water 
Mirrors a still sky; 

Upon the brimming water among the stones 
Are nine and fifty swans. 
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The nineteenth Autumn has come upon me 
Since I first made my count; 

I saw, before I had well finished, 

All suddenly mount 

And scatter wheeling in great broken rings 
Upon their clamorous wings. 


I have looked upon those brilliant creatures, 
And now my heart is sore. 

All’s changed since I, hearing at twilight, 
The first time on this shore, 

The bell-beat of their wings above my head, 
Trod with a lighter tread. 


Unwearied still, lover by lover, 

They paddle in the cold, 

Companionable streams or climb the air; 
Their hearts have not grown old; 

Passion or conquest, wander where they will, 
Attend upon them still. 


But now they drift on the still water 
Mysterious, beautiful; 

Among what rushes will they build, 

By what lake’s edge or pool 

Delight men’s eyes when I awake some day 
To find they have flown away? 


azn’’ (GEORGE WILLIAM RUSSELL) 
1867- 


The Great Breath 


Its edges foamed with amethyst and rose, 

Withers once more the old blue flower of day: 

There where the ether like a diamond glows, 
Its petals fade away. 
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A shadowy tumult stirs the dusky air; 

Sparkle the delicate dews, the distant snows; 

The great deep thrills—for through it everywhere 
The breath of Beauty blows. 


I saw how all the trembling ages past, 

Moulded to her by deep and deeper breath, 

Near’d to the hour when Beauty breathes her last 
And knows herself in death. 


ERNEST DOWSON 
1867-1900 


To One in Bedlam 


With delicate mad hands behind his sordid bars, 

Surely he hath his posies, which they tear and twine; 
Those scentless wisps of straw, that miserably line 

His strait, caged universe, whereat the dull world stares, 
Pedant and pitiful. Oh, how his rapt gaze wars 

With their stupidity! Know they what dreams divine 
Lift his long, laughing reveries like enchanted wine, 

And make his melancholy germain to the stars? 


O lamentable brother! if those pity thee, 

Am I not fain of all thy lone eyes promise me; 

Half a fool’s kingdom, far from men who sow and reap, 
All their days, vanity? Better than mortal flowers 

Thy moon-kissed roses seem: better than love or sleep 
The star-crowned solitude of thine oblivious hours! 


Vitae Summa Brevis Spem Nos Vetat Incohare Longam 


They are not long, the weeping and the laughter, 
Love and desire and hate; 

I think they have no portion in us after 
We pass the gate. 


They are not long, the days of wine and roses: 
Out of a misty dream 

Our path emerges for a while, then closes 
Within a dream. 
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WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY 
1869-1910 


Gloucester Moors 


A mile behind is Gloucester town 

Where the fishing fleets put in, 

A mile ahead the land dips down 

And the woods and farms begin. 

Here, where the moors stretch free 

In the high blue afternoon, 

Are the marching sun and talking sea, 
And the racing winds that wheel and flee 
On the flying heels of June. 


Jill-o’er-the-ground is purple blue, 
Blue is the quaker-maid, 

The wild geranium holds its dew 

Long in the boulder’s shade. 

Wax-red hangs the cup 

From the huckleberry boughs, 

In barberry bells the gray moths sup, 
Or where the choke-cherry lifts high up 
Sweet bowls for their carouse. 


Over the shelf of the sandy cove 

Beach-peas blossom late. 

By copse and cliff the swallows rove 

Each calling to his mate. 

Seaward the sea-gulls go, 

And the land-birds all are here; 

That green-gold flash was a vireo, 

And yonder flame where the marsh-flags grow 
Was a scarlet tanager. 


This earth is not the steadfast place 
We landsmen build upon; 

From deep to deep she varies pace, 
And while she comes is gone. 
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Beneath my feet I feel 

Her smooth bulk heave and dip; 
With velvet plunge and soft upreel 
She swings and steadies to her keel 
Like a gallant, gallant ship. 


These summer clouds she sets for sail, 
The sun is her mast-head light, 

She tows the moon like a pinnace frail 
Where her phosphor wake churns bright. 
Now hid, now looming clear, 

On the face of the dangerous blue 

The star-fleets tack and wheel and veer, 
But on, but on does the old earth steer 
As if her port she knew. 


God, dear God! Does she know her port, 
Though she goes so far about? 

Or blind astray, does she make her sport 
To brazen and chance it out? 

I watched when her captains passed: 

She were better captainless. 

Men in the cabin, before the mast, 

But some were reckless and some aghast, 
And some sat gorged at mess. 


By her battened hatch I leaned and caught 
Sounds from the noisome hold,— 

Cursing and sighing of souls distraught 

And cries too sad to be told. 

Then I strove to go down and see; 

But they said, ‘Thou art not of us!” 

I turned to those on the deck with me 

And cried, “Give help!” But they said, “Let be: 
Our ship sails faster thus.” 


Jill-o’er-the-ground is purple blue, 

Blue is the quaker-maid, 

The alder-clump where the brook comes through 
Breeds cresses in its shade. 
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To be out of the moiling street 
With its swelter and its sin! 

Who has given to me this sweet, 
And given my brother dust to eat? 
And when will his wage come in? 


Scattering wide or blown in ranks, 

Yellow and white and brown, 

Boats and boats from the fishing banks 
Come home to Gloucester town. 

There is cash to purse and spend, 

There are wives to be embraced, 

Hearts to borrow and hearts to lend, 

And hearts to take and keep to the end,— 
O little sails, make haste! 


But thou, vast outbound ship of souls, 
What harbor town for thee? 

What shapes, when thy arriving tolls, 
Shall crowd the banks to see? 

Shall all the happy shipmates then 
Stand singing brotherly? 

Or shall a haggard ruthless few 

Warp her over and bring her to, 
While the many broken souls of men 
Fester down in the slaver’s pen, 

And nothing to say or do? 


GEORGE STERLING 
1869-1927 


The Night of Gods 


Their mouths have drunken the eternal wine— 
The draught that Baal in oblivion sips. 

Unseen about their courts the adder slips, 
Unheard the sucklings «f the leopard whine; 
The toad has found a resting-place divine, 
And bloats in stupor between Ammon’s lips. 

O Carthage and the unreturning ships, 

The fallen pinnacle, the shifting Sign! 


EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON 


Lo! when I hear from voiceless court and fane 
Time’s adoration of eternity,— 

The cry of kingdoms past and gods undone,— 
I stand as one whose feet at noontide gain 

A lonely shore; who feels his soul set free, 
And hears the blind sea chanting to the sun. 


EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON 
1869- 


Miniver Cheevy 


Miniver Cheevy, child of scorn, 
Grew lean while he assailed the seasons; 
He wept that he was-ever born, 


And he had reasons. 


Miniver loved the days of old 

When swords were bright and steeds were prancing; 
The vision of a warrior bold 

Would set him dancing. 


Miniver sighed for what was not, 

And dreamed, and rested from his labors; 
He dreamed of Thebes and Camelot, 
And Priam’s neighbors. 


Miniver mourned the ripe renown 

That made so many a name so fragrant; 
He mourned Romance, now on the town, 
And Art, a vagrant. 


Miniver loved the Medici, 

Albeit he had never seen one; 

He would have sinned incessantly 
Could he have been one. 
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Miniver cursed the commonplace 
And eyed a khaki suit with loathing; 
He missed the mediaeval grace 

Of iron clothing. 


Miniver scorned the gold he sought, 

But sore annoyed was he without it; 
Miniver thought, and thought, and thought, 
And thought about it. 


Miniver Cheevy, born too late, 
Scratched his head and kept on thinking; 
Miniver coughed, and called it fate, 

And kept on drinking. 


The House on the Hill 


They are all gone away, 
The house is shut and still, 
There is nothing more to say. 


Through broken walls and gray 
The winds blow bleak and shrill: 
They are all gone away. 


Nor is there one to-day 
To speak them good or ill: 
There is nothing more to say. 


Why is it then we stray 
Around that sunken sill? 
They are all gone away. 


And our poor fancy-play 
For them is wasted skill: 
There is nothing more to say. 


There is ruin and decay 

In the House on the Hill: 
They are all gone away; 
There is nothing more to say. 
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The Dark Hills 


Dark hills at evening in the west, 
Where sunset hovers like a sound 
Of golden horns that sang to rest 
Old bones of warriors under ground, 
Far now from all the bannered ways 
Where flash the legions of the sun, 
You fade—as if the last of days 
Were fading, and all wars were done. 


The Sheaves 
Where long the shadows of the wind had rolled, 


Green wheat was yielding to the change assigned; 
And as by some vast magic undivined 

The world was turning slowly into gold. 

Like nothing that was ever bought or sold 

It waited there, the body and the mind; 

And with a mighty meaning of a kind 

That tells the more the more it is not told. 


So in a land where all days are not fair, 

Fair days went on till on another day 

A thousand golden sheaves were lying there, 
Shining and still, but not for long to stay— 
As if a thousand girls with golden hair 

Might rise from where they slept and go away. 


For a Dead Lady 


No more with overflowing light 

Shall fill the eyes that now are faded, 
Nor shall another’s fringe with night 
Their woman-hidden world as they did. 
No more shall quiver down the days 
The flowing wonder of her ways, 
Whereof no language may requite 

The shifting and the many-shaded. 
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The grace, divine, definitive, 

Clings only as a faint forestalling; 

The laugh that love could not forgive 

Is hushed, and answers to no calling; 
The forehead and the little ears 

Have gone where Saturn keeps the years; 
The breast where roses could not live 
Has done with rising and with falling. 


The beauty, shattered by the laws 
That have creation in their keeping, 
No longer trembles at applause, 

Or over children that are sleeping; 
And we who delve in beauty’s lore 
Know all that we have known before 
Of what inexorable cause 

Makes Time so vicious in his reaping. 


WILLIAM H. DAVTIES 
1870- 


The Example 


Here’s an example from 
A Butterfly; 
That on a rough, hard rock 
Happy can lie; 
Friendless and all alone 
On this unsweetened stone. 


Now let my bed be hard, 
No care take I; 
Pll make my joy like this 
Small Butterfly, 
Whose happy heart has power 
To make a stone a flower. 


—— 


WILLIAM H. DAVIES 


The Villain 


While joy gave clouds the light of stars, 
That beamed where’er they looked; 

And calves and lambs had tottering knees, 
Excited, while they sucked; 

_ While every bird enjoyed his song, 
Without one thought of harm or wrong— 
I turned my head and saw the wind, 
Not far from where I stood, 

Dragging the corn by her golden hair, 

Into a dark and lonely wood. 


The Great Time 


Sweet Chance, that led my steps abroad, 
Beyond the town, where wild flowers grow— 
A rainbow and a cuckoo, Lord, 
How rich and great the times are now! 
Know, all ye sheep 
And cows, that keep 
On staring that I stand so long 
In grass that’s wet from heavy rain— 
A rainbow and a cuckoo’s song 
May never come together again; 
May never come 


This side the tomb. 


Leisure 
What is this life if, full of care, 


We have no time to stand and stare. 


No time to stand beneath the boughs 
And stare as long as sheep or cows, 


No time to see, when woods we pass, 
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass. 
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No time to see, in broad daylight, 
Streams full of stars, like skies at night. 


No time to turn at Beauty’s glance, 
And watch her feet, how they can dance. 


No time to wait till her mouth can 
Enrich that smile her eyes began. 


A poor life this if, full of care, 
We have not time to stand and stare. 
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Each New Hour’s Passage 1s the Acolyte 


Each new hour’s passage is the acolyte 

Of inarticulate song and syllable, 

And every passing moment 1s a bell 

To mourn the death of undiscerned delight. 
Where is the sun that made the noonday bright, 
And where the midnight moon? O let us tell, 
In long carved line and painted parable, 

How the white road curves down into the night. 


Only to build one crystal barrier 

Against this sea which beats upon our days; 

To ransom one lost moment with a rhyme! 

Or if fate cries and grudging gods demur, 

To clutch Life’s hair, and thrust one naked phrase 
Like a lean knife between the ribs of Time. 


RAMILAP TEL Ja(ONDME SON 


REAVIEP SH) HOLD GiS'O N 
1871- 


The Bull 


See an old unhappy bull, 

Sick in soul and body both, 
Slouching in the undergrowth 
Of the forest beautiful, 
Banished from the herd he led, 


Bulls and cows a thousand head. 


Cranes and gaudy parrots go 

Up and down the burning sky; 
Tree-top cats purr drowsily 

In the dim-day green below; 

And troops of monkeys, nutting, some, 
‘All disputing, go and come; 


And things abominable sit 
Picking offal buck or swine, 

On the mess and over it 
Burnished flies and beetles shine, 
And spiders big as bladders lie 
Under hemlocks ten foot high; 


And a dotced serpent curled 

Round and round and round a tree, 
Yellowing its greenery, 

Keeps a watch on all the world, 

All the world and this old bull 

In the forest beautiful. 


Bravely by his fall he came: 

One he led, a bull of blood 

Newly come to lustihood, 

Fought and put his prince to shame, 
Snuffed and pawed the prostrate head 
Tameless even while it bled. 
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There they left him, every one, 
Left him there without a lick, 
Left him for the birds to pick, 
Left him there for carrion, 
Vilely from their bosom cast 
Wisdom, worth and love at last. 


When the lion left his lair 

And roared his beauty through the hills, 
And the vultures pecked their quills 
And flew into the middle air, 

Then this prince no more to reign 

Came to life and lived again. 


He snuffed the herd in far retreat, 
He saw the blood upon the ground, 
And snuffed the burning airs around 
Still with beevish odours sweet, 
While the blood ran down his head 


And his mouth ran slaver red. 


Pity him, this fallen chief, 

All his splendour, all his strength, 

All his body’s breadth and length 
Dwindled down with shame and grief, 
Half the bull he was before, 


Bones and leather, nothing more. 


See him standing dewlap-deep 
In the rushes at the lake, 

Surly, stupid, half asleep, 
Waiting for his heart to break 
And the birds to join the flies 
Feasting at his bloodshot eyes,— 


Standing with his head hung down 
In a stupor, dreaming things: 
Green savannas, jungles brown, 
Battlefields and bellowings, 

Bulls undone and lions dead 

And vultures flapping overhead. 


RALPH HODGSON 


Dreaming things: of days he spent 
With his mother gaunt and lean 
In the valley warm and green, 
Full of baby wonderment, 
Blinking out of silly eyes 

At a hundred mysteries; 


Dreaming over once again 

How he wandered with a throng 

Of bulls and cows a thousand strong, 
Wandered on from plain to plain, 
Up the hill and down the dale, 
Always at his mother’s tail; 


How he lagged behind the herd, 
Lagged and tottered, weak of limb, 
And she turned and ran to him 
Blaring at the loathly bird 
Stationed always in the skies, 
Waiting for the flesh that dies. 


Dreaming maybe of a day 

When her drained and drying paps 
Turned him to the sweets and saps, 
Richer fountains by the way, 

And she left the bull she bore 

And he looked to her no more; 


And his little frame grew stout, 
And his little legs grew strong, 
And the way was not so long; 
And his little horns came out, 
And he played at butting trees 
And boulder-stones and tortoises, 


Joined a game of knobby skulls 
With the youngsters of his year, 
All the other little bulls, 
Learning both to bruise and bear, 
Learning how to stand a shock 


Like a little bull of rock. 
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Dreaming of a day less dim, 
Dreaming of a time less far, 
When the faint but certain star 
Of destiny burned clear for him, 
And a fierce and wild unrest 
Broke the quiet of his breast. 


And the gristles of his youth 
Hardened in his comely pow, 
And he came to fighting growth, 
Beat his bull and won his cow, 
And flew his tail and trampled off 
Past the tallest, vain enough, 


And curved about in splendour full 

And curved again and snuffed the airs 
As who should say Come out who dares! 
And all beheld a bull, a Bull, 

And knew that here was surely one 
That backed for no bull, fearing none. 


And the leader of the herd 

Looked and saw, and beat the ground, 
And shook the forest with his sound, 
Bellowed at the loathly bird 

Stationed always in the skies, 

Waiting for the flesh that dies. 


Dreaming, this old bull forlorn, 
Surely dreaming of the hour 
When he came to sultan power, 
And they owned him master-horn, 
Chiefest bull of all among 

Bulls and cows a thousand strong. 


And in all the tramping herd 
Not a bull that barred his way, 
Not a cow that said him nay, 
Not a bull or cow that erred 

In the furnace of his look 
Dared a second, worse rebuke; 


RALPH HODGSON 


Not in all the forest wide, 
Jungle, thicket, pasture, fen, 
Not another dared him then, 
Dared him and again defied; 
Not a sovereign buck or boar 
Came a second time for more. 


Not a serpent that survived 
Once the terrors of his hoof 
Risked a second time reproof, 
Came a second time and lived, 
Not a serpent in its skin 
Came again for discipline; 


Not a leopard bright as flame, 
Flashing fingerhooks of steel, 
That a wooden tree might feel, 
Met his fury once and came 
For a second reprimand, 

Not a leopard in the land. 


Not a lion of them all 

Not a lion of the hills, 

Hero of a thousand kills, 

Dared a second fight and fall, 
Dared that ram terrific twice, 
Paid a second time the price. . e 


Pity him, this dupe of dream, 
Leader of the herd again 

Only in his daft old brain, 

Once again the bull supreme 
And bull enough to bear the part 
Only in his tameless heart. 


Pity him that he must wake; 

Even now the swarm of flies 
Blackening his bloodshot eyes 
Bursts and blusters round the lake, 
Scattered from the feast half-fed, 
By great shadows overhead. 
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And the dreamer turns away 

From his visionary herds 

And his splendid yesterday, 

Turns to meet the loathly birds 
Flocking round him from the skies, 
Waiting for the flesh that dies. 


WALTER DE LA MARE 
1873- 


All That's Past 


Very old are the woods; 
And the buds that break 
Out of the briar’s boughs, 
When March winds wake, 
So old with their beauty are— 
Oh, no man knows 
Through what wild centuries 
Roves back the rose. 


Very old are the brooks; 
And the rills that rise 
When snow sleeps cold beneath 
The azure skies 
Sing such a history 
Of come and gone, 
Their every drop is as wise 
As Solomon. 


Very old are we men; 
Our dreams are tales 
Told in dim Eden 
By Eve’s nightingales; 
We wake and whisper awhile, 
But, the day gone by, 
Silence and sleep like fields 
Of Amaranth lie. 
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Arabia 
Far are the shades of Arabia, 


Where the Princes ride at noon, 
*Mid the verdurous vales and thickets, 
Under the ghost of the moon; 
And so dark is that vaulted purple 
Flowers in the forest rise 
And toss into blossom ’gainst the phantom stars 
Pale in the noonday skies. 


Sweet is the music of Arabia 
In my heart, when out of dreams 
I still in the thin clear mirk of dawn 
Descry her gliding streams; 

Hear her strange lutes on the green banks 
Ring loud with the grief and delight 
Of the dim-silked, dark-haired Musicians 

In the brooding silence of night. 


They haunt me—her lutes and her forests; 
No beauty on earth I see 

But shadowed with that dream recalls 
Her loveliness to me: 

Still eyes look coldly upon me, 
Cold voices whisper and say— 

‘‘He is crazed with the spell of far Arabia, 
They have stolen his wits away.” 


The Listeners 


“Is there anybody there?” said the Traveller, 

Knocking on the moonlit door; 

And his horse in the silence champed the grasses 
Of the forest’s ferny floor: 

And a bird flew up out of the turret, 
Above the Traveller’s head: 

And he smote upon the door again a second time; 
“Ts there anybody there?” he said. 
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But no one descended to the Traveller; 
No head from the leaf-fringed sill 

Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes, 
Where he stood perplexed and still. 

But only a host of phantom listeners 
That dwelt in the lone house then 

Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight 
To that voice from the world of men: 

Stood thronging the faint moon beams on the dark stair, 
That goes down to the empty hall, 

Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken 
By the lonely traveller’s call. 

And he felt in his heart their strangeness, 
Their stillness answering his cry, 

While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf, 
’Neath the starred and leafy sky; 

For he suddenly smote on the door, even 
Louder, and lifted his head :— 

“Tell them I came, and no one answered, 

That I kept my word,” he said. 

Never the least stir made the listeners, 
Though every word he spake 

Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house 
From the one man left awake: 

Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup, 
And the sound of iron on stone 

And how the silence surged softly backward 
When the plunging hoofs were gone. 


AMY LOWELL 
1874-1925 
Night Clouds 


The white mares of the moon rush along the sky 

Beating their golden hoofs upon the glass Heavens; 

The white mares of the moon are all standing on their hind legs 
Pawing at the green porcelain doors of the remote Heavens. 
Fly, mares! 

Strain your utmost, 
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Scatter the milky dust of stars, 
Or the tiger sun will leap upon you and destroy you 
With one lick of his vermilion tongue. 


GILBERT KEITH CHESTERTON 
1874- 


Lepanto 


White founts falling in the Courts of the sun, 

And the Soldan of Byzantium is smiling as they run; 

There is laughter like the fountains in that face of all men feared, 
It stirs the forest darkness, the darkness of his beard; 

It curls the blood-red crescent, the crescent of his lips; 

For the inmost sea of all the earth is shaken with his ships. 
They have dared the white republics up the capes of Italy, 
They have dashed the Adriatic round the Lion of the Sea, 

And the Pope has cast his arms abroad for agony and loss, 

And called the kings of Christendom for swords about the Cross. 
The cold queen of England is looking in the glass; 

The shadow of the Valois is yawning at the Mass; 

From evening isles fantastical rings faint the Spanish gun, 

And the Lord upon the Golden Horn is laughing in the sun. 


Dim drums throbbing in the hills half heard, 
Where only on a nameless throne a crownless prince has stirred, 
Where, risen from a doubtful seat and half-attainted stall, 
he last knight of Europe takes weapons from the wall. 
The last and lingering troubadour to whom the bird has sung, 
That once went singing southward when all the world was young. 
In that enormous silence, tiny and unafraid, 
Comes up along a winding road the noise of the Crusade. 
Strong gongs groaning as the guns boom far, 
Don John of Austria is going to the war, 
Stiff flags straining in the night-blasts cold 
In the gloom black-purple, in the glint old-gold, 
Torchlight crimson on the copper kettle-drums, 
Then the tuckets, then the trumpets, then the cannon, and he comes. 
Don John laughing in the brave beard curled, 
Spurning of his stirrups like the thrones of all the world. 


604. UNDER STEAM AND STONE 


Holding his head up for a flag of all the free. 
Love-light of Spain—hurrah! 

Death-light of Africa! 

Don John of Austria 

Is riding to the sea. 


Mahound is in his paradise above the evening star, 

(Don John of Austria is going to the war.) 

He moves a mighty turban on the timeless houri’s knees, 

His turban that is woven of the sunsets and the seas. 

He shakes the peacock gardens as he rises from his ease, 

And he strides among the tree-tops and is taller than the trees; 
And his voice through all the garden is a thunder sent to bring 
Black Azrael and Ariel and Ammon on the wing. 

Giants and the Geni, 

Multiplex of wing and eye, 

Whose strong obedience broke the sky 

When Solomon was king. 


They rush in red and purple from the red clouds of the morn, 

From temples where the yellow gods shut up their eyes in scorn; 

They rise in green robes roaring from the green hells of the sea 

Where fallen skies and evil hues and eyeless creatures be; 

On them the sea-valves cluster and the grey sea-forests curl, 

Splashed with a splendid sickness, the sickness of the pearl; 

They swell in sapphire smoke out of the blue cracks of the ground,— 

They gather and they wonder and give worship to Mahound. 

And he saith, “Break up the mountains where the hermit-folk can 
hide, 

And sift the red and silver sands lest bone of saint abide, 

And chase the Giaours flying night and day, not giving rest, 

For that which was our trouble comes again out of the west. 

We have set the seal of Solomon on all things under sun, 

Of knowledge and of sorrow and endurance of things done, 

But a noise is in the mountains, in the mountains, and I know 

The voice that shook our palaces—four hundred years ago: 

It is he that saith not ‘Kismet’; it is he that knows not Fate; 

It is Richard, it is Raymond, it is Godfrey at the gate! 

It is he whose loss is laughter when he counts the wager worth, 

Put down your feet upon him, that our peace be on the earth.” 
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For he heard drums groaning and heard guns jar, 
(Don John of Austria is going to the war.) 

Sudden and still—hurrah! 

Bolt from Iberia! 

Don John of Austria 

Is gone by Alcalar. 


St. Michael’s on his Mountain in the sea-roads of the north 
(Don John of Austria is girt and going forth.) 
Where the grey seas glitter and the sharp tides shift 
And the sea-folk labour and the red sails lift. 
He shakes his lance of iron and he claps his wings of stone; 
The noise is gone through Normandy; the noise is gone alone; 
The North is full of tangled things and texts and aching eyes, 
And dead is all the innocence of anger and surprise, 
And Christian killeth Christian in a narrow dusty room, 
And Christian dreadeth Christ that hath a newer face of doom, 
And Christian hateth Mary that God kissed in Galilee,— 
But Don John of Austria is riding to the sea. 
Don John calling through the blast and the eclipse 
Crying with the trumpet, with the trumpet to his lips, 
Trumpet that sayeth ha/ 

Domino gloria! 
Don John of Austria 
Is shouting to the ships. 


King Philip’s in his closet with the Fleece about his neck 
(Don John of Ausiria 1s armed upon the deck.) 

The walls are hung with velvet that is black and soft as sin, 
And little dwarfs creep out of it and little dwarfs creep in. 
He holds a crystal phial that has colours like the moon, 

He touches, and it tingles, and he trembles very soon, 

And his face is as a fungus of a leprous white and grey 

Like plants in the high houses that are shuttered from the day, 
And death is in the phial and the end of noble work, 

But Don John of Austria has fired upon the Turk. 

Don John’s hunting, and his hounds have bayed— 

Booms away past Italy the rumour of his raid. 

Gun upon gun, ha! ha! 

Gun upon gun, hurrah! 

Don John of Austria 

Has loosed the cannonade. 
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The Pope was in his chapel before day or battle broke, 

(Don John of Austria is hidden in the smoke.) 

The hidden room in man’s house where God sits all the year, 

The secret window whence the world looks small and very dear. 

He sees as in a mirror on the monstrous twilight sea 

The crescent of his cruel ships whose name is mystery; 

They fling great shadows foe-wards, making Cross and Castle dark, 

They veil the pluméd lions in the galleys of St. Mark; 

And above the ships are palaces of brown, black- perided chiefs, 

And below the ships are prisons where, with multitudinous griefs, 

Christian captives, sick and sunless, all a labouring race repines 

Like a race in sunken cities, like a nation in the mines. 

They are lost like slaves that sweat, and in the skies of morning 
hung 

The stair-ways of the tallest gods when tyranny was young. 

They are countless, voiceless, hopeless as those fallen or fleeing on 

Before the high Kings’ horses in the granite of Babylon. 

And many a one grows witless in his quiet room in hell 

Where a yellow face looks inward through the lattice of his cell, 

And he finds his God forgotten, and he seeks no more a sign— 

(But Don John of Austria has burst the battle-line!) 

Don John pounding from the slaughter-painted poop, 

Purpling all the ocean like a bloody pirate’s sloop, 

Scarlet running over on the silvers and the golds, 

Breaking of the hatches up and bursting of the holds, 

Thronging of the thousands up that labour under sea 

White for bliss and blind for sun and stunned for liberty. 

Vivat Hispania! 

Domino Gloria! 

Don John of Austria 

Has set his people free! 


Cervantes on his galley sets the sword back in the sheath 

(Don John of Austria rides homeward with a wreath.) 

And he sees across a weary land a straggling road in Spain, 

Up which a lean and foolish knight for ever rides in vain, 

And 1 smiles, but not as Sultans smile, and settles back the 
lade’. . 

(But Don John of Austria rides home from the Crusade.) 
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RIDGELY TORRENCE 
1875- 
The Son 


SOUTHERN OHIO MARKET TOWN 


I heard an old farm-wife, 
Selling some barley, 
Mingle her life with life 
And the name “Charley.” 


Saying: ‘‘The crop’s all in, 
We’re about through now; 
Long nights will soon begin, 
We’re just us two now. 


“Twelve bushels at sixty cents, 
It’s all I carried— 

He sickened making fence; 

He was to be married— 


“Tt feels like frost was near— 
His hair was curly. 

The spring was late that year, 
But the harvest early.” 
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Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening 


Whose woods these are I think I know. 
His house is in the village though; 

He will not see me stopping here 

To watch his woods fill up with snow. 


My little horse must think it queer 
To stop without a farmhouse near 
Between the woods and frozen lake 
The darkest evening of the year. 


UNDER STEAM AND STONE 


He gives his harness bells a shake 
To ask if there is some mistake. 
The only other sound’s the sweep 
Of easy wind and downy flake. 


The woods are lovely, dark and deep. 
But I have promises to keep, 

And miles to go before I sleep, 

And miles to go before I sleep. 


Nothing Gold Can Stay 


Nature’s first green is gold, 
Her hardest hue to hold. 
Her early leaf’s a flower; 
But only so an hour. 

Then leaf subsides to leaf. 
So Eden sank to grief, 

So dawn goes down to day. 
Nothing gold can stay. 


Fire and Ice 


Some say the world will end in fire, 
Some say in ice. 

From what I’ve tasted of desire 

I hold with those who favor fire. 
But if it had to perish twice, 

I think I know enough of hate 

To say that for destruction ice 

Is also great 


And would suffice. 


Mending Wall 


Something there is that doesn’t love a wall, 
That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it, 
And spills the upper boulders in the sun; 

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast. 
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The work of hunters is another thing: 

I have come after them and made repair 

Where they have left not one stone on a stone, 
But they would have the rabbit out of hiding, 

To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean, 
No one has seen them made or heard them made, 
But at spring mending-time we find them there. 

I let my neighbor know beyond the hill; 

And on a day we meet to walk the line 

And set the wall between us once again. 

We keep the wall between us as we go. 

To each the boulders that have fallen to each. 
And some are loaves and some so nearly balls 

We have to use a spell to make them balance: 
‘Stay where you are until our backs are turned!” 
We wear our fingers rough with handling them. 
Oh, just another kind of outdoor game, 

One on a side. It comes to little more: 

There where it is we do not need the wall: 

He is all pine and I am apple-orchard. 

My apple trees will never get across 

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him. 

He only says, “Good fences make good neighbors.” 
Spring 1s the mischief in me, and I wonder 

If I could put a notion in his head: 

“Why do they make good neighbors? Isn’t it 
Where there are cows? But here there are no cows. 
Before I built a wall I’d ask to know 

What I was walling in or walling out, 

And to whom I was like to give offence. 
Something there is that doesn’t love a wall, 

That wants it down!” I could say ‘“‘elves”’ to him, 
But it’s not elves exactly, and I'd rather 

He said it for himself. I see him there, 

Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top 

In each hand, like an old-stone savage armed. 

He moves in darkness, as it seems to me, 

Not of woods only and the shade of trees. 

He will not go behind his father’s saying, 

And he likes having thought of it so well 

He says again, “Good fences make good neighbors.” 
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A Consecration 


Not of the princes and prelates with periwigged charioteers 

Riding triumphantly laurelled to lap the fat of the years,— _ 

Rather the scorned—the rejected—the men hemmed in with the 
spears; 


The men of the tattered battalion which fights till it dies, 
Dazed with the dust of the battle, the din and the cries. 
The men with the broken heads and the blood running into their eyes 


Not the be-medalled Commander, beloved of the throne, 
Riding cock-horse to parade when the bugles are blown, 
But the lads who carried the koppie and cannot be known. 


Not the ruler for me, but the ranker, the tramp of the road, 
The slave with the sack on his shoulders pricked on with the goad, 
The man with too weighty a burden, too weary a load. 


The sailor, the stoker of steamers, the man with the clout, 
The chantyman bent at the halliards putting a tune to the shout, 
The drowsy man at the wheel and the tired look-out. 


Others may sing of the wine and the wealth and the mirth, 
The portly presence of potentates goodly in girth;— 
Mine be the dirt and the dross, the dust and scum of the earth! 


Theirs be the music, the colour, the glory, the gold; 
Mine be a handful of ashes, a mouthful of mould. 
Of the maimed, of the halt and the blind in the rain and the cold— 
Of these shall my songs be fashioned, my tales be told. 
Amen. 


On Growing Old 


Be with me, Beauty, for the fire is dying, 

My dog and I are old, too old for roving, 

Man, whose young passion sets the spindrift flying 
Is soon too lame to march, too cold for loving 
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I take the book and gather to the fire, 

Turning old yellow leaves; minute by minute, 

The clock ticks to my heart; a withered wire 

Moves a thin ghost of music in the spinet. 

I cannot sail your seas, I cannot wander, 

Your cornland, nor your hill-land nor your valleys, 
Ever again, nor share the battle yonder 

Where the young knight the broken squadron rallies. 
Only stay quiet while my mind remembers 

The beauty of fire from the beauty of embers. 


Beauty, have pity, for the strong have power, 
The rich their wealth, the beautiful their grace, 
Summer of man its sunlight and its flower, 
Spring time of man all April in a face. 

Only, as in the jostling in the Strand, 

Where the mob thrusts or loiters or is loud, 

The beggar with the saucer in his hand 

Asks only a penny from the passing crowd, 

So, from this glittering world with all its fashion, 
Its fire and play of men, its stir, its march, 

Let me have wisdom, Beauty, wisdom and passion, 
Bread to the soul, rain where the summers parch. 
Give me but these, and though the darkness close 
Even the night will blossom as the rose. 


Rounding the Horn 
FROM “‘DAUBER” 


Then came the cry of ‘Call all hands on deck!” 

The Dauber knew its meaning; it was come: 

Cape Horn, that tramples beauty into wreck, 

And crumples steel and smites the strong man dumb. 

Down clattered flying kites and staysails; some 

Sang out in quick, high calls: the fair-leads skirled, 

And from the south-west came the end of the world . . «. 


“Lay out!” the Bosun yelled. The Dauber laid 
Out on the yard, gripping the yard, and feeling 
Sick at the mighty space of air displayed 
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Below his feet, where mewing birds were wheeling. 
A giddy fear was on him; he was reeling. 

He bit his lip half through, clutching the jack. 

A cold sweat glued the shirt upon his back. 


The yard was shaking, for a brace was loose. 

He felt that he would fall; he clutched, he bent, 
Clammy with natural terror to the shoes 

While idiotic promptings came and went. 

Snow fluttered on a wind-flaw and was spent; 

He saw the water darken. Someone yelled, 

“‘Frap it; don’t stay to furl! Hold on!” He held. 


Darkness came down—half darkness—in a whirl; 
The sky went out, the waters disappeared. 

He felt a shocking pressure of blowing hurl 

The ship upon her side. The darkness speared 
At her with wind; she staggered, she careered; 
Then down she lay. The Dauber felt her go, 

He saw her yard tilt downwards. Then the snow 


Whirled all about—dense, multitudinous, cold— 
Mixed with the wind’s one devilish thrust and shriek, 
Which whiffled out men’s tears, defeated, took hold, 
Flattening the flying drift against the cheek. 

The yards buckled and bent, man could not speak. 
The ship lay on her broadside; the wind’s sound 

Had devilish malice at having got her downed. 


How long the gale had blown he could not tell, 
Only the world had changed, his life had died. 
A moment now was everlasting hell. 

Nature an onslaught from the weather side, 

A withering rush of death, a frost that cried, 
Shrieked, till he withered at the heart; a hail 
Plastered his oilskins with an icy mail. 


“Up!” yelled the Bosun; “up and clear the wreck!” | 
The Dauber followed where he led; below 
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He caught one giddy glimpsing of the deck 

Filled with white water, as though heaped with snow. 
He saw the streamers of the rigging blow 

Straight out like pennons from the splintered mast, 
Then, all sense dimmed, all was an icy blast. 


Roaring from nether hell and filled with ice, 
Roaring and crashing on the jerking stage, 

An utter bridle given to utter vice, 

Limitless power mad with endless rage 
Withering the soul; a minute seemed an age. 

He clutched and hacked at ropes, at rags of sail, 
Thinking that comfort was a fairy tale, 


Told long ago—long, long ago—long since 

Heard of in other lives—imagined, dreamed— 
There where the basest beggar was a prince. 

To him in torment where the tempest screamed, 
Comfort and warmth and ease no longer seemed 
Things that a man could know; soul, body, brain, 
Knew nothing but the wind, the cold, the pain. 


Sea-Fever 


I must down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky, 

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by, 

And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white sail’s shaking, 
And a grey mist on the sea’s face and a grey dawn breaking. 


I must down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide 

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied; 

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying, 

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying. 


I must down to the seas again to the vagrant gypsy life. 

To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s like a whetted 
knife; 

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover, 

And guiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s over. 
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Accomplished Facts 


Every year Emily Dickinson sent one friend 
the first arbutus bud in the garden. 


In a last will and testament Andrew Jackson 
remembered a friend with the gift of George 
Washington’s pocket spy-glass. 


Napoleon, too, in a last testament, mentioned a silver 
watch taken from the bedroom of Frederick the Great, 
and passed along this trophy to a particular friend. 


O. Henry took a blood carnation from his coat lapel 
_and handed it to a country girl starting work in a 
bean bazar, and scribbled: “‘ Peach blossoms may or 
may not stay pink in city dust.” 


So it goes. Some things we buy, some not. 

Tom Jefferson was proud of his radishes, and Abe 
Lincoln blacked his own boots, and Bismarck called 
Berlin a wilderness of brick and newspapers. 


So it goes. There are accomplished facts. 
Ride, ride, ride on in the great new blimps— 
Cross unheard-of oceans, circle the planet. 


When you come back we may sit by five hollyhocks. 
We might listen to boys fighting for marbles. 
The grasshopper will look good to us. 


So itegoes isn. 


Cool Tombs 


When Abraham Lincoln was shovelled into the 
tombs, he forgot the copperheads and the as- 
sassin . . . inthe dust, in the cool tombs. 
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And Ulysses Grant lost all thought of con men and 
Wall Street, cash and collateral turned ashes 
in the dust, in the cool tombs. 


Pocahontas’ body, lovely as a poplar, sweet as a red 
haw in November or a pawpaw in May, did she 
wonder? does she remember? . . . in the dust, 
in the cool tombs? 


Take any streetful of people buying clothes and gro- 
ceries, cheering a hero or throwing confetti and 


blowing tin horns . . . tell me if the lovers are 

losers . . . tell me if any get more than the 

lovers . . . inthedust . . . in the cool tombs. 
Grass 


Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and Waterloo, 
Shovel them under and let me work— 
I am the grass; I cover all. 


And pile them high at Gettysburg 

And pile them high at Ypres and Verdun. 

Shovel them under and let me work. 

Two years, ten years, and passengers ask the conductor: 
What place is this? 
Where are we now? 


I am the grass. 
Let me work. 


Lost 


Desolate and lone 

All night long on the lake 

Where fog trails and mist creeps, 
The whistle of a boat 

Calls and cries unendingly, 

Like some lost child 

In tears and trouble 

Hunting the harbor’s breast 

And the harbor’s eyes. 
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1S 7.9 
On the Building of Springfield 


Let not our town be large, remembering 

That little Athens was the Muses’ home, 
That Oxford rules the heart of London still, 
That Florence gave the Renaissance to Rome. 


Record it for the grandson of your son— 
A city is not builded in a day: 

Out little town cannot complete her soul 
Till countless generations pass away. 


Now let each child be joined as to a church 
To her perpetual hopes, each man ordained: 
Let every street be made a reverent aisle 
Where Music grows and Beauty is unchained. 


Let Science and Machinery and Trade 

Be slaves of her, and make her all in all, 
Building against our blatant, restless time 
An unseen, skilful, medieval wall. 


Let every citizen be rich toward God, 

Let Christ the beggar, teach divinity. 

Let no man rule who holds his money dear. 
Let this, our city, be our luxury. 


We should build parks that students from afar 
Would choose to starve in, rather than go home, 
Fair little squares, with Phidian ornament, 

Food for the spirit, milk and honeycomb. 


Songs shall be sung by us in that good day, 
Songs we have written, blood within the rhyme, 
Beating as when Old England still was glad,— 
The purple, rich Elizabethan time. 
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Say, is my prophecy too fair and far? 

I only know, unless her faith be high, 
The soul of this, our Nineveh, is doomed, 
Our little Babylon will surely die. 


Some city on the breast of Illinois 

No wiser and no better at the start 

By faith shall rise redeemed, by faith shall rise 
Bearing the western glory in her heart. 


The genius of the Maple, Elm and Oak, 

The secret hidden in each grain of corn, 

The glory that the prairie angels sing 

At night when sons of Life and Love are born, 


Born but to struggle, squalid and alone, 

Broken and wandering in their early years. 

When will they make our dusty streets their goal, 
Within our attics hide their sacred tears? 


When will they start our vulgar blood athrill 
With living language, words that set us free? 
When will they make a path of beauty clear 
Between our riches and our liberty? 


We must have many Lincoln-hearted men. 

A city is not builded in a day. 

And they must do their work, and come and go, 
While countless generations pass away. 


The Eagle That Is Forgotten 


JOHN P. ALTGELD. BORN DECEMBER 30, 1847; DIED MARCH 12, 1902 


Sleep softly . . . eagle forgotten . . . under the stone, 

Time has its way with you there, and the clay has its own. 

“We have buried him now,” thought your foes, and in secret rejoiced. 

They made a brave show of their mourning, their hatred unvoiced, 

They had snarled at you, barked at you, foamed at you, day after 
day, 

Now vou were ended. They praised you, - - . and laid you 
away. 
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The others that mourned you in silence and terror and truth, 

The widow bereft of her pittance, the boy without youth, 

The mocked and the scorned and the wounded, the lame and the 
poor 

That should have remembered forever, . . . remember no 
more. 


Where are those lovers of yours, on what name do they call 
The lost, that in armies wept over your funeral pall? 

They call on the names of a hundred high-valiant ones, 

A hundred white eagles have risen, the sons of your sons, 
The zeal in their wings is a zeal that your dreaming began, 
The valor that wore out your soul in the service of man. 


Sleep softly, . . . eagle forgotten, . . . under the stone, 
Time has its way with you there, and the clay has its own. 

Sleep on, O brave hearted, O wise man, that kindled the flame— 
To live in mankind is far more than to live in a name, 

To live in mankind, far, far more . . . than to live in a name. 


The Congo 


A STUDY OF THE NEGRO RACE 


I. Their Basic Savagery 


Fat black bucks in a wine-barrel room, 
Barrel-house kings, with feet unstable, 

A deep rolling Sagged and reeled and pounded on the table, 

a Pounded on the table, 
Beat an empty barrel with the handle of a broom, 
Hard as they were able, 
Boom, boom, Boom, 
With a silk umbrella and the handle of a brocm, 
Boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, Boom. 
TuEN I had religion, THEN I had a vision. 
I could not turn from their revel in derision. 

More deliberate. [HEN I saw THE CONGO, CREEPING THKOUGH THE BLACK 


Solemnly 


chanted, CUTTING THROUGH THE JUNGLE WITH A GOLDEN TRACK. 


A rapidly 
piling climax 
of speed and 
racket. 


With a philo- 
aephic pause. 


Shrilly and with 
x heavily ac- 
cented meter. 


Like the wind 
in the chimney. 


All the o sounds 
very golden. 
Heavy accents 
very heavy. 
Light accents 
very light. Last 
tine whispered. 
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Then along that riverbank 

A thousand miles 

Tattooed cannibals danced in files; 

Then I heard the boom of the blood-lust song 

And a thigh-bone beating on a tin-pan gong. 

And “Brioop” screamed the whistles and the fifes of 
the warriors, 

“Bioop”’ screamed the skull-faced, lean witch-doctors, 

“Whirl ye the deadly voo-doo rattle, 

Harry the uplands, 

Steal all the cattle, 

Rattle-rattle, rattle-rattle, 

Bing! 

Boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, Boom,” 

A roaring, epic, rag-time tune 

From the mouth of the Congo 

To the Mountains of the Moon. 

Death is an Elephant, 

Torch-eyed and horrible, 

Foam-flanked and terrible. 

Boom, steal the pygmies, 

Boom, kill the Arabs, 

Boom, kill the white men, 

Hoo, Hoo, Hoo. 

Listen to the yell of Leopold’s ghost 

Burning in Hell for his hand-maimed host. 

Hear how the demons chuckle and yell. 

Cutting his hands off, down in Hell. 

Listen to the creepy proclamation, 

Blown through the lairs of the forest-nation, 

Blown past the white-ants’ hill of clay, 

Blown past the marsh where the butterflies play:— 

“Be careful what you do, 

Or Mumbo-Jumbo, God of the Congo, 

And all of the other 

Gods of the Congo, 

Mumbo-Jumbo will hoo-doo you, 

Mumbo-Jumbo will hoo-doo you, 

Mumbo-Jumbo will hoo-doo you.” 
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Heavy bass. 
With a literal 
imitation of 
camp-meeting 
racket, and 
trance. 


Exactly as in 


the first section. 


Sung to the 
tune of “Hark, 
ten thousand 
harps and 
voices,” 

With growing 
deliberation 
and joy. 


In a rather 
high key—as 
delicately as 
possible, 
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III. The Hope of Their Religion 


A good old negro in the slums of the town 

Preached at a sister for her velvet gown. 

Howled at a brother for his low-down ways, 

His prowling, guzzling, sneak-thief days. 

Beat on the Bible till he wore it out, 

Starting the jubilee revival shout. 

And some had visions, as they stood on chairs, 

And sang of Jacob, and the golden stairs. 

And they all repented, a thousand strong, 

From their stupor and savagery and sin and wrong 

And slammed their hymn books till they shook the 
room 

With “Glory, glory, glory,” 

And “Boom, boom, Boom.” 

Tuen I saw THE CONGO, CREEPING THROUGH THE 
BLACK, 

CUTTING THROUGH THE JUNGLE WITH A GOLDEN TRACK. 

And the gray sky opened like a new-rent veil 

And showed the apostles with their coats of mail. 

In bright white steel they were seated round 

And their fire-eyes watched where the Congo wound. 

And the twelve apostles, from their thrones on high, 

Thrilled all the forest with their heavenly cry:— 

““Mumbo-Jumbo will die in the jungle; 

Never again will he hoo-doo you, 

Never again will he hoo-doo you.” 

Then along that river, a thousand miles, 

The vine-snared trees fell down in files. 


Pioneer angels cleared the way 

For a Congo paradise, for babes at play, 

For sacred capitals, for temples clean. 

Gone were the skull-faced witch-men lean. 
There, where the wild ghost-gods had wailed 

A million boats of the angels sailed 

With oars of silver, and prows of blue 

And silken pennants that the sun shone through. 
*Twas a land transfigured, ’twas a new creation. 


Oh, a singing wind swept the negro nation; 
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And on through the backwoods clearing flew:— 


To the tune of “Mumbo-Jumbo is dead in the jungle. 
“Hark, ten : . 
thousand harps | Never again will he hoo-doo you. 


et Never again will he hoo-doo you.” 
Redeemed were the forests, the beasts and the men, 
And only the vulture dared again 
By the far, lone mountains of the moon 
To cry, in the silence, the Congo tune:— 
Dying off “Mumbo-Jumbo will hoo-doo you, 
into a pene- ; 
trating, Mumbogu.+2 oe lumbor. ©: ) will... hoo 
terrified d ” 
whisper: Oise ay OU: 
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An Old Woman of the Roads 


O to have a little house! 

To own the hearth and stool and all! 
The heaped up sods upon the fire, 
The pile of turf against the wall! 


To have a clock with weights and chains 
And pendulum, swinging up and down! 
A dresser filled with shining delph, 
Speckled and white and blue and brown! 


I could be busy all the day 

Clearing and sweeping hearth and floor, 
And fixing on their shelf again 

My white and blue and speckled store! 


I could be quiet there at night 

Beside the fire and by myself, 

Sure of a bed and loth to leave 

The ticking clock and the shining delph! 


Och! but I’m weary of mist and dark, 

And roads where there’s never a house nor bush, 
And tired I am of bog and road 

And the crying wind and the lonesome hush! 
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And I am praying to God on high, 

And I am praying Him night and day, 
For a little house—a house of my own—* 
Out of the wind’s and the rain’s way. 


JAMES STEPHENS 
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The Goat Paths 


The crooked paths go every way 
Upon the hill—they wind about 
Through the heather in and out 

Of the quiet sunniness. 

And there the goats, day after day, 
Stray in sunny quietness, 

Cropping here and cropping there, 
As they pause and turn and pass, 

Now a bit of heather spray 
Now a mouthful of the grass. 


In the deeper sunniness, 

In the place where nothing stirs, 
Quietly in quietness, 

In the quiet of the furze, 
For a time they come and lie 
Staring on the roving sky. 


If you approach they run away, 
They leap and stare, away they bound, 
With a sudden angry sound, 
To the sunny quietude; 
Crouching down where nothing stirs 
In the silence of the furze, 
Crouching down again to brood 
In the sunny solitude. 


If I were as wise as they 
I would stray apart and brood, 
I. would beat a hidden way 
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Through the quiet heather spray 
To a sunny solitude; 
And should you come I’d run away, 
I would make an angry sound, 
I would stare and turn and bound 
To the deeper quietude, 
To the place where nothing stirs 
In the silence of the furze. 


In that airy quietness 

I would think as long as they; 
Through the quiet sunniness 

I would stray away to brood 
By a hidden beaten way 

In a sunny solitude. 


I would think until I found 
Something I can never find, 
Something lying on the ground, 
In the bottom of my mind. 


JOHN DRINKWATER 
1882- 


Birthright 


Lord Rameses of Egypt sighed 
Because a summer evening passed; 

And little Ariadne cried 
That summer fancy fell at last 

To dust; and young Verona died 
When beauty’s hour was overcast. 


Theirs was the bitterness we know 
Because the clouds of hawthorn keep 
So short a state, and kisses go 
To tombs unfathomably deep, 
While Rameses and Romeo 
And little Ariadne sleep. 
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RICHARD, MIDDLETON 
1882-1911 


Love’s Mortality 


The night of nights drew to its tardy close 
And through the dew the lily soothed the rose 
With words of love immortal, 

Till from the golden and desired portal 

The curtains of the night were plucked aside, 
And dawn led forth my bride. 


And forth she came with her young limbs and cool, 
Her eyes more clear than any windless pool, 

To dance across the day-time, 

Crown weary life with garlands of her play-time, 
And set a bud betwixt the lips of Death. 

That sweet might be his breath. 


I know that luckless lovers do not die; 

Fashioning trifles for eternity 

Of golden moments broken, 

Of sighs and tears and passionate words half-spoken, 
They may not rest, but strew the bitter years 

With their immortal tears, 


But swift upon my tired ears there fell 

Rumour of moon-drunk, star-lit Philomel, 

On magic copses flinging 

Her song too amorous-sweet for human singing, 
And praising ever to her leafy sky 

Our glad mortality. 


Winning the fierce fulfilment of my love, 
Come, Death! the intolerable skies above 
No more my heart shall cover; 

Earth is too narrow for a happy lover 
With planets in his heart and in his hands 
Immeasurable lands. 
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Come, Death, and free me from these earthy walls 
That heaven may hold our final festivals 

The white stars trembling under! 

I am too small to keep this passionate wonder 
Within my human frame: I would be dead 

That God may be our bed. 


I feel her breath upon my eyes, her hair 

Falls on me like a blessing, everywhere 

I hear her warm blood leaping, 

And life it seems is but a fitful sleeping, 

And we but fretful shades that dreamed before 
That love, and are no more. 


SARA TEASDALE 
1884- 


vs The Solitary 


My heart has grown rich with the passing of years, 
I have less need now than when I was young 
To share myself with every comer 
Or shape my thoughts into words with my tongue. 


It is one to me that they come or go 
If I have myself and the drive of my will, 
And strength to climb on a summer night 
And watch the stars swarm over the hill. 


Let them think I love them more than I do, 
Let them think I care, though I go alone; 

If it lifts their pride, what is it to me 
Who am self-complete as a flower or a stone. 


The Flight 


We are two eagles 
Flying together 
Under the heavens, 
Over the mountains, 
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Stretched on the wind. 
Sunlight heartens us, 
Blind snow baffles us, 
Clouds wheel after us, 
Ravelled and thinned. 


We are like eagles, 

But when Death harries us, 
Human and humbled 
When one of us goes, 

Let the other follow, 

Let the flight be ended, 
Let the fire blacken, 

Let the book close. 
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The War Song of the Saracens 


We are they who come faster than fate: we are they who ride early or 
late: 

We storm at your ivory gate: Pale Kings of the Sunset, beware! 

Not on silk nor in samet we lie, not in curtained solemnity die 

Among women who chatter and cry, and children who mumble a 
prayer. 

But we sleep by the ropes of the camp, and we rise with a shout, 
and we tramp 

nr sun or the moon for a lamp, and the spray of the wind in our 

air. 


From the lands, where the elephants are, to the forts of Merou and 
Balghar, 

Our steel we have brought and our star to shine on the ruins of 
Ruhm. 

We have marched from the Indus to Spain, and, by God, we will go 
there again; 

We have stood on the shore of the plain where the Waters of Destiny 
boom. 

A mart of destruction we made at Jalula where men were afraid, 

For death was a difficult trade, and the sword was a broker of doom; 
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And the Spear was a Desert Physician who cured not a few of am- 
bition, 

And drave not a few to perdition with medicine bitter and strong; 

And the shield was a grief to the fool and as bright as a desolate 
pool, 

And as straight as the rock of Stamboul when their cavalry thundered 
along: 

For the coward was drowned with the brave when our battle sheered 
up like a wave, 

And the dead to the desert we gave, and the glory to God in our song. 


The Old Ships 


I have seen old ships sail like swans asleep 
Beyond the village which men still call Tyre, 
With leaden age o’ercargoed, dipping deep 

For Famagusta and the hidden sun 

That rings black Cyprus with a lake of fire; 
And all those ships were certainly so old— 
Who knows how oft with squat and noisy gun, 
Questing brown slaves or Syrian oranges, 

The pirate Genoese 

Hell-raked them till they rolled 

Blood, water, fruit and corpses up the hold. 
But now through friendly seas they softly run, 
Painted the mid-sea blue or shore-sea green, 
Still patterned with the vine and grapes in gold. 


But I have seen, 

Pointing her shapely shadows from the dawn 
And image tumbled on a rose-swept bay, 

A drowsy ship of some yet older day; 

And, wonder’s breath indrawn, 

Thought I—who knows—who knows—but in that same 
(Fished up beyond AXza, patched up new 
—Stern painted brighter blue—) 

That talkative, bald-headed seaman came 
(Twelve patient comrades sweating at the oar) 
From Troy’s doom-crimson shore, 
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And with great lies about his wooden horse 
Set the crew laughing, and forgot his course. 


It was so old a ship—who knows, who knows? 
—And yet so beautiful, I watched in vain 

To see the mast burst open with a rose, 

And the whole deck put on its leaves again. 


LOUIS UNTERMEYER 
1885- 


The Dark Chamber 


The brain forgets, but the blood will remember. 
There, when the play of sense is over, 

The last, low spark in the darkest chamber 
Will hold all there is of love and lover. 


The war of words, the life-long quarrel 

Of self against self will resolve into nothing; 
Less than the chain of berry-red coral 

Crying against the dead black of her clothing. 


What has the brain that it hopes to last longer? 
The blood will take from forgotten violence, 

The groping, the break of her voice in anger. 
There will be left only color and silence. 


These will remain, these will go searching 
Your veins for life when the flame of life smoulders: 
The night that you two saw the mountains marching 
Up against dawn with the stars on their shoulders— 


The jetting poplars’ arrested fountains 
As you drew her under them, easing her pain— 

The notes, not the words, of a half-finished sentence— 
The music, the silence. . . . These will remain. 
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JOHN HEA LaeWeHeb bee O CK 
1886- 


This Quiet Dust 


Here in my curving hands I cup 

This quiet dust; I lift it up. 

Here is the mother of all thought; 

Of this the shining heavens are wrought, 
The laughing lips, the feet that rove, 
The face, the body, that you love: 

Mere dust, no more, yet nothing less, 
And this has suffered consciousness, 
Passion, and terror, this again 

Shall suffer passion, death, and pain. 


For, as all flesh must die, so all, 
Now dust, shall live. ’Tis natural; 
Yet hardly do I understand— 
Here in the hollow of my hand 

A bit of God Himself I keep, 


Between two vigils fallen asleep. 


H. D. (HILDA DOOLITTLE) 
1886- 


Heat 


O wind, rend open the heat, 
cut apart the heat, 
rend it to tatters. 


Fruit cannot drop 
through this thick air— 
fruit cannot fall into heat 
that presses up and blunts 
the points of pears 

and rounds the grapes. 
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Cut through the heat— 
plough through it, 
turning it on either side 
of your path. 


Lethe 


Nor skin nor hide nor fleece 
Shall cover you, 
Nor curtain of crimson nor fine 
Shelter of cedar-wood be over you, 
Nor the fir-tree 
Nor the pine. 


Nor sight of whin nor gorse 
Nor river-yew, 
Nor fragrance of flowering bush, 
Nor wailing of reed-bird to waken you. 
Nor of linnet 


Nor of thrush. 


Nor word nor touch nor sight 
Of lover, you 
Shall long through the night but for this: 
The roll of the full tide to cover you 
Without question, 


Without kiss. 


ELINOR WYLIE 
1886-1928 


The Eagle and the Mole 


Avoid the reeking herd, 
Shun the polluted flock, 
Live like that stoic bird, 
The eagle of the rock. 


The huddled warmth of crowds 
Begets and fosters hate; 

He keeps, above the clouds, 
His cliff inviolate. 
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When flocks are folded warm, 
And herds to shelter run, 

He sails above the storm, 

He stares into the sun. 


If in the eagle’s track 
Your sinews cannot leap, 
Avoid the lathered pack, 


Turn from the steaming sheep. 


If you would keep your soul 
From spotted sight or sound, 
Live like the velvet mole; 
Go burrow underground. 


And there hold intercourse 
With roots of trees and stones, 
With rivers at their source, 


And disembodied bones. 


Velvet Shoes 


Let us walk in the white snow 


In a soundless space; 

With footsteps quiet and slow, 
At a tranquil pace, 

Under veils of white lace. 


I shall go shod in silk, 


And you in wool, 


White as a white cow’s milk, 


More beautiful 
Than the breast of a gull. 


We shall walk through the still town 
In a windless peace; 

We shall step upon white down, 
Upon silver fleece, 

Upon softer than these. 
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We shall walk in velvet shoes: 
Wherever we go 

Silence will fall like dews 
On white silence below. 
We shall walk in the snow. 


RUPERT BROOKE 
1887-1915 


ix The Soldier 
If I should die, think only this of me: 


That there’s some corner of a foreign field 
That is for ever England. There shall be 
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; 
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam, 
A body of England’s, breathing English air, 
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home. 


And think, this heart, all evil shed away, 
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less 
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given; 
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day; 
And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness, 
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven. 


ROBINSON JEFFERS 
1888- 


Night 


The ebb slips from the rock, the sunken 
Tide-rocks lift streaming shoulders 

Out of the slack, the slow west 
Sombering its torch; a ship’s light 
Shows faintly, far out, 

Over the weight of the prone ocean 


On the low cloud. 
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Over the dark mountain, over the dark pinewood, 
Down the long dark valley along the shrunken river, 
Returns the splendor without rays, the shining of shadow, 
Peace-bringer, the matrix of all shining and quieter of shining. 
Where the shore widens on the bay she opens dark wings 
And the ocean accepts her glory. O soul worshipful of her 
You like the ocean have grave depths where she dwells always, 
And the film of waves above that takes the sun takes also 
Her, with more love. The sun-lovers have a blond favorite, 
A father of lights and noises, wars, weeping and laughter, 
Hot labor, lust and delight and the other blemishes. 

Quietness 
Flows from her deeper fountain; and he will die; and she is immortal. 


Far off from here the slender 

Flocks of the mountain forest 

Move among stems like towers 

Of the old redwoods to the stream, 
No twig crackling; dip shy 

Wild muzzles into the mountain water 
Among the dark ferns. 


O passionately at peace you being secure will pardon 

The blasphemies of glowworms, the lamp in my tower, the fretfulness 

Of cities, the crescents of the planets, the pride of the stars. 

This August night in a rift of cloud Antares reddens, 

The great one, the ancient torch, a lord among lost children, 

The earth’s orbit doubled would not girdle his greatness, one fire 

Globed, out of grasp of the mind enormous; but to you O Night 

What? Notaspark? What flicker of a spark in the faint far glimmer 

Of a lost fire dying in the desert, dim coals of a sand-pit the Bed- 
ouins 

Wandered from at dawn . . . Ah singing prayer to what gulfs 
tempted 

Suddenly are you more lost? To us the near-hand mountain 

Be a measure of height, the tide-worn cliff at the sea-gate a measure of 
continuance. 


The tide, moving the night’s 
Vastness with lonely voices, 
Turns, the deep dark-shining 
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Pacific leans on the land, 

Feeling his cold strength 

To the outmost margins: you Night will resume 
The stars in your time. 


O passionately at peace when will that tide draw shoreward? 
Truly the spouting fountains of light, Antares, Arcturus, 

Tire of their flow, they sing one song but they think silence. 

The striding winter giant Orion shines, and dreams darkness. 

And life, the flicker of men and moths and the wolf on the hill, 
Though furious for continuance, passionately feeding, passionately 
Remaking itself upon its mates, remembers deep inward 

The calm mother, the quietness of the womb and the egg, 

The primal and the latter silences: dear Night it is memory 
Prophesies, prophecy that remembers, the charm of the dark. 

And I and my people, we are willing to love the four-score years 
Heartily; but as a sailor loves the sea, when the helm is for harbor. 


Have men’s mind changed, 

Or the rock hidden in the deep of the waters of the soul 
Broken the surface? A few centuries 

Gone by, was none dared not to people 

The darkness beyond the stars with harps and habitations. 

But now, dear is the truth. Life is grown sweeter and lonelier, 
And death is no evil. 


MTAYXOW. Bl Lae Aga D) Ee RaStOUN 
1888- 


Judith Remembers 


FROM “JUDITH OF MINNEWAULKEN” 


The cloud-bank lies in a red-gold ring; 
The wind-break thins of leaves; 

From the red-gold fields 

They have carried the sheaves. 
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It will be night again. The lights 

Come out above the pier, 

Come out again in the wind-blurred dark 
And the earth turns heavily down the year. 


After the night it will again be morning; 
Alone between the lake and sky 

Judith remembers night and morning, 
And morning and night pass by. 


Spring, and the unknown farm-hands 

Sow the swept land to the north with grain; 
Autumn, and unknown harvesters 

Come back for the grain again. 


When a north-wind blows she has heard their voices 
On the wind blown and torn; 

They pass in a mask of shadows; 

Life passes; noon and night and morn. 


Slit the thin cobweb, let the thread burn through. 
Why should it hold her longer to the play 

Who has found only morning answering midnight, 
Only dark answering day? 


ClOANGREA DEAL KEN 
1889- 


Portrait of One Dead 


FROM “THE HOUSE OF DUST” 


This is the house. On one side there is darkness, 
On one side there is light. 

Into the darkness you may lift your lanterns— 
O, any number—it will still be night. 

And here are echoing stairs to lead you downward 
To long sonorous halls. 

And here is spring forever at these windows, 
With roses on the walls. 
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This is her room. On one side there is music— 
On one side not a sound. 

At one step she could move from love to silence, 
Feel myriad darkness coiling round. 

And here are balconies from which she heard you, 
Your steady footsteps on the stair. 

And here the glass in which she saw your shadow 
As she unbound her hair. 


Here is the room—with ghostly walls dissolving— 

The twilight room in which she called you “lover’’; 

And the floorless room in which she called you “friend.” 
So many times, in doubt, she ran between them!— 
Through windy corridors of darkening end. 


Here she could stand with one dim light above her 
And hear far music, like a sea in caverns, 

Murmur away at hollowed walls of stone. 

And here, in a roofless room where it was raining, 
She bore the patient sorrow of rain alone. 


Your words were walls which suddenly froze around her. 
Your words were windows,—large enough for moonlight, 
Too small to let her through. 

Your letters—fragrant cloisters faint with music. 

The music that assuaged her there was you. 


How many times she heard your step ascending 

Yet never saw your face! 

She heard them turn again, ring slowly fainter, 

Till silence swept the place. 

Why had you gone? . . . The door, perhaps, mistaken . . . 
You would go elsewhere. The deep walls were shaken. 


A certain rose-leaf—sent without intention— 
Became, with time, a woven web of fire— 
She wore it, and was warm. 

A certain hurried glance, let fall at parting, 
Became, with time, the flashings of a storm. 
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Yet, there was nothing asked, no hint to tell you 
Of secret idols carved in secret chambers 

From all you did and said. 

Nothing was done, until at last she knew you. 
Nothing was known, till, somehow, she was dead. 


How did sne die?—You say, she died of poison. 
Simple and swift. And much to be regretted. 
You did not see her pass 

So many times from light to darkness, 

Pausing so many times before her glass; 


You did not see how many times she hurried 
To lean from certain windows, vainly hoping, 
Passionate still for beauty, remembered spring. 
You did not know how long she clung to music, 
You did not hear her sing. 


Did she, then, make the choice, and step out bravely 

From sound to silence—close, herself, those windows? 

Or was it true, instead, 

That darkness moved,—for once,—and so possessed her? . . 
We'll never know, you say, for she is dead. 


This Is the Shape of the Leaf 


This is the shape of the leaf, and this of the flower, 

And this the pale bole of the tree 

Which watches its bough in a pool of unwavering water 
In a land we never shall see. 


The thrush on the bough is silent, the dew falls softly, 
In the evening is hardly a sound. 

And the three beautiful pilgrims who come here together 
Touch lightly the dust of the ground, 


Touch it with feet that trouble the dust but as wings do, 
Come shyly together, are still, 

Like dancers who wait, in a pause of the music, for music 
The exquisite silence to fill. 
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This is the thought of the first, and this of the second, 
And this the grave thought of the third: 

“Linger we thus for a moment, palely expectant, 

And silence will end, and the bird 


“Sing the pure phrase, sweet phrase, clear phrase in the twilight 
To fill the blue bell of the world; 
And we, who on music so leaflike have drifted together, 


Leaflike apart shall be whirled 


“Into what but the beauty of silence, silence forever?” . . . 

: This is the shape of the tree, 
And the flower, and the leaf, and the three pale beautiful pilgrims; 
This is what you are to me. 


Ww. J: AP LU LX INP 1D; HR 
1889- 


Romance 


When I was but thirteen or so 
I went into a golden land, 
Chimborazo, Cotopaxi 


Took me by the hand. 


My father died, my brother too, 
They passed like fleeting dreams, 
I stood where Popocatapetl 
In the sunlight gleams. 


I dimly heard the master’s voice 
And boys far-off at play,— 
Chimborazo, Cotopaxi 
Had stolen me away. 


I walked in a great golden dream 
To and fro from school— 
Shining Popocatapetl 
The dusty streets did rule. 


FRANCIS LEDWIDGE 


I walked home with a gold dark boy 
And never a word I’d say, 
Chimborazo, Cotopaxi 
Had taken my speech away. 


I gazed entranced upon his face 
Fairer than any flower— 

O shining Popocatapetl 
It was thy magic hour: 


The houses, people, traffic seemed 
Thin fading dreams by day; 
Chimborazo, Cotopaxi, 
They had stolen my soul away! 


FRANCIS LEDWIDGE 
1891-1917 
A Twilight in Middle March 


Within the oak a throb of pigeon wings 

Fell silent, and grey twilight hushed the fold, 

And spiders’ hammocks swung on half-oped things 
That shook like foreigners upon our cold. 

A gipsy lit a fire and made a sound 

Of moving tins, and from an oblong moon 

The river seemed to gush across the ground 

To the cracked metre of a marching tune. 


And then three syllables of melody 

Dropped from a blackbird’s flute, and died apart 
Far in the dewy dark. No more but three, 

Yet sweeter music never touched a heart 

Neath the blue domes of London. Flute and reed, 
Suggesting feelings of the solitude 

When will was all the Delphi I would heed, 

Lost like a wind within a summer wood 

From little knowledge where great sorrows brood. 
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IRENE RUTHERFORD MCLEOD 
1891- 


Is Love, Then, So Simple? 


Is love, then, so simple, my dear? 
The opening of a door, 

And seeing all things clear? 
I did not know before. 


I had thought it unrest and desire. 
Soaring only to fall, 
Annihilation and fire: 
It is not so at all. 


I feel no desperate will, 
But I think I understand 
Many things, as I sit quite still 
With Eternity in my hands. 


EDWARD SHANKS 
1892- 


The Glow-worm 


The pale road winds faintly upward into the dark skies, 

And beside it on the rough grass that the wind invisibly stirs, 
Sheltered by sharp-speared gorse and the berried junipers, 
Shining steadily with a green light, the glow-worm lies. 


We regard it; and this hill and all the other hills 

That fall in folds to the river, very smooth and steep, 
And the hangers and brakes that the darkness thickly fills 
Fade like phantoms round the light and night is deep, so deep,— 


That all the world is emptiness about the still flame 

And we are small shadows standing lost in the huge night, 
We gather up the glow-worm, stooping with dazzled sight, 
And carry tt to the little enclosed garden whence we came, 
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And place it on the short grass. Then the shadowy flowers fade, 
The walis waver and melt and the houses disappear 

And the solid town trembles into insubstantial shade 

Round the light of the burning glow-worm, steady and clear. 


Role COHPAg RSD iirALaDalyNiGae ON 
1892- 


After Two Years 


She is all so slight 

And tender and white 
As a May morning. 

She walks without hood 

At even. It is good 
To hear her sing. 


It is God’s will 

That I shall love her still 
As he loves Mary. 

And night and day 

I will go forth to pray 
That she loves me. 


She is as gold 
Lovely, and far more cold. 
Do thou pray with me, 
For if I win grace 
To kiss twice her face 
God has done well to me. 


eeDUNEAGES lame lONEG BoNede eMil LAs yi 
1892- 


Euclid Alone Has Looked 


Euclid alone has looked on Beauty bare. 

Let all who prate of Beauty hold their peace, 
And lay them prone upon the earth and cease 
To ponder on themselves, the while they stare 
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At nothing, intricately drawn nowhere 

in shapes of shifting lineage; let geese 
Gabble and hiss, but heroes seek release 
From dusty bondage into luminous air. 

O blinding hour, O holy, terrible day, 

When first the shaft into his vision shone 

Of light anatomized! Euclid alone 

Has looked on Beauty bare. Fortunate they 
Who, though once only and then but far away, 
Have heard her massive sandal set on stone. 


Feast 


I drank at every vine. 

The last was like the first. 
I came upon no wine 

So wonderful as thirst. 


I gnawed at every root. 
I ate of every plant. 

I came upon no fruit 
So wonderful as want. 


Feed the grape and bean 
To the vintner and monger; 
I will lie down lean 
With my thirst and my hunger. 


Not with Libations 


Not with libations, but with shouts and laughter 
We drenched the altars of love’s sacred grove, 
Shaking to earth green fruits, impatient after 
The launching of the colored moths of Love. 
Love’s proper myrtle and his mother’s zone 
We bound about our irreligious brows, 
And fettered him with garlands of our own, 
And spread a banquet in his frugal house. 
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Not yet the god has spoken; but I fear 
Though we should break our bodies in his flame, 
And pour our blood upon his altar, here 
Henceforward is a grove without a name, 
A pasture to the shaggy goats of Pan, 
Whence flee forever a woman and a man. 


WILFRED OWEN 
1893-1918 


Anthem for Doomed Youth 


What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 

Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 

No mockeries for them; no prayers nor bells, 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,— 

The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 


What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 

The pallor of girls’ brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds. 


GENEVIEVE TAGGARD 
1894- 


Galatea Again 


Let me be marble, marble once again: 

Go from me slowly, like an ebbing pain, 
Great mortal feuds of moving flesh and blood: 
This mouth so bruised, serene again,—and set 
In its old passive changelessness, the rude 
Wild crying face, the frantic eyes—forget 
The little human shuddering interlude. 
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And if you follow and confront me there, 

O Sons of Men, though you cry out and groan 
And plead with me to take you for my own 
And clutch my dress as.a child, I shall not care, 


But only turn on you a marble stare 
And stun you with the quiet gaze of stone. 


BABETTE DEUTSCH 


1895- 
Pity 
I do not pity the old men, fumbling after 
The golden bird of love, the purple grapes of laughter; 
They drank honey once, they fingered the falcon’s hood. 
I do not pity the old, with ash in their veins for blood. 
It is the young whom I pity, the young who are lovely and cruel, 
The young whose lips and limbs are time’s quick-colored fuel. 
Death can comfort the old; pain, age understands— 
Not the tossed bright head of folly, the soft impatient hands. 
I do not pity the old men’s forgetful tears and mirth. 
But the young must eat pomegranate seeds in the darkness under the 
earth. 


LOUISE BOGAN 
1897- 


Women 


Women have no wilderness in them, 

They are provident instead, 

Content in the tight hot cell of their hearts 
To eat dusty bread. 


They do not see cattle cropping red winter grass, 
They do not hear 

Snow water going down under culverts 

Shallow and clear. 
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They wait, when they should turn to journeys, 
They stiffen, when they should bend. 

They use against themselves that benevolence 
To which no man is friend. 


They cannot think of so many crops to a field 
Or of clean wood cleft by an axe. 

Their love is an eager meaninglessness 

Too tense, or too lax. 


They hear in every whisper that speaks to them 

A shout and a cry. 

As like as not, when they take life over their door-sills 
They should let it go by. 


STEPHEN VINCENT BENET 
1898- 


Out of John Brown’s Strong Sinews 


6 


FROM “JOHN BROWN’S BODY” 


Out of John Brown’s strong sinews the tall skyscrapers grow, 
Out of his heart the chanting buildings rise, 
Rivet and girder, motor and dynamo, 

Pillar of smoke by day and fire by night, 

The steel-faced cities reaching at the skies. 
The whole enormous and rotating cage 

Hung with hard jewels of electric light, 
Smoky with sorrow, black with splendor, dyed 
Whiter than damask for a crystal bride 

With metal suns, the engine-handed Age, 

The genie we have raised to rule the earth, 
Obsequious to our will 

But servant-master still, 

The tireless serf already half a god— 


Touch the familiar sod 

Once, then gaze at the air 

And see the portent there, 

With eyes for once washed clear 
Cf worship and of fear: 
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There is its hunger, there its living thirst, 
There is the beating of the tremendous heart 
You cannot read for omens. 
Stand apart 
From the loud crowd and look upon the flame 
Alone and steadfast, without praise or blame. 
This is the monster and the sleeping queen 
And both have roots struck deep in your own mind, 
This is reality that you have seen, 
This is reality that made you blind. 


So, when the crowd gives tongue 

And prophets, old or young, 

Bawl out their strange despair 

Or fall in worship there, 

Let them applaud the image or condemn 

But keep your distance and your soul from them, 
And, if the heart within your breast must burst 
Like a cracked crucible and pour its steel 
White-hot before the white heat of the wheel. 
Strive to recast once more 

That attar of the ore 

In the strong mold of pain 

Till it is whole again, 

And while the prophets shudder or adore 
Before the flame, hoping it will give ear, 

If you at last must have a word to say, 

Say neither, in their way, 

“Tt is a deadly magic and accursed,” 

Nor “It is blest,” but only “It is here.” 


LEONIE ADAMS 
1899- 


A Gull Goes Up 


Gulls when they fly move in a liquid arc, 

Still head, and wings that bend above the breast, 
Covering its glitter with a cloak of dark, 

Gulls fly. So as at last toward balm and rest, 
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Remembering wings, the desperate leave their earth, 
Bear from their earth what there was ruinous-crossed, 
Peace from distress, and love from nothing-worth, 
Fast at the heart, its jewels of dear cost. 

Gulls go up hushed to that entrancing flight, 

With never a feather of all the body stirred. 

So in an air less rare than longing might 

The dream of flying lift a marble bird. 

Desire it is that flies; then wings are freight 

That only bear the feathered heart no weight. 


THE END 
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On His Blindness, 154. 

On His Seventy-fifth Birthday, 314. 

On Seeing the Elgin Marbles, 373. 

On Shakespeare, 153. 

On the Building of Springfield, 616. 

On the Death of Marie, Countess of Pem- 
broke, 134. 

On the Life of Man, 129. 

On the Massacre in Piedmont, 154. 

On the Receipt of His Mother’s Picture, 
228. 

One Word Is Too Often Profaned, 353. 

Othello, From, 104. 


Our Revels Now Are Ended. From The 
Tempest, 112. 

Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking, 470. 

Out of John Brown’s Strong Sinews. 
From John Brown’s Body, 645. 

Ozymandias, 344. 


lp 


Pack, Clouds, Away. From, The Rape of 
Lucrece, 127. 

Panorama, The. From Paradise Lost, 172. 

Paracelsus, Song from, 436. 

Paradise Lost, From, 166-178. 

Pardoner’s Tale. From The Canterbury 
Tales, 7. 

Passionate Shepherd to His Love, The, 
76. 

Peace, 194. 

Perdita’s Garden. From The Winter’s 
Tale, 112. 

Philomela, 497. 

Pioneers! O Pioneers!, 479. 

Pity, 644. 

Play, Beggars, Play!, 116. 

Poet’s Resurrection. From An Ode to the 
Pious Memory of Mrs. Anne Killigrew, 
198. 

Portrait of One Dead. From The House 
of Dust, 635. 

Pour Soul, the Centre of My Sinful 
Earth, 87. 

Power of Music, The. See Alexander’s 
Feast, 199. 

Power of Poets, The. From Epistle to 
Elizabeth, Countess of Rutland, 118. 
Praise of His Love, Wherein He Re- 
proveth Them That Compare Their 

Ladies with His, 34. 

Prelude, From The, 277-279. 

Princess, From The, 426-427. 

Prothalamion, 41. 

Pulley, The, 142. 


R 


Rape of Lucrece, From The, 127. 
Rape of the Lock, From The, 214 
Raven, The, 395. 

Recessional, 582. 
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Relic, The, 125. 

Remember, 512. 

Requiem, 556. 

Requiescat (Arnold), 487. 

Requiescat (Wilde), 556. 

Retreat, The, 193. 

Rhodora, The, 386. 

Rime of the Ancient Mariner, The, 284. 
Romance, 638. 

Romeo and Juliet, From, 97-100. 
Romeo’s Speech, 100. 

Rose Aylmer, 313. 

Rounding the Horn. From Dauber, 611. 
Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam, The, 430. 


NS) 


Samson Agonistes, From, 179. 

Satan Defiant. From Paradise Lost, 166. 

Satan Views the World. From Paradise 
Lost, 170. 

Saul, 439. 

Scots, Wha Hae Wi’ Wallace Bled, 249. 

Sea-Fever, 613. 

Shakespeare, 483. 

Shall I Compare Thee to a Summer’s Day, 


84. 

Shall I, Wasting in Despair, 133. 

She Dwelt Among the Untrodden Ways, 
270. 

She Walks in Beauty, 317. 

Sheaves, The, 591. 

Shipwreck, The. From Don Juan, 325. 

Silence and Stealth of Days, 194. 

Silent Noon. From The House of Life, 504. 

Since There’s No Help, 70. 

Sir Patrick Spens, 21. 

Sky, Mountains, River! From Childe 
Harold, 322. 

Sleep. See Induction, The, 35. 

Slow, Slow, Fresh Fount, 117. 

So We'll Go No More A-Roving, 323. 

Sohrab’s Death. From Sohrab and Rus- 
tum, 488. 

Soldier, The, 632. 

Solitary, The, 625. 

Solitary Reaper, The, 271. 

Sometimes when I Sit Musing All Alone, 
562. 

Son, The, 607. 
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Song (Blake), 234. 

Song (Dekker), 114. 

Song (Donne), 123. 

Song (C. G. Rossetti), 513. 

Song (Suckling), 181. 

Song from Paracelsus, 436. 

Song of Ithamore, The. From the Jew of 
Malta, 75. 

Song of the Lotos-Eaters. From the Lotos 
Eaters, 407. 

Song of the Open Road, 467. 

Songs from Shakespeare’s plays, The, 90- 
95- 

Songs of Innocence, 236-238. 

Sonnet (Daniel), 66. 

Sonnets (D. G. Rossetti), 504-507. 

Sonnets (Shakespeare), 84-go. 

Sonnets (Sidney), 63-65. 

Sonnets (Wordsworth), 268-269. 

Sonnets from the Portuguese, 387-388. 

Soul Selects Her Own Society, The, 515. 

Space and Dread and the Dark, 553. 

Stanzas Written in Dejection Near 
Naples, 344. 

Star That Bids the Shepherd Fold, The. 
From Comus, 163. 

Still to Be Neat, 118. 

Stirrup-Cup, The, 545. 

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening, 
607. 

Strong Son of God, Immortal Love. From 
In Memoriam, 427. 

Summons, The. From Paradise Lost, 168. 

Superscription, A. From The House of 
Life, 506. 

Sweet Content, 115. 

Swordy Well, 379. 

Syrinx, 61. 


Te 


Take, Oh, Take Those Lips Away, 93. 

Tamburlaine to Zenocrate. From Con- 
quests of Tamburlaine, The Scythian 
Shepherd, 71. 

Tam o’Shanter, 242. 

Tears, 559. 

Tears, Idle Tears. From the Princess, 426. 

Tell Me Where Is Fancy Bred, 91. 

Temper, The, 144. 
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Tempest, From The, 112. 

Temple of Venus, The. From The Faérie 
Queen, 57. 

Terence, This Is Stupid Stuff, 571. 

Thanatopsis, 381. 

That Time of Year Thou May’st in Me 
Behold, 89. 

Then Hate Me When Thou Wilt, 88. 

Then When I Am Thy Captive, Talk of 
Chains. From Paradise Lost, 173. 

There Is a Garden in Her Face, 112. 

They Are All Gone, 195. 

Thief, The, 186. 

This Is the Shape of the Leaf, 637. 

This Quiet Dust, 629. 

Tiger, The. From Songs of Innocence, 


237. 

Tintern Abbey, Lines Composed a Few 
Miles above, 251. 

Tir’d with All These, for Restful Death 
I Cry, 87. 

Tis the Last Rose of Summer, 316. 

Tithonus, 419. 

To a Lady, She Refusing to Continue a 
Dispute With Me, and Leaving Me in 
the Argument, 206. 

To a Mouse, 239. 

To a Skylark, 348. 

To Althea, from Prison, 188. 

To an Athlete Dying Young, 573. 

To Autumn, 371. 

To Be or Not to Be. From Hamlet, 110. 

To Celia, 119. 

To Daffodils, 135. 

To England. From Childe Harold, 318. 

To Helen, 391. 

To His Coy Mistress, 192. 

To Lucasta, on Going to the Wars, 188. 

To One in Paradise, 401. 

To One in Bedlam, 585. 

To Sleep, 377. 

To Stella, 62. 

To the Memory of My Beloved, Master 
William Shakespeare, 121. 

To the Muses, 235. 

To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time, 
ie 

To Virgil, 429. 

To-morrow and To-morrow, and To- 
morrow. From Macbeth, rio. 
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To-Night, 351. 

Toccata of Galuppi’s, A, 436. 

Tragical History of Doctor Faustus, From 
the, 73-75. 

Tristram of Lyonesse, From, 538. 

Triumph of Charis, The, 120. 

Twa Sisters, The. See Binnorie, 13. 

Twilight in Middle March, A, 639. 

Two in the Campagna, 444. 


U 


Ulalume, 398. 

Ulysses, 418. 

Under the Greenwood Tree, 92. 

Under the Portrait of John Milton, 198. 
Up-Hill, 513. 


V 


Velvet Shoes, 631. 

Venus and Adonis, From, 78-84. 

Verses on the Death of Dean Swift, From, 
207. 

Vesta, 546. 

Vigil Strange I Kept on the Field One 
Night, 477. 

Villain, The, 593. 

Virtue, 141. 

Virtue’s Branches Wither, Virtue Pines, 
II4. 

Vitae Summa Brevis Spem Nos Vetat 
Incohare Longam, 585. 


W 


Waiting Both, 551. 

Walt Whitman, 459. 

War Song of the Saracens, The, 626. 

Warden of the Cinque Ports, The, 388. 

Waterloo. From Childe Harold, 321. 

Weather, 552. 

What Potions Have I Drunk of Siren 
Tears, 88. 

When I Am Dead, My Dearest, 513. 

When I Have Fears that I May Cease to 


Be, 373. 
When I Heard the Learn’d Astronomer, 


477. 
When I Was One-and-Twenty, 574. 
When I Watch the Living Meet, 575. 
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When, in Disgrace with Fortune and 
Men’s Eyes, 89. 
When in the Chronicle of Wasted Time, 


85. 

When Lilacs Last in the Door-Yard 
Bloom’d, From, 478. 

When Our Two Souls Stand Up Erect 
and Strong, 387. 

When the Hounds of Spring Are on Win- 
ter’s Traces. From Atalanta in Calydon, 
539- 

When the Lamp is Shatter’d, 353. 

When to the Sessions of Sweet Silent 
Thought, 86. 

When We Two Parted, 317. 

Where the Bee Sucks, There Suck I, 95. 

Which Is a Proud, and Yet a Wretched 
Thing, 128. 

Who Is Silvia?, 9o. 


—— 


Why So Pafe and Wan, Fond Lover?, 180, 

Wild Swans at Coole, The, 583. 

Willowwood. From The House of Life, 
505. 

Winter, go: 

Winter’s Tale, From The, 112. 

Wish, The, 187. 

Wishes, 182. 

With How Sad Steps, O Moon, 63. 

With Serving Still, 33. 

Women, 644. 

Wonder, 204. 

Woodspurge, The, 503. 

World Is Too Much With Us, The, 269. 


4 


Yet Each Man Kills the Thing He Loves. 
From The Ballad of Reading Gaol, 557. 


IN DEX®O RSE ER ST eines 


A 


A golden gilliflower to-day, 516. 
A letter from my love to-day!, 559. 
A late lark twitters from the quiet skies, 


54. 
A mile behind is Gloucester town, 586. 
A mist was driving down the British 
Channel, 388. 
A star looks down at me, 551. 
A sweet disorder in the dress, 138. 
A wind sways the pines, 510. 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever, 249. 
Afoot and light-hearted, I take to the 
open road, 467. 
After grey vigils, sunshine in the heart, 


577: 

Ah, broken is the golden bowl! The spirit 
flown forever! 4o1. 

Ah, did you once see Shelley plain, 457. 

Ah, Faustus, 74. 

Ah me, do you remember still, 563. 

Ah, what avails the sceptred race!, 313. 

Ah, what can ail thee, wretched wight, 
377- 

And ride in triumph through Persepolis?, 
71. 

Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slum- 
bers?, 115. 

As a fond mother, when the day is o’er, 


390. 

As I ponder’d in silence, 458. 

As one that for a weary space has lain, 
552. 

Ask me no more where Jove bestows, 145. 

At her fair hands how have I grace en- 
treated, 113. 

At Sestos Hero dwelt, Hero the fair, 77. 

Avenge, O Lord, thy slaughtered saints, 
whose bones, 154. 

Avoid the reeking herd, 630. 

Ay me! for aught that ever I could read, 
97. 


B 


Be with me, Beauty, for the fire is dying, 
610. 

Before the beginning of years, 541. 

Behold her, single in the field, 271. 

Beneath the branches of the olive yard, 
563. 

Black is the beauty of the brightest day, 

ae 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 93. 

Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks! 
rage! blow!, 111. 

Break, break, break, 425. 

Brief, on a flying night, 555. 

Bright shines the sun; play, beggars, play! 
116. 

Bright star, would I were stedfast as 
thou art, 379. 

But do not let us quarrel any more, 451. 

By him lay heavy Sleep, the cousin of 
Death, 35. 

By this, the dreadful beast drew nigh 
to hand, 47. 


C 


Call for the robin-redbreast and the 
wren, 129. 

Calm was the day, and through the trem- 
bling air, 41. 

Care-charming Sleep, thou easer of all 
woes, 128. 

Close by those meads, for ever crowned 
with flowers, 214. 

Come away, come away, Death, 93. 

Come, dear children, let us away, 483. 

Come down, O maid, from wonder moun- 
tain height, 426. 

Come, fill the Cup, and in the fire of 
Spring, 430. 

Come live with me and be my love, 76. 

Come, lovely and soothing Death, 478. 
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Come, my Celia, let us prove, 117. 

Come, my tan-faced children, 479. 

Come, Sleep! O Sleep, the certain knot of 
peace, 64. 

Comrades, leave me here a little, while 
as yet ‘tis early morn, 421. 

Could Time, his flight reversed, restore 
the hours, 228. 

Creep into thy narrow bed, 499. 

Cupid and my Campaspe played, 60. 


D 


Dark Angel, with thine aching lust, 575 

Dark hills at evening in the West, sgt. 

Daughters of Time, the hypocritic Days, 
385. 

Dear loss! since thy untimely fate, 139. 

Death, be not proud, though some have 
called thee, 126. 

Death, thou’rt a cordial old and rare, 
545. 

Desolate and lone, 615. 

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion’s 
paws, 85. 

Does the road wind up-hill all the way?, 
Bey 

Doubt you to whom my Muse these 
notes intendeth, 62. 

Downwards we hurried fast, 279. 

Drink to me only with thine eyes, 119. 


E 


Each new hour’s passage is the acolyte, 
594. Z 
Earth has not anything to show more fair, 
268. 

Earth, ocean, air, beloved brotherhood], 
336. 

Eat thou and drink; to-morrow thou shalt 
die, 506. 

Eftsoones they heard a most melodious 
sound, 55. 

Euclid alone has looked on Beauty bare, 
641. 

Even such is Time, which takes in trust, 
60. 

Every year Emily Dickinson sent one 
friend, 614. 


F 


Fair daffodils, we weep to see, 135. 

Fair stood the wind for France, 67. 

Far are the shades of Arabia, 6or. 

Fat black bucks in a wine-barrel room, 
618. 

Fear no more the heat o’ the sun, 94. 

Five years have past; five summers, with 
the length, 251. 

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me 
your ears, IOI. 

From Dublin soon to London spread, 20> 

Full fathom five thy father lies, 95. 


G 


Gather ye rose-buds while ye may, 135. 

Get up, get up for shame! The blooming 
morn, 136. 

Give place, ye lovers, here before, 34. 

Glooms of the live-oaks, beautiful 
braided and woven, 543. 

Go and catch a falling star, 123. 

Go, lovely rose, 147. 

God of our fathers, known of old, 582. 

Green grow the rashes, O!, 239. 

Gulls when they fly move in a liquid arc, 
646. 


H 


Had he and I but met, 551. 

Had she come all the way for this, 518. 

Had we but world enough, and time, 192. 

Hail, holy light, offspring of Heaven first- 
born, 171. 

Hail to thee, blithe Spirit, 348. 

Happy those early days, when I, 193. 

Hark, ah, the Nightingale!, 497. 

Hark! hark! the lark at heaven’s gate 


sings, 94. 

Hark how the minstrels gin to shrill 
aloud, 35. 

He ceas’d and Satan staid not to reply, 
170. 


He is gone on the mountain, 283. 

Heap cassia, sandal-buds and stripes, 436. 

He spoke, and Sohrab kindled at his 
taunts, 488. 
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He stood and call’d, 168. 

Helen, thy beauty is to me, 391. 

Hence loathéd melancholy, 154. 

Hence, vain deluding joys, 158. 

Here in my curving hands I cup, 629. 

Here, where the world is quiet, 533. 

Here’s an example from, 592. 

Her eyes the glow-worm, lend thee, 138. 

High above all a cloth of state was spread, 
46. 

High and inscrutable the old man stood, 


328. 
Him the Almighty Power, 166. 
His classic studies made a little puzzle, 


324. 

His golden locks time hath to silver 
turned, 65. 

How do I love thee? Let me count the 
ways, 388. 

How like an angel came I down!, 204. 

How many equal with the Argive queen, 
118. 

How should I praise thee, Lord! how 
should my rhymes, 144. 

How sleep the Brave who sink to rest, 
226. 

Howsweet I roamed from field to field, 234. 


I 


IT am! yet what I am none cares or knows, 


80. 

I celebrate myself, 459. 

I died for beauty, but was scarce, 516. 

I do not pity the old men, fumbling after, 
644. 

J drank at every vine, 642. 

I fled Him, down the nights and down the 
days, 566. 

T have lived long enough, having seen one 
thing, that love hath an end, 532. 

Ihave seen old ships sail like swans asleep, 


627. 

T heard an old farm-wife, 607. 

I keard the trailing garments of the 
Night, 390. 

T held a jewel in my fingers, 514. 

I know my body’s of so frail a kind, 128. 

JT long to talk with some old lover’s ghost, 
124. 


I met a traveler from an antique land, 
344. 

I must down to the seas again, to the 
lonely sea and the sky, 613. 

I said—Then, dearest, since ’tis so, 446. 

I sat with Love upon a woodside well, 505. 

I sing of brooks, of blossoms, birds and 
bowers, 134. 

I strove with none; for none was worth my 
strife, 314. 

I struck the board, and cried, No more, 
I4l. 

I wandered lonely as a cloud, 269. 

I was a lady of high renown, 17. 

I weep for Adonais—he is dead!, 337. 

I will arise and go now, and go to Innis- 
free, 583. 

I wonder do you feel to-day, 444. 

If all the world and love were young, 59. 

If aught of oaten stop or pastoral song, 
227. 

If from the public way you turn your 
steps, 255. 

If I should die, think only this of me, 632. 

If it were done when ’tis done, then ’twere 
well, 105. 

If poisonous minerals, and if that tree, 
126. 

If the red slayer think he slays, 386. 

If thou must love me, let it be for nought, 


387. 

I’m nobody! Who are you?, 515. 

In a-coign of the cliff between lowland 
and highland, 535. 

In Heaven a spirit doth dwell, 392. 

In May, when sea-winds pierced our soli- 
tudes, 386. 

In our old shipwrecked days there was an 
hour, 510. 

In summertime on Bredon, 572. 

In the cowslip pips I lie, 380. 

In Xanadu did Kubla Khan, 303. 

Into the inmost temple thus I came, 57. 

Is love, then, so simple, my dear?, 640. 

Is my team ploughing, 571. 

Is there anybody there? said the Travele 
ler, 601. 

It is a beauteous evening, calm and free, 
268. 

It is an ancient Mariner, 284. 
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It lies not in our power to love or hate, 
78. 

It little profits that an idle king, 418. 

Tt was a den where no insulting light, 372. 

It was the winter wild, 148. 

Its edges foamed with amethyst and rose, 
584. ; 
T’ve taught me other tongues—and in 

strange eyes, 318. 


1) 


John Anderson, my jo, John, 241. 


L 


Lay a garland on my hearse, 128. 

Leave me, O Love, which reachest but to 
dust, 64. 

Let me be marble, marble once again, 643. 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds, 
86. 

Let not our town be large, remembering, 
616. 

Let us forget we loved each other much, 
564. 

Let us walk in the white snow, 631. 

Like to the falling of a star, 129. 

Little lamb, who made thee?, 236. 

Lo! Death has reared himself a throne, 


393- 

Lo! here the gentle lark, weary of rest, 
78. 

Look, Delia, how we esteem the half- 
blown rose, 67. 

Look in my face; my name is Might-have- 
been, 506. 

Look off, dear Love, across the sallow 
sands, 542. 

Lord Rameses of Egypt sighed, 623. 

Love bade me welcome: yet my soul drew 
back, 143. 


M 


Midways of a walled garden, 522 

Milton! thou shouldst be living at this 
hour, 268. 

Miniver Cheevy, child of scorn, 589. 

Much have I travell’d in the realms of 


gold, 354. 
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Music, when soft voices die, 352. 

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness 
pains, 367. 

My heart has grown rich with the passing 
of years, 625. 

My heart is like a singing bird, 512. 

My life closed twice before its close, 515. 

My love is of a birth as rare, 191. 

My poet, thou canst touch on all the 
notes, 387. 

My soul, there is a country, 194. 

My spirit is too weak; mortality, 373. 

My thought was thus—that it was May, 


3. 
My true Love hath my heart, and I have 
his, 63. 


N 


Nature’s first green is gold, 608. 

No coward soul is mine, 547. 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead, 
8s. 

No more with overflowing light, 591. 

Nor skin nor hide nor fleece, 630. 

Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note, 


335. 
Not far advanced was morning day, 281. 
Not of the princes and prelates with peri- 

wigged charioteers, 610. 

Not poppy, nor mandragora, 104 
Not with a club the heart is broken, 514. 
Not with libations, but with shouts and 

laughter, 642. 

Not with more glories, in the ethereal 

plain, 214. 

Now had night measured with her sha- 

dowy cone, 173. 


O 


O Christ of God! whose life and death, 
46. 

O Goddess! hear these tuneless numbers, 
wrung, 365. 

O! it is excellent, 104. 

O Mary, at thy window be!, 238. 

O mistress mine, where are you roaming? 
92. 

O my love! my wife!, 100. 
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O my luve is like a red, red rose, 250. 

O Proserpina!, 112. 

O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou 
Romeo?, 97. 

O sing unto my roundelay, 233. 

O soft embalmer of the still midnight, 
377: 

O thou undaunted daughter of desires}, 
185. 

O to have a little house!, 621- 

O wert thou in the cauld blast, 251. 

O wherefore was my birth from heaven 
foretold, 179. 

O wild West Wind, thou breath of Au- 
tumn’s being, 345. 

O wind, rend open the heat, 629. 

O World! O Life! O Time, 352. 

O years, and age, farewell!, 139. 

Of these the false Achitophel was first, 197. 

Oft, in the stilly night, 315. 

Oh, Galuppi, Baldassaro, this is very 
sad to find!, 436. 

Oh, to be in England, 438. 

Oh, young Lochinvar is come out of the 
west, 280. 

On either side the river lie, 402. 

On Linden, when the sun was low, 314. 

Once more unto the breach, dear friends, 
once more, 96. 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I 
pondered, weak and weary, 395. 

One more Unfortunate, 382. 

One word is too often profaned, 353. 

Others abide our question. Thou art free, 
483. 

Our revels now are ended. These our 
actors, I12. 

Out of John Brown’s strong sinews the 
tall skyscrapers grow, 645. 

Out of the cradle endlessly rocking, 470. 

Out of the night that covers me, 554. 

Out upon it, I have loved, 181. 


E 


Pack, clouds, away, and welcome day, 
127. 

Pan’s Syrinx was a girl indeed, 61. 

Peace to all such! but were there one 
whose fires, 221. 


Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and 
Waterloo, 615. 

Piping down the valleys wild, 236. _ 

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth, 
87. 


Q 


Queen and Huntress, chaste and fair, 116. 


R 


Remember me when I am gone away, 512. 

Roman Virgil, thou that singest Ilion’s 
lofty temples robed in fire, 429. 

Rough wind, that moanest loud, 354. 


S 


Said Abner, “At last thou art come! Ere 
I tell, ere thou speak, 439. 
St. Agnes’ Eve—Ah, bitter chill it was!, 


Satan from hence now on the lower stair, 
172. 

Scots, wha hae wi’ Wallace bled, 249. 

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness, 
371. 

See an old unhappy bull, 596. 

See the chariot at hand here of Love, 120. 

Send home my long-strayed eyes to me, 
122 

Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?, 
84. 

Shall I, wasting in despair, 133. 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways, 
270. 

She is all so slight, 641. 

She walks in beauty, like the night, 317. 

Shut, shut the door, good John! fatigued 
I said, 220. 

Silence, and stealth of days! ’Tis now, 
194. 

Since there’s no help, come let us kiss 
and part, 70. 

Sleep softly .. . eagle forgotten . . . under 
the stone, 617. 

Slow, slow, fresh fount, keep time with 
my salt tears, 117. 

So all day long the noise of battle roll’d, 
AI. 
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So we'll go no more a-roving, 323. 

Some say the world will end in fire, 608. 

Something there is that doesn’t love a 
wall, 608. 

Sometimes thou seem’st not as thyself 
alone, 505. 

Sometimes when I sit musing all alone, 
562. 

Space and dread and the dark, 553. 

Spare, generous Victor, spare the slave, 
206. 

Stand close around, ye Stygian set, 313. 

Still to be neat, still to be dressed, 118. 

Strew on her roses, roses, 487. 

Strong Son of God, immortal Love, 427. 

Sunset and evening star, 430. 

Swallow, my sister, O sister swallow, 530. 

Sweet Chance, that led my steps abroad, 
593: 

Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bright, 141. 

Swiftly walk o’er the western wave, 351. 


a 


Take, oh, take those lips away, 93. 

Tears, idle tears, I know now what they 
mean, 426. 

Tell me not, Sweet, I am unkind, 188. 

Tell me where is fancy bred, 91. 

That’s my last Duchess painted on the 
wall, 449. 

That time of year thou may’st in me be- 
hold, 89. 

That which hath made them drunk hath 
made me bold, 107. 

That which her slender waist confined, 
177: 

The blessed damozel leaned out, 499. 

The brain forgets, but the blood will re- 
member, 628. 

The cloud-bank lies in a red-gold ring, 
634. 

The crooked paths go every way, 622. 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
Ppa 

The ebb slips from the rock, the sunken, 
632. 

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame, 
88. 

The glories of our blood and state, 145. 


The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece! 
326. 

The king sits at Dumferling toun, 21. 

The lark now leaves his watery nest, 146. 

The lost days of my life until to-day, 507. 

The moon shines bright: in such a night 
as this, 100. 

The nightingale, as soon as April bring- 
eth, 61. 

The night of nights drew to its tardy 
close, 624. 

The pale road winds faintly upward into 
the dark skies, 640. 

The Percy out of Northumberland, 22. 

Their mouths have drunken the eternal 
wine, 588. 

The sea is calm to-night, 498. 

The skies they were ashen and sober, 398. 

The sky is changed!—and such a change! 
Oh night, 322. 

The soul selects her own society, 515. 

The star that bids the shepherd fold, 163. 

The sun is warm, the sky is clear, 344. 

The time you won your town the race, 


573: 

The trees are in their autumn beauty, 
583. 

The white mares of the moon rush along 
the sky, 602. 

The wind flapped loose, the wind was 
still, 503. 

The woods decay, the woods decay and 
fall, 419. 

The world is too much with us; late and 
soon, 269. 

The world’s a bubble, and the life of man, 
65. 

Their mouths have drunken the eternal 
wine, 588. 


There is a garden in her face, 112. 

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, 
319. 

There is sweet music here that softer falls, 
407. 

There’s no sense of going further—it’s 
the edge of cultivation, 579. 

There was a sound of revelry by night, 
321 

There was a time when meadow, grove, 
and stream, 272. 
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There were twa sisters sat in a bour, 13. 
These rioters, of whom I make my rime, 


ihe 

They are all gone away, 590. . 

They are all gone into the world of light, 
195. 

They are not long, the weeping and the 
laughter, 585. 

Think thou and act; to-morrow thou shalt 
die, 560. 

This is the house. On one side there is 
darkness, 635. 

This is the shape of the leaf, and this of 
the flower, 637. 

This is the weather the cuckoo likes, 552. 

Thou robb’st my days of business and 
delights, 186. 

Thou still unravish’d bride of quietness, 
369. 

Thou wast all that to me love, 4or. 

Three Poets, in three distant ages born, 
198. 

Thus piteously Love closed what he begat, 
Iii, 

Tiger, tiger, burning bright, 237. 

Till one dawn, 538. 

Tir’d with all these, for restful death I 
cry, 87. 

*Tis hard to say, if greater want of skill, 
209. 

Tis the last rose of summer, 316. 

’Tis the middle of night by the castle 
clock, 304. 

To be, or not to be: that is the question, 
II0. 

To draw no envy, Shakespeare, on thy 
name, 121. 

To him who in the love of Nature holds, 
381. 

To see the world in a grain of sand, 237. 

To these, whom Death again did wed, 
181. 

To you, my purse, and to no other wight, 
12 

Toll for the Brave, 229. 

To-morrow, and _ to-morrow, 
morrow, I10. 

Tread lightly, she is near, 556. 

*Twas at the royal feast, for Persia won, 
199 


and to- 


*Twas twilight, and the sunless day went 
down, 325. 


U 


Under the greenwood tree, 92. 

Under the wide and starry sky, 556. 

Under yonder beech-tree single on the 
greensward, 507. 

Underneath this marble hearse, 134. 

Unstable dream, according to the place, 


33. 
Upon a Sabbath-day it fell, 374. 


V 


Very old are the woods, 600. 
Vigil strange I kept on the field one night, 


477. 
Virtue’s branchvs wither, virtue pines, 
14. 


W 


Was this the face that launched a thou- 
sand ships?, 73. 

We are the music-makers, 545. 

We are they who come faster than fate: 
we are they who ride early or late, 626. 

We are two eagles, 625. 

We loved thee, Swordy Well, and love 
thee still, 379. 

We saw the swallows gathering in the sky, 
SII. 

Wee, sleekit, cow’rin, tim’rous beastie, 
239. 

We'll sail from hence to Greece, to lovely 
Greece, 75. 

Well, then; I now do plainly see, 187. 

We're foot—slog—slog—sloggin’ over 
Africa, 587. 

What is this life if, full of care, 593. 

What needs my Shakespeare for his 
honoured bones, 153. 

What passing-bells for these who die as 
cattle?, 643. 

What potions have I drunk of siren tears, 
88. 

When Abraham Lincoln was shovelled 
into the tombs, 614. 
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When chapman billies leave the street, 
242. 

When do I see thee most, beloved one?, 
504. 

When God at first made man, 142. 

When I am dead, my dearest, 513. 

When I consider how my light is spent, 
TGA. 

When I consider Life and its few years, 


559. 
When I have fears that I may cease to be, 


73- 

When I heard the learn’d astronomer, 
477. 

When I was but thirteen or so, 638. 

When I was one-and-twenty, 574. 

When I watch the living meet, 575. 

When icicles hang by the wall, go. 

When, in disgrace with fortune and men’s 
eyes, 89. 

When in mid-air the golden trump shall 
sound, 198. 

When in the chronicle of wasted time, 85. 

When Love with unconfinéd wings, 188. 

When my grave is broke up again, 125. 

When our two souls stand up erect and 
strong, 387. 

When the hounds of spring are on winter’s 
traces, 539. 

When the lamp is shatter’d, 353. 

When to the sessions of sweet silent 
thought, 86. 

When we have run our passion’s heat,189. 

When we two parted, 317. 

Where long the shadows of the wind had 
rolled, 591. 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I, 95. 

Where the thistle lifts a purple crown, 

6 


564. 
Whether on Ida’s shady brow, 235. 


While joy gave clouds the light of stars, 


593. 

White founts falling in the Courts of the 
sun, 603. 

Who is Silvia? What is she, 9o. 

Whoe’er she be, 182. 

Whose woods these are I think I know, 
607. 

Why does your brand sae drop wi’ blude, 
16. 

Why, if ’tis dancing you would be, 571. 

Why so pale and wan, fond lover?, 180. 

Wisdom and spirit of the universe!, 277 

With delicate mad hands behind his 
sordid bars, 585. 

With how sad steps, O Moon, thou 
climb’st the skies!, 63. 

With serving still, 33. 

Within the oak a throb of pigeon wings, 
639. 

Women have no wilderness in them, 644. 

Wouldst thou hear what man can say, 


119. 


aC 


Ye banks and braes o’ bonnie Doon, 248. 
Yet each man kills the thing he loves, 


557: 
Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once 


more, 163. 
You spotted snakes with double tongue, 


gl. 
Your hands lie open in the long fresh 
grass, 504. 


zy 


Zenocrate, lovelier than the Love of 
Jove, 71. 
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